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Of course, these are fictional accounts of futuristic events. Each timeline is distinct by their standings. 

Much later in the stories a New Times Council was developed to remove all the dates situated in the future.

I believe this transpired, so I did not become obsessed with the dates which I believed I was.

In doing research on several characters, I almost got lost on futuristic-fictional-histories. It all became a jumbled mess.

The Council, even though fictional (at this time) helped me to absolve myself from many complexities and times of birth.

I would encourage a gleaming of the back glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions and features of certain aliens before devouring the whole text and story. 

Also, I would note there are present places in the future written in war experiences. I did not or would ever desire these locations to meet any disastrous fate. 

I only wrote what I saw the characters experience and the occurrences thereafter continued in its story...

Michael Lighten

Mystery Writer

November 16, 2024 (Old Times)



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​PREFACE


[image: ]




Plagued by a series of earth changes, Humanity pushed to recover from over billions of dead, until Other Worldly Aliens, or OWAS, hidden by scientific communities and various governments, began to emerge as the dominant species. 

Exposed, after protections that lasted for decades, the OWAS began to flex their muscles, and this began a long war that would tear the world apart or unite it under one people.

The three stories presented are over a 100-year period: 

Rough Wars

Rough Storm

Hattie Land

Each story stands on its own time, but they are all futuristic in origin. 



BARNETT AND DAUGHTER SHAWN'S ROUGH WAR STORIES
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CHAPTER 1 (BARNETT'S 1ST STORY)
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My husband, Luther Reams. He thinks he had me over a barrel, but I had something for him.... 

One day. 

We were married in April in the New Times, which abandoned the year as a measure. The reason was never clarified, but I found that to be strange. 

How can you not have a year?

No one was sure when the New Times were implemented, probably after the cataclysm that almost wiped out all of us.

Then Luther was a different man. He was hateful only to those who were hateful to him. 

Yes, he kicked some ass as a general from time to time, but he said you had to take some ass sometimes to keep it. 

I believed him.

He changed. He was drunk with power. He killed the last general in a gun battle and took power for himself. He wanted the world. 

He raped me. I was only 38, but I felt 98. I did not want sex now. He made me have it, brutally. The only good thing about it was that my two kids did not get to hear or see a thing. 

Yes, they have seen and heard things in the past, but if they saw or heard anything that I went truly through they would have broken into sobs. 

I know I did.

So, I kept an account of my happenings because I was not sure how long I had to live. At least with this account my children would know what happened to their once happy mama...

Sept. 08- 

I did not know how to get him, yet. I tried to force a comeuppance against him, but the timing was not right. 

He tried to rape me again, while the children were there. I ran from him and kept running until I was far down the street. I walked around like a lost soul. 

I could go to my mother in Joliet, but he said that was where those Fumans and Phasees were and that it was too dangerous for me, so; afraid of fus and phas, and abusive husbands-walked the streets until my son, Chris, found me.

Chris just turned five this past May. He had grown within these last two years.  Chris was turning into a fine young boy. He cowed to his dad. Luther was too rough on the boy. He said Chris did not have the spine he had. I spoke up for Chris, but I had to leave the house sometimes.

Chris was the one who watched my daughter, Shawn sometimes. Shawn was a little doll. She was not aware of what was around her, she was too young. I loved both my children. Maybe someday they will see that.

I did come home with Chris, and Lute (sometimes I call Luther that) was gone. I still loved Lute to some degree, a part of me will always love him, but that part was dead. 

I prayed to God all the time to have him killed on the battlefields he always stayed, but he always came home to demand sex. I hated him! Now that Lute was gone, I could concentrate on my children.

Nov. 20th- Lute was gone for over a month this time. I have never felt such liberation as when he was gone. When he returned, I always felt imprisoned. What kept me from going crazy was a hope of a rough man born to defeat tyrants through the Fuman bloodline. I ran off the ancient edict in a monotone voice for Lute and asked him to be careful, but below my voice was a hint of anxiety.

He laughed at the possibility, then he looked at me grimly, and he said I would like to see him defeat me. Of course, I did not reply. He knew the answer, but I did not want a beat down, so I let him guess on my reply.

Dec. 18th- This time Lute did not bother me much. He was more interested in his military campaigns I think, further south. I did not know directions well... 

I knew it was going toward the Fuman lands. The areas I stayed in were Humans and what are called Bolaris.  Lute did not call himself anything.  He said ethnic names were for punks.

April 5th- I am sorry I have not written much; I still wanted the legacy of words for my kids. Lute had been in and out of the house because he found some missiles, and 5 of them were not operational and 5 of them were. His attitude had been better since he found the missiles, no forced sex for months.

I felt grateful that God had answered my prayers. I know these days there are not a lot of churches left, but I keep God well in my heart and mind as much as I can.

I am scared since Lute found the missiles. I am scared he would use them on babies and children and mommas, grandmas. 

I am speaking in his left ear and showed him military bases left empty after the cataclysm. This he found intriguing, and his mood shifted for the better.

July 30th- I obtained a picture of one of the rough men children from the internet. His name was Maurice. What a name for a rough guy. He looks like a Phasee, but they say he was mixed with Human genes, too.

There were supposed to be 29 others in different places. The ancients had them in secret places and had been placing them in positions of power. Maurice rejected his future and did not see himself as a rough man.

Here he looked only to be 5-7 years old, but if he was born in a certain year how can you measure without a year to measure by?

He could be as old as 7, one year older than Shawn.

I wondered what was going through the Fuman’s mind. To be born to lead. I could understand why he was running from the leadership role. I would flee from it too. Who needs that in their life at the age of 7?

I showed the picture of Maurice sometimes called Mau to Lute. He immediately looked unnerved. Then he shoved the picture my way and that was the end of the communication. 

I did not know what unnerved him about a Fuman. Maybe deep inside Lute believed in the myth.

Jan. 20th - Just had a birthday party for Chris. My beautiful son just turned 10. He had a few friends over and we had cake and ice cream. 

Shawn seemed like she enjoyed herself as well. It had been a long time since I saw my little girl shine with joy.  God had answered my prayers.

Lute was in the field. He came home and I gave into his way without a fight, so there was no pain. I felt dead inside when I was with him. I did not remember what I saw in him at first. He wanted to one day meet the rough man in battle.  

I prayed he met him too, so he could be defeated. That Lute can be defeated, that was, not the rough man. Or rough boy. He was an only child like Chris.

Shawn had taken some interest in the rough boy, but I tried to steer her from that.  She wants to talk to the rough boy on the internet, but he did not appear to have an email, and I thanked God for that.  I did not want her to talk to the enemy and Lute got wind of it.

Shawn started her diary at age 8.  She wanted to be like her mamma. I smiled at that. When I smiled, wrinkles appeared near my eyes.  

I was only 42 and I felt 92 with aches and pains and worries about what he might do with the 5 missiles he could destroy cities with. I pondered and I planned for a way out....

May 13th New Times- Lute had unfortunately gained two extra, bigger missiles called Meggie or megas, I think. I was scared. 

What did he need all that firepower for? Did he want to blow up the world? When he told me, I ran to my room in tears. He looked at me bemused. He said I was crazy for nothing. What was I crying for? 

I could not tell him.

He was unpredictable. He might beat me. I did not want my children to go through that again. I will act ... passive? Passive was the word.  And wait to strike to save my children and the world from this monster.

He said mom (his mother, not mine) was going against him. She was searching for the rough boy to defeat him. He could not find his mother, and that was good. I wanted her to stay hidden. He gets crazy sometimes. I liked his mom, Cheryl. She was forward and spoke her mind. He did not like that about her.

Last I heard she fled to Hannibal, Missouri. People said the states had no power and did not use the state in your city’s name. I used the state’s name for remembrance of what was lost. To me it was still Missouri.

On the internet there was info that the rough boy was found at some place with a radio as its tower. I did not know the truth about that. Rumors could be harmful. 

If Lute thought that was true, he might shoot a missile over there to shut up the rumors of a child turning warrior.

I wished people would shut up about the rough boy! Let him be for his own safety, safe from monsters like Lute.
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CHAPTER 2 (CHELSEA B'S 1ST STORY)
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After dumb ass Baloh talked to the rough kid the place was in an immediate uproar!  We all shouted and yelled at each other on how to proceed now that we were “in” with the rough kid’s battle with Luther. There must have been at least 20 of us shouting like banshees.  

We were concerned about how to approach the rough man. Many of us had been at University City for years, but I came only 5 years ago, so I was considered the baby of the crowd.

As our arguments became heated many of our “top” brass or military commanders left. They did not give goodbye or waved a hand. They picked up their jacket or other belongings and left. From over 20 people we dropped to nearly 3. Baloh was so shocked at the desertion he could only hang on his head in sadness.

I warned him not to talk to him screen to screen. I told him I am an advisor and researcher and knew what I was talking about! I was not bragging. I was really scared about this whole thing.  

This rough kid thing could get out of hand, and it did. I am writing this story from an undisclosed place, surely not University City, that place was gone forever, due to Baloh’s ambitions.

Baloh was from the old school of war, ambition, and greed. That was how you achieved anything back in the old times before the devastations. I warned him!  I told him these were different times. I said you could not play that game at these times and not get stung. Baloh did not listen, and it cost us our city.

Who was I?

I was his lover....

My name is Chelsea B. I met Baloh when his wife, Arlene, was still alive. She was a woman of dignity a white woman with streaks of gray in her hair. She carried herself well. I never heard her shout, not once. 

She gave beloved Baloh 4 kids, and they attended some type of schooling, then the devastations, and many died, including his beloved wife and 3 of his kids.

Baloh had one survival in the family besides himself. His son, Mark, had recently turned 24, but he stayed away from his father. Mark did not want anything to do with military life, and University City; after the devastations UC became a military camp.

I was Baloh’s secretary before the devastations. We had no intimate relations then. I respected his wife too much to do that; but things happened much later after the world was turned upside down. The remainder of the Missouri military either went to Luther Reams or to us. We were different from Luther. 

We did not behead you if you did not do our bidding.

We still had voluntary force, so I became an overnight advisor, a secretary who gathered intelligence for the camp. I believed I was good at what I did, but pride always comes before the fall. 

I remember reading that in the Bible, a book these days’ people rarely picked up. They ought to do it more often, but who am I to judge?

My pride was overlooking the scenes in dealing with Maurice. I remember when I saw the Fuman’s name I thought it was a weak name. It originated from the Moorish prominent era with their invasions of Spain near 800 A.D. (old times).

In our modern era Maurice was a gentle name not a brash name. I remember the runoff I did of his picture on the internet. 

He looked harmless. I remember I placed his picture to the right, after some research I tried to e-mail his website, which was not under his name. 

Someone named “Mr. Bill,” whoever the hell that was... but, I got no response, at first.  I tried for several days, and then I got a reply, after 6 e-mail tries...

I know what you are trying to do. You want to know about me, but there is nothing to learn. What you see is what you see...

That was the end of the conversation. I thought that it was rather bizarre to make a statement like that, and not wait for my response. I was hooked with curiosity on this Maurice dude, and that was my downfall....

I believed later that he hooked me to distract me from focusing on Baloh’s blunders. Then, I scratched that thought. 

There was no way a kid over 240 miles away could know I was the closest to Baloh, and the one most able to persuade him from making a stupid mistake like he did.

If the kid were able to do that, why would he unless he wanted the fight to bring UC down? That was a dumb thought on my part. I could not take responsibility for all points, but I could take some responsibility for not being a good enough persuader. That was all I could take the weight on.  

That weight was enough to bring you to your knees.

From my researched accounts over 3,442 died when the twin halfers hit. 2,336 were injured. Things just burned for days, and by the 4th day of fire heavy rain gave what was left of the city relief. What I did not know. There were not many of us left for relief.

Patrick was Baloh’s right-hand man and Mr. Fixit. If something was breaking, Thinny (our nickname for him) would fix it. Patrick ran from one part of the building to the other like a marathon runner as people called him to fix another defective part in the computer system.

I am telling you we started having problems from day one. On February 13th, our system was installed by the brother’s seven. I called them that. Their real names were Jeremiah, Joshua, James, Josh, Jacob, Jared, and Justin. 

It was a lucrative family business. Headed by the father, Jimmy, who was really James Sr., but no one used senior and junior at present. 

Jimmy talked to Baloh; Baloh gave Jimmy part of University City. Jared took control of several blocks of UC. Jimmy left the computer situation with his sons, and we never saw the father again.

Test fires continued, with the missiles, tanks, spy eyes. It was a mess. The spy eyes worked well, but the tanks never moved from their spot and the missiles...that was another story.

In the test fires things improved when some panels were replaced. Of course, we did not fire the halfers, just dummy missiles with no warheads. They fell harmlessly into what we called Saint’s Sea.

I began to worry when Luther Reams obtained the same system from the brothers, but the 7 vanished after that; actually, there were 6 that disappeared. The next to the youngest brother, Jared, did not vanish until much later.

Of course, foul play was suspected and there was a massive search, but nothing came of the searches. Jimmy, heartbroken, devastated, killed himself. That was the end of his sons and the originators of our systems.

Many companies who were connected to father and son, saw an opportunity to take advantage so they bid contracts on who would fix the systems if they went down.

Patrick came from one of these companies, got along with Baloh so much, he quit and became his confidant, friend, and runner from building to building. Patrick... 

He should have known better.
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CHAPTER 3 (BARNETT'S 2ND STORY)
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December 19th, 8 New Times - My friends, daughter, son, and I took a visit to the Ozark Plateau. I did not remember seeing this awesome before the destructions. 

The mountains were like Christmas jingles on a tree. Remember Christmas with the trees and the silver jingles, but if you put the jingle sideways that was how these mountains shined with their snow and water.  

It was Lute’s idea to take everybody out here, while he and a few other guys walked further to talk about the Fumans.

I know that was what they were doing, debating on how to deal with the rough man, because he was found on Gary Land after 5 days of running, captured and made to follow the ancient’s edict of becoming a warrior for the masses. I felt sorry for him. For the rough boy, not Lute.

Things were better. He did not bother me and the kids as much, because he stayed in the field much of the time. Luther did come home at times. Then we all walked quietly around the house, hoping he did not turn mean on us.

He was mostly hard on the boy, Chris. Poor Chris took his stuff because he was afraid of his dad; but Chris did not want to be a leader like his father. Chris wanted to be... 

I did not know what Chris wanted to be yet, not a leader though.

Shawn had become a thorough writer. She kept her journal up to date, more than I. I commended her courage to keep notes and a record. She still had that fascination to write to Mau, but I strongly urged her not to, if Lute found out...

The thought made me tremble.

I would die for my kids, but I did not want to die foolishly. What was her interest in the Fuman? She wanted to see how it felt to be worshiped. I told her he did not want to be worshiped, just left alone. 

She thought it was fascinating to be looked at as a god.  I told her that it was foolish talk. Rough men were not seen as gods, but men with rugged hearts.

Feb. 13th - Rough boy Mau just became a man! Shawn and I have been tracking him for months. He had a gathering and one of Shawn’s friends on the internet, who she never met, turned out to be a Fuman. When they traded pictures, I hid the picture of General Bain so that Lute would not find it.

What dangerous games we played. I told Shawn we must be very discreet. I asked her what General said. She said that Maurice did not know his position awaited him. Those events were already set up.

We stopped talking when Chris came in. He asked us why we whispered, and we just smiled and said nothing. Chris was no threat, but if Lute cornered him and we told Chris, Chris in fear would tell Lute, then where would we be?

Hannibal was the place where the rough man would take his place as a warrior. This was exciting stuff, and we got to get a 2nd account of the action...well 2nd account was better than nothing.

March 14th, - I pleaded for Lute to leave the rough man alone, to attack other cities! He told me to mind my business and backhanded me across the room! Chris and Shawn helped me up as Lute, frustrated, left the house, and did not come back until morning. I wanted him not to come back at all.

I heard through Tamara’s contact with General that Mau was attacked by four strong men from Milwaukee with muscles big as bricks. They could not beat the rough man.  All of them died, except for one guy, and he was in a coma for life.

I am sure Lute heard of the battle and was probably impressed the rough man kicked ass, but he could not show it. Maurice was the enemy, and he could not show favor to the enemy.

April 8th, - The rough man touched Hannibal's shores! Shawn and I danced and sang when Lute or Chris was not in the house. We knew this would be the end of Lute and his rag tag army. That Mau would show the world...even if he were tricked to do so.

April 10th, - With Lute gone in the fields Shawn and I tried to contact General through the internet, but we got Tamara, his sister, instead. She said General was asleep from his shift and could they contact him later. 

Through her camera lens she appeared to be crying. Shawn asked her what was wrong. Maurice cannot stand her guts, she said. She then told us all about how she tricked Mau to come there, now he and his mother hate her guts. As I typed this in my small black box with electronic screens, I heard an unusual noise behind me, and I knew we were caught....
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CHAPTER 4 (CHELSEA B'S 2ND STORY)
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I asked Thinny (Patrick) to slow down; the rough man was not coming after us.  He begged to differ. 

C.B., he called me. That kid was shrewder than a rat! Do not trust him. 

I said I did not, and then I patted him on his thin, pink shoulders. 

You see Thinny was a white man with deep respect for all peoples. There was not a shred of prejudice in his white body. I know. I am a black woman. You see what I am saying?

We are a dying race. Humans are dying, and the black race is dying quicker. Then the black woman was dying, faster. 

I have seen racism, nationalism, religious hatred, sexism (sexism most of all). I have seen much of it, and none of it abided by Thinny. That was why we got along so much.

Thinny was all greasy and smelly. I waved him away and asked him to please take a shower. Please. He placed his bony hands on his waist and said hell no.

I usually replied the same, but not the entire word, just said the same to you. This time I changed tactics. I said he had better hope Baloh did not hear that. It was insubordination and could lead to jail time.

Then I walked away and left Thinny to stew. He became nervous. I could tell when he got nervous. He always began to stutter. He stuttered in rapid succession. Asked was Baloh around? I said nothing. I kept walking, with a smile.

He asked me, are you going to tell Baloh? I still did not say anything as the corridor twisted so that I vanished from his sight. 

CB., he called. Do not tell Baloh, he said. He was only playing...

I accidentally ran into Baloh in dimmed hall lights. I said: He scared the hell out of me! Baloh asked why you are so nervous. I looked at him with a serious stare and said he knew why.

Then, he began to walk toward where Thinny was, and I nervously followed, but as we walked Thinny did not appear. I did not want to rip the friendship of Baloh and Thinny apart by a lapse in judgement; he meant no harm by it, so no harm done...

Baloh said, Was I nervous about the rough man? 

I quickly nodded. Baloh gently laid a large, hairy hand on my shoulder and said Luther had everything under control. Baloh had the utmost confidence in Luther to take the war to Maurice’s doorstep.

Then he snickered, what kind of name was Maurice anyway? Sounds homosexual!

I glared at Baloh. He said he was sorry and would not use that term again. 

Then he stopped in the corridor and placed his hands on my thin, blue robed shoulders, and said if this works, the trade on Hannibal’s ports will quadruple University City’s trade.

I told him not to forget that Luther wanted half of Hannibal for trade. He looked impish, and then he said he did not forget. He said he was not that crazy.

I sighed, but the sigh only delayed the tension.

He said from now on he will take my advice and not go to screen with a Fuman. I said, or a Phasee. They can read you like a book. He knew you were lying. That was not good for us. We are walking into battle with a broken pistol. 

Nothing works around here!

Baloh admitted we had some defects in the system, but Thinny was on it. Thinny was only one man, I said. He needs help! Baloh then said I should help him.

I said, I did not know a thing about repairing computers! Baloh admitted it was only until he could find some help. I fell for his blue eyes like an idiot. I should have persuaded my lover to give up the battle a long time ago.

2:39 Afternoon - I changed from my soft, blue robe to black, rugged coveralls I kept in case I had to do some dirty work. 

When I climbed down one ladder, another ladder and another ladder, then I expected to run into Thinny, but he was further back near a metal, gray railing. He opened the panel when I walked up to him.

Okay, he said, I know that look. What did I do wrong now? I am sorry. Could we just be friends and get along? 

I folded my arms over my chest and waited for dawn to reach him.

My apology was not enough.  He asked.  

I said, it was not about the curse word, but I did accept your apology and would appreciate it if you would not say it again.  

He asked, what was this about, and why are you dressed that way?

Bingo, I said, then waited for more of a dawn to arrive. He was sure slow with the understanding this morning.

You are not...he began...

I nodded my head...

No... He spoke.

Yes, I said.

He said you did not know anything about repairing computers!

I said, tell Baloh that!

Thinny slammed his hand against the panel so that it rocked back and forth. He apologized and sat on the metal railing. He could not find anyone, he said in a whisper, because they had all fled....  

My heart leaped to my chest! I thought some of them would have returned by now. The people heard of the rough man, and they fled. I did not blame them; but I was not fleeing. I wanted to give the fight a chance, even against my better wishes.

I said, I guess we are all we got. Thinny’s head rose, and his sad eyes met my determined ones.  

You are right, he said with more enthusiasm. We can do this!

His voice echoed throughout the stairs and computer panels. I covered my ears. I did not like the sound of echoes. 34 years old and cannot stand echoes, still? Thinny goaded.  

What am I going to do with you? He asked with shouts so that they echoed. I covered my ears tighter and asked him not to do that!

He obediently stopped, and half-hugged me. I slightly pushed him away. The funk! He smiled faintly and promised to take a shower in...2 hours and 41 minutes. That was how long he thought it would take for him to repair the computer, with my help. 

It was 2 hours and 21 minutes later when two of the halfers were activated and charged for firing. The other 8 missiles did not take to the system and gave off false readings as if they were fired and armed themselves. 

We had to quickly shut down the system, reboot it without the 8 missiles, and everything was fine.

My heart thudded in rapid successions when the 8 halfers malfunctioned. Sirens blared throughout the area before Thinny quickly shut down the system. 

There was a period when the rough man did not matter. For one second, I thought I was going to be in heaven with Jesus, before my time.

It was a scary feeling to think you are about to die, especially when you cared for your life, and you wanted to do other things. I am scared. Thinny could see the fear in my face. He patted me on the back and said all was all right. Then he left to take his shower.  

Thank you, Jesus!

I took my shower in a private part of the building. Baloh talked to his son Mark in the large bedroom by videophone, what I call vi-phones. Mark was a thinner Baloh, but not near as hairy, and a rather handsome, well-mannered young man.

For some reason Mark became slightly loud with Baloh. He wanted UC to stay out of what he called the Luther Wars. Baloh and Mark argued, and then Baloh slammed the button down and severed the communications.

I quietly walked into the blue shower area, when Baloh was beeping. It was not Mark. It was Mr. Fixit, Thinny-Patrick. He said he got 2 halfers to work. The other 8 were dysfunctional. Thinny reported on the laser tanks, nonoperational. Each tank had to be refurbished to pick up the system’s signal.  

I crept near the door to hear more.

Thinny said the electron shield to protect UC from missile fire needed a module replacement. Only 4 modules integrated with the systems, the others were defective.

Baloh asked, Can the 4 modules be boosted to give the area sufficient protection?  Thinny paused...then said it can be done with extra generator output. Baloh ordered him on it immediately, after he took some rest; and that he was doing a good job.

When they terminated the transmission, Baloh noticed me in the doorway. He did not say a word, but he did not have to. I knew he was worried that things could go bad. 

I said, we could bail out, tell Luther-

You do not tell Luther that! He roared. 

The roar shook me to my core. It shocked me to my spirit. I never heard him talk to me like that. He rose from his slanted chair and stood near the dresser. 

He said, when you make a pact with the devil, you cannot back out. He would take this place down and use us as an example. We cannot stop now; he said more quietly.

Why did you make the pact?! I yelled.

For us! He shouted! So, we can have the things we need to survive!  

I said, I have all I need right here. What more could there be? I asked. 

There was a lot more, he said. 

Then he left me alone to ponder in fear.

9:39 Night- I was in a deep sleep when Baloh awakened me to have sex. He called it “night love”. I always pretended to be asleep, but really, I was wide awake. 

He slid off my blue, silk nightgown, turned me face down and entered my garden from the rear. I trembled in joy and sang the song of many climaxes, and many more to come....
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CHAPTER 5 (SHAWN'S 1ST STORY)
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Shawn’s Account - April 11th - When hateful Dad came into the room, he backhanded Mom across the room, so that she fell and hit her head on the floor. 

She did not move, and I thought she was dead. I charged him, and he slapped me across the room, so that I fell against the mirror and cut myself.

Chris held Dad back while I tried to run. I did not know what happened to Chris or Mom. I tried to go back home, but Dad always appeared out of nowhere and I had to run again.

The authorities, what authorities? The authorities or the Ozark Police would never take my word over Dad’s, his traitor daughter. There was only one place for me to go to stop him. 

The rough man!

Would he accept me? I am Bolaris, part Human part another species that resembled tall people with fur. He might not accept me. He might be repelled by the thought of me. 

I would have to shave my hair which are an inch long. Shave every part of me so that I appeared Human. The giveaway would be my long arms and long fingers. Plus, Fumans can sense things.

Oh my God...I felt so bad leaving Mom behind, and Chris. What was I to do? I should go back with a gun and kill him. 

I must find a gun!

There were guns laid up against the wall, while Bolaris talked a few feet away. I walked quickly by, slipped a handgun under my blue dress, and tried to walk away without looking guilty. I did not do well, and they chased me up and down back-alley streets.

I had never been so scared in all my life! I splashed through streams and up and down mountain crevasses to get away. 

They eventually gave up and shouted curse words at me. They did not know I was running out of fear and desperation. The only thing to beat fear and desperation was more fear and desperation.

When I felt there was no one around I cried like a baby in my hairy hands. I did not know how to get back home, because I did not know where I was. I had never been this far out. 

Where was I? 

I saw some houses further back, so I went that way, and sneaked around until I saw what looked like a forty-year-old Bolaris.

I hid behind a wall, came out and aimed at the laser gun. I had the safety on, took it off then re-aimed it. I told him to give me the phone! Now! 

He nervously gave me the phone and told me to be careful with that thing. I made him lie down on the wet ground from the rain a few days ago, and then I crept away.

Four blocks away I tried to call Chris. Chris would let me know what happened. Instead, I got Mom, all beat up and bloodied. She looked bad. I said I was coming home to kill Dad. She screamed and cried on the phone for me to stay away! Go to Mau-

Dad’s face appeared on the screen. He smiled eerily and said he knew all the rough boy transmissions. He said nothing gets by him. He said: you want to kill me? Come on with it. In the background Mom screamed for me to run! To run! I wanted to run toward her, but I closed the phone and did as she asked.



ROUGH WARS
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CHAPTER 6 (CHELSEA B'S 3RD STORY)
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We just got word that the battle against Hannibal was going for Luther, and against Maurice. We still did not take that information from the source in Cave City, only a few miles from Hannibal to the heart. We knew the tables could turn at any time.

Since 6 in the morn, Baloh, Patrick, and I worked on the brains of the system, which were several layers into the basement. Close to where Patrick and I stood yesterday. Baloh and I followed Patrick as he told us where to go and what to do. It had been educational.

I kept a small radio with me, and I kept it on the current news station. Ironically almost a third of the news came from Radio Tower, which was the birthplace of Maurice.  

There were reports that Hannibal was holding its own. They sent a bunch of tanks to overwhelm Luther’s forces. Then we heard of the ultimatum on the radio, and from Cave City.  

My friend in Cave City was afraid she would be caught in the crossfire; she admitted in viewing a few tanks that battled only a hundred yards from her house. Janet had 2 boys and was not prepared to die for the house given to her by her mother, who died 2 months ago. Janet said she could always get another house, but she could not get another life. 

She fled.

The ultimatum was from Luther. He promised a tumult against Hannibal if they did not give him the city. The same information came over the radio. 

I was further down the ladder when Baloh was signaled by Luther via vi-phone. Luther’s rugged face stared at Baloh’s concerned one.

Luther said it was time. 50 minutes. He gave Maurice 60 minutes. Baloh said he was not ready. Luther said, there was no more time. Fire our missiles in 50 minutes!

He said Victory was ours. Then he blanked the screen.

Baloh peered at me in terror.

Thinny cursed and began to run from panel to panel. He asked all of us to synchronize our watches to 50 minutes. That was all the time he had to fix the electron shield. 

He shouted, and then he ran to another panel.

With my dingy, black uniform on and brown boots, I hurried behind Thinny to ask what I could do to help. He asked me to hurry upstairs to the first level panel 2.341. Signal him by vi-phone when I was in position.

I hurried up the metal stairs as my brown boots made a loud racket. I pushed open the top door and had to catch my breath. 

Then I ran to the first level panel and signaled Thinny. His face shimmered into view, and then he instructed me to touch various knobs and buttons, and to wait while he did the same thing.

He said he was trying to synchronize the bottom and top panels. If this did not work, he would try something else. I heard some noise on my panel, then a fizzling sound, then nothing. 

Thinny cursed in frustration.  

It was short a circuit, he said, and I did not have time to fix it!

I could hear Baloh say something in the background and Thinny nodded. He turned to me and said, it would be best if you stayed in the lower levels, in case the force shield failed, which I am about to work on now.

I closed my vi-phone’s screen and ran back down the stairs, as Thinny ran past me, and Baloh followed. Thinny told me to run as low as I could. 

I ran into deep panic as the pull of gravity made me go faster and faster. I barely missed the turn at one corner, and almost fell on metal steps, due to my carelessness, would not need the rough man to kill my own self!

When I got all the way to the bottom, I could hear Thinny and Baloh as they ran from panel to panel. They were one level below the top floor. Then it got quiet, and, in my fear, I called them. I heard nothing.

I called them again, nothing. I looked around me. It resembled underground caves at the lower levels. It always looked dark and cold. Thinny claimed the brothers created it that way to keep the computer’s brain cool and protected. Genius thought.

You guys, I yelled. We have 22 minutes left! 

No answer. 

I slowly climbed the stairs. I reached below the top level and looked around but did not see them. I saw open panels, but...then I saw Baloh’s head far in the back. No wonder they did not hear me.

As I walked toward them, Baloh said I should be below. I retorted, I should be helping, not cowering in fear. I wanted to help. They looked at each other, then Thinny said, follow me and keep up.

Thinny began to break into a small trot.

I asked him to tell me what his plan was. 

He told me to follow only. No questions. 

I tried to keep up, but Thinny increased his speed, so that when he hit the top door and it struck the wall with a loud sound, I was so slow that the door closed before I could get there, and I had to fight with the knob to open it!

Dammed door! Open! I shoved the heavy metal door against the wall and hurried into 6 vacant panels on the first level and ran into a brisk morning. I saw Thinny as he ran across the field. 

Where the hell was, he going?

I ran and tried to keep up. It had been a long time since I ran track, and it told on my run. I was dead tired within minutes. Thinny waved to me to follow him, and I cursed and trotted at mid-speed.

Why are we running when there are air cars all over the place, I asked?

I did that for exercise, he replied.

I gave him an incredulous stare.

Plus, the mid-city was only a block away, he said. By the time we jumped in our cars and landed we would be there on foot in no time.

I negatively shook my head and tried to hide my exasperation.

He stopped, reached into his pocket, and pulled out a modulator remote. It was a long black and red device that was heavy and filled with electronic things I did not recognize, but Thinny did.

He said he had to get to the city’s center to get a better reception. He touched the black and red remote and waited. I waited intensely next to him.

There was a high hum as the 4 modulators at all points of UC began to connect a beam at the top of the sky, then that beam began to spread outward into sparkles of light energy.  

We waited because Thinny said if it was held for 5 minutes, we would be good. It had to be held for 5 minutes. I looked at my watch. 

There were only 12 minutes to go before our strike against Hannibal. 5 minutes taken away would leave only 7 minutes; 4 minutes, 30 seconds passed before the shield began to degrade. 

Thinny tried to increase the shield’s integration with the modulators. He could not get a good lock!

He called Baloh on the vi-phone and asked him to try from his point of view. When Baloh tried the shield degraded by 3 points more. We were down to 6 electrons. Then it degraded to 4 electrons...

Thinny said a few curse words and ran toward the building. I trailed far behind, not able to keep up with his long legs. When I got into the first level area, Thinny and Baloh tried to stop the shield from failing.

2 electrons...

We are losing power, Thinny said.

She was gone, Baloh said.

There was a deep silence as Baloh slowly sat in a black chair with wheels that turned. It made squeaking noises as he leaned back, broken in spirit. Thinny kept his head bowing, defeated.

Then it dawned on me. I said we have too many lights and generators running. Why didn’t we shut down most of the city, and run on reserve power? That would give the computer systems more energy.

Thinny almost hugged me to death! I pushed him away not because he stank, but because time was short. He blew kisses at me and hurried from the building to try the modulators again. I could hear his shoes as they clomped on hard grass and dirt.

I had no intention of following this time. I wanted to be near Baloh as the hour drew near. Baloh said he had to find the city’s main power switch.  He found it on the computer. It was on level 3 at panel 8.912.

6 minutes until the missile fire. The vi-phone beeped on my phone and Baloh’s. It was Thinny. We both told him we were hurrying to the city’s power switch. Thinny said, Hurry quickly.

I turned the corner and did not make it this time. I crashed into a metal railing, dropped my vi-phone down a few levels and heard it crash far below. Baloh stopped for me, but I told him there was no time. To go! Go!

Baloh was torn, but he went anyway. I could barely move because the pain in my shoulder was intense. I did lie this way for some time, and then my watch beeped. 

The hour had come.

Suddenly there was darkness all around me. I was totally confused. What the hell? Then dim, yellow lights came on, the reserve lights! I remember those lights from the days of devastation. Baloh did it. I heard him running up the stairs as he talked to Thinny to try the shield. 

Try it.

Baloh lifted me over his shoulder with ease. I hollered in pain. 

I said, Hurry. We had to fire the missiles, or Luther would think we forfeited and come after us, hurry.

Baloh pushed open the top door, laid me on a nearby, green hard couch, and hurried to fire the missiles. He began to punch in button codes and listened as an overhead female voice prompted him to fire the halfers. The computer sounded like a head nurse, cool, firm, not very friendly, it was all business. 

Suddenly the earth shook as two halfers roared toward the sky. I wanted to see them full blast. I wanted to know what they looked like in action. I forced myself up and went to the door. Baloh asked, what the hell are you doing?  

I said I wanted to see.

With my left arm pressed painfully to my side, I stood next to Thinny and Baloh as 2 halfers made fire in the sky. They pushed smoke and fire up into the skies of war. 

Our electron shield was holding. We could see sparkles which came from insects exploding into it or other unseen debris. We waited and prayed; at least I knew I did.

8:59.... 

I said as I looked at my watch. Baloh said my watch was wrong. 

It was 8:55.... 

Thinny scaled me up and down with a medical scanner. He said, “I am not a doctor, he said, but the scanner will pinpoint any injuries. It says you have a dislocated shoulder.

Thinny looked at Baloh, who looked at me. Then I knew their plans, but it was too late as Thinny half lifted me and jammed my shoulder into place. I yelled as Baloh tried to comfort me. I kicked Thinny across the room in anger. How could you do that? I screamed.

Oh...Thinny said from the floor. He peered over the panel. Oh.... 

What?! We asked him. 

He had no answers for us. We found out the terrible news on our own. The shield was degrading due to a bad panel on the 4th level. Thinny could fix it, but there were 2 major problems coming our way. They were called halfers.

I need to pull out the bad panel and replace it with a good one, Thinny said as he ran below. 

I was going to go with him, but I stopped because Baloh was not following.  

Come on, I said. We must do this!

It was over, he said. 

Then he sat at his favorite computer chair and stared into a void.  His mind was no longer there. Then I saw him pulling from his position, touching some buttons on the panel, then he turned slowly to me.

You still have time to get to safety, he said to me. To the computer, Sound impact alarm, and countdown audio to impact of halfers. 

The computer complied and began to countdown at 2 minutes, 1 second. Malfunction in shield strength at 4 electrons, and dropping...

Go, he said quietly. Go as low as you can, hurry. 

I told him I loved him.  

He only smiled and looked ahead. 

I told him I loved him again. 

He smiled and said nothing.

1 minute, 47 seconds for impact. I hurried down the stairs. 

This time I made many of the turns, until I saw Thinny unscrewing the bad panel. I hurried to help him. He asked why Baloh placed the impact on audio. It makes me nervous! I cannot think straight!

We both pulled the panel away as Thinny began to stutter. Half of what he said I could not understand. As he shouted and babbled at the same time as the computer sounded off our possible demise, I became aggravated and asked Thinny to shut the hell up and fix the panel without all the silly ass talk!

Thinny looked at me, surprised. He stopped babbling and we got the panel screwed 48 seconds before the impact. 

Later I prayed to God to forgive me for my foul mouth, but I was scared.

40 seconds until impact. Thinny had to shift the panel into the wall. His hands quickly went over the latches. There must have been 8 latches all together, but it gave us a feeling of 20.

Then he had to align the computer internal with the system’s brain. 14 seconds until impact. I whispered we will not make it. It is too late! 

Thinny screamed at me to shut up and did not give up so fast-

Then I saw Baloh out of the corner of my eye. He stood at the top stairs, a few levels up. Immediately I turned from the panel, as if in slow motion and ran up to him...

I pulled his arm, but he did not budge...8...

Please Baloh, please come with me! 

He did not budge, just gave me this vacant, defeated stare...6...

Baloh! I screamed...then he came back to himself...4.

He said, God, forgive me...2.

The shield was rising! Thinny screamed...1. 

Too late, I thought.

Baloh fell on me as an immense explosion rocked our world, literally. Everything shook and was on fire. It felt and looked like 5 earthquakes. 

The railing gave way, and Baloh was dragged by terrific force over the edge. I grabbed his arm, as I was dragged too; then I held onto part of the stair railing which hung in shreds.

The railing began to crumble, and Baloh suddenly...let go. What?! Baloh! 

My echoing remorse shook my being through the fire and wind. I saw his body vanish into the blackness, then...nothing. 

I heard no sickening thud of flesh on concrete. He disappeared and he did not say goodbye.

Without the weight of my beloved Baloh the crumbled stair railing barely held. I was thankful it was my good right arm that I hung by. I barely pulled myself onto the step. I was cut and bruised, and I sobbed because Baloh was gone.

Thinny...oh, Thinny...I saw a part of his body on top of the computer panels he loved so much. His eyes were vacant, and the bottom of his legs were gone. Thinny, you did not have a chance!

Suddenly, another lurch from the building threw me down the stairs. I lay there; bruised, broken, knowing it must have been the 2nd halfer come to finish us off as a major fire storm crawled down the stairs.

I could not crawl away in time. I then prayed for Jesus to save me, and He answered my prayers as sprinklers came on all over the place. The fire stopped crawling and was held in check at the broken door.  
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CHAPTER 7 (SHAWN'S 2ND STORY)
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By the time I arrived in Hannibal things were in an uproar over the first battle with hateful Dad. Impact Alert had waned, and shields were being repaired for another possible round and there were some deaths.

I found out that Mau’s mom died along with his uncles and some friends. There were too many deaths to count. I have never seen so much destruction in one place. Everything left standing was burnt or on fire. People ran from place to place, trying to put the fires out.

I was overwhelmed by all the destruction. I stood in the middle of it all and turned in circles and could not find one place that was not on fire. Even the once infamous tower burned, and its top had caved in.

I then thought that Maurice was dead, and the others were not telling. I had shaved all my hairs on my body, so I thought I could go to them as a helper woman, and not a Bolaris, who they fought against. 

Immediately I was put to work to help put the fires out.  

I had not had a decent meal in days, but I suddenly gained extra energy to dart around and sprayed big hoses of foam on smoldered flames.

I did this for two hours, and then I was relieved and sent to eat and get cleaned up. I was given red robes to wear with green strings. 

Bag of toiletries and a bag of food that consisted of canned foods and pretzels and chips in bags. I was steered into a gym on the bottom floor and given bottled water to drink.

In the shower I cried bitter tears, and the other Fuman, Phasee; Human females did not stop me. 

They quietly washed and walked out. I was concerned they thought I was Bolaris, so I left the shower and began to shave one more time. 

I found a good locker and placed a coat hanger around the hole for security. 

What I thought was security.

I wrapped myself in the red robes with green strings and we were given green flexies and hard, black shoes. It looked like things were organized, but I could see no central command. 

Who was in charge? I wondered? I did not want to seem nosy, but I wanted to know if Mau was all right, because if he died...

I would have to return and deal with things myself.

Was Mau all right? I asked one lady named Beth.  

She said, Mau? 

I said, the rough man.  

Oh...she said...we call him Maurice here...

Oh...I said.

He was not all right, she said bitterly. He was in the hospital a few streets down, in critical condition. 

I told her to point the way.  

She said: you will never make it from here it was too crowded.  

I said, Point the way, anyway.

She reluctantly pointed, and I ran from the tower, which did not burn anymore, into pandemonium as bodies ran from place to place. I was not out of sync as I ran from street to street to find the hospital. I almost ran into a young man with black hair. He looked familiar...

It was General! 

He asked what I was doing there.  

I said I wanted to see Maurice. 

The General said Maurice was not doing so well. 

I wanted to see him anyway. 

General grabbed my hand as we hurried into the hospital with many beds and lights.

Where was your sister, I asked him. 

He suddenly slowed down and stopped running.  His eyes glittered with tears, he whispered, she did not make it. Then he continued to walk, but slower to find Maurice. On the 4th floor, in the back, Maurice rested. Dr. Leon tended to him. 

A Shanita-Human-female gave Maurice cold compresses for the bruising. 

I asked to be of help.  General told Leon I could be trusted. Then I could tend to what was left of the rough man.
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CHAPTER 8 (CHELSEA B'S FINAL STORY)
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I knew the time because there was a red clock that made chiming noises each hour. At 2 it chimed a pretty sound. If I had a clock, it would be a clock like that.

I was in Soon Gut’s Care Center. It resembled a hospital without all the needles and gadgets. All the nurses, male and female wore white robes. 

Activity was brisk. I tried to move, but a nurse said I should rest a few days more, that I had a dislocated shoulder, 2 broken ribs, a concussion, and a sprained wrist.

I stared at her in awe. The young, white nurse smiled and was about to turn away. 

I asked where I was. 

She then said you are at the Center in Clayton, Missouri. I laid there in shock for a while. Clayton was over a mile from University City.

I asked her, what had become of the rough man?  

She looked worried and said, on the 20th of April he struck back, hard. There was devastation in UC, Springfield, and several other places. Luther was confirmed dead by his daughter, she saw to that. Hannibal won.

What was going to happen now? I asked, petrified. Will he come after us? Will he take revenge? She could only eye me with a somber stare and said nothing.

I saw pictures of the large-headed rough kid coming after me. I was terrified. I needed a radio. I asked one nurse to please get me a radio. Please. 

She said she would try.

5:16 Evening - Soon Gut was a famous Fuman in this area. Her base of operations stretched from St. Joseph to here and beyond. She had hospice centers at various places, and usually arrived on the scene with her helpers after devastation.

Soon had red hair, Asian features, and a short stature; I think she was 5 feet. When she talked it sounded like she was singing in high notes. She came to each other’s bed and talked to each of us. I asked her for a radio, please. She eyed me and smiled.

She said I was concerned Mau would destroy the world. She said he would not do that. She knew him. He was not made that way. Then she asked me, why did you really care?

She touched my arm as she said this. Then the flow of tears came. I did not know there was that much remorse and shame in me. I must have cried for a long time, because when I finished all stared at me in silence. 

I told Soon I was sorry. 

She handed me a few face wipes and said, tears are the first steps to healing. Now let us try the second step.

I was wheelchaired into a white office with green chairs. A nurse pushed a screen in front of me as Soon began to type into the computer. I did not know what to expect until the screen fizzled, and a familiar face appeared.

The rough man!

I told Soon I wanted to go back to my room; to go back...Soon calmed me down with her fat, yellow hand, and her kind voice. She told Maurice I would like to make a plea.

A plea, he asked, and then he stared at me, I could barely look at him. I noticed he wore an orange and red robe; his skin was darker than his pictures. Other than that, I tried not to look directly at him. 

Then he said he could “read” that I was Baloh’s girl the UC people who attacked Hannibal without provocation.

I heard him whisper to me to look directly at him. Soon she placed her fat hand on my arm, and I felt confident. I slowly stared at him. He stared back with gray eyes.

April 29th,

6:28 Morning 

Clayton, Missouri - I was released sometime this morning.  I did not feel comfortable going back to what was left of UC. My healing was not that complete.

With my new, green radio Soon had given me, I asked to be directed to Farmland.  Most people did not know what I was talking about. What farmland? I said, never mind. I was about to leave when Soon arrived from the building wearing a blue and yellow robe.  

She hugged me tenderly and said you did a great service by motivating Mau to stop the war. She knew she was trying. He would not listen to her. 

I said, I have a lot of repenting to do to the Lord.

I was not finished repenting. Soon she said she respected that but wanted to talk about Farmland. She knew of the place and how to get there; but she said I did not want to go there pregnant.

The realization dawned on me. I have been feeling nauseated lately. I thought it was the hospice atmosphere. I saw an image of Baloh as he moved into me from the back. That night was intense. Then I knew that was when I became impregnated.

I said Farmland was a place of only Human beings, no alien influence, and then I apologized to her. She said she understood, but farmers (which they were called) taught hatred against aliens. I wanted a place of love for my child, not hatred.

I said Farmland was far away from here, and a place where the rough man could not touch. He would not dare go against the farmers. They had a reputation for not taking any mess from anybody. That was what I needed. A place where I could feel safe.

Soon, nodded, looked sad and walked away.  I believe she was trying to keep me here, with her. 

Maybe she saw something in me that I did not see in myself. Fumans could read your emotions, maybe she saw something more, my future. A future she did not want me to go through. If I had known my future, I would have stayed. 

I would have stayed.

May 29th 

8:32 Morning – 

Farmland - Now I will reveal where I am, because for my own protection I needed to keep my identity hidden. I was concerned about mobs who wanted an account for the devastation at UC.

No mobs came, thousands died all over the land. I have not tallied up the deaths yet, could not bring myself to do it.

I am a secretary at Farmland, which was a large region of white buildings, Humans, and hatred. I should have listened to Soon, who I still have secret contacts with over the vi-phone. She had been a dear friend, a confident, almost like a kind mother figure.

My belly had grown somewhat. The doctors here said it is a healthy baby boy, if the term of 8 months can be achieved. I believe I was encouraged to get a check-up on my pregnancy condition for one reason.

To make sure it was fully Human. I believe if there was a drop of alien blood in the test I would have been hung or driven by society. 

There have been harsh stories of that in this region. I felt like I was a prisoner because people watched you all the time. You never know who will report what.

.

I am at the market where food is being exchanged for some type of farmer’s currency on a debit card. I took some fruit in a bag and walked into the sunshine, and I felt my stomach bulge. I am worried.

I worried that farmers in their coveralls, suspenders, and wide-brimmed hats could take over the world with this philosophy of hate.

This was one area where the rough man was not invited. No rough man here, or the likes of him; but that was what I wanted now. 

I saw compassion in the Fumans, more than I saw in most Humans. Here I saw no compassion, no love, just a drive to rid the world of other worldly aliens.

This one time when my research backfired on me. I walked into an area for security and ended up with something more hideous. 

The security of fear at every corner, for as I walked down the street with my fruit, I saw soldiers, who drilled to meet the Fumans one day in battle and one day rid the world of all aliens.

The farmers were descendants of a terrorist movement that survived before the devastations. They were called the Kill All Phasees Organization, and I walked right into their world, from one fire into a simmering blaze.

As I carried fruit, I also carried the fruit that I ran from (hatred) and ran into (battle).

So, rough man, we are not finished speaking about war and mercy. I might have to call you again for another plea of mercy, to turn your rage into compassion, again, for the tears of the innocents, for the world....
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CHAPTER 9 (BARNETT'S 3RD STORY)
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I am still alive! He did not kill me this time, or my son or my daughter. That came from the graces of God. I hated my husband, that was the devil, hatred was but I loved my son and daughter, that was the Lord. He provides all.

There were not many churches that stood after the destruction, but I still have my faith in my Lord who provides all.

My face was bruised, and Lute kicked me in the ribs, but my brave son intervened to save me from death. Lute was more surprised, that Chris had the “backbone” to stop him. Lute only pushed Chris away and went to another part of the house.  

I was more concerned for my daughter. He could have killed her with that blow, but Shawn was a tough one. I just hope she stays away for a while until he cools down.

9:37 p.m. - My loving daughter called and said she was all right and was coming home to kill Daddy. Lute egged her on; but I did not want my love Shawn to get hurt. I urged her to run to the rough man! Lute came across the room and grabbed my throat and wanted to choke me, but I managed to say she was Mau’s now. He had lost to the rough man, round one.

He could only stare at me in disbelief, and then he let me go and left for the field of battle. I believe the mega was for his daughter Shawn. More symbolic than anything, but all those dead people did not know that.

He over killed his enemy to show his fury against his own daughter. I found out later she did not make it to Hannibal in time for the mega. Thank God.

The rough man’s momma died, and uncles died, and friends died, and he hurt Mr. Rough, but he was not dead, and Lute better watch out, he better.

Hannibal, Missouri – 

2:32 afternoon – 

(Shawn) - I watched over the Fuman for at least two days. When he opened his eyes, he did not know who the hell I was! It was almost comical, and then he grunted as I fixed his pillow under his large, dark head. He stared at me intently, and then he knew who I was.

I shaved this morning and had cut much of my brown hair around my shoulders, but he knew I was not who I acted like I was. 

I became nervous and knocked over a glass of water he was supposed to drink out of. I asked Shanita who stood in the background to get him some more water.

She replied with a nod and did not come back for a while. I knew she was staying out to give us privacy. I was glad the room was small and private. I then came up with the courage to say I was the daughter of Luther and all that.

He only remained quiet while I talked, then Shanita came back with the water, and he asked her to leave us for the moment. Shan left with a somber face and closed the door.

He said: I came to do what, to beat his father with our missiles? Why did I come?  I told him I believed in his cause and that I hated my father. Suddenly I produced hidden documents of my father’s troop movements. 

Mom did not know about this theft. I told rough man I got was information from the briefcase he carried three weeks ago, fresh information.

He said he probably knew I had it by now and had changed his troop movements. I replied that I copied them and placed them in the same place I got them.

Maurice sighed deeply, looked over five pages, and buzzed for a nurse. Instead, Shan came in. She told him she was his nurse for now. He asked her to copy the documents and return them to him if she would be so kind.

Shanita smiled and took the papers, glanced at me, then left. Being a woman, I knew that look. She thinks I want her man. I did not want her “man.”

I want the rough man!

Maurice said not to pay her any mind. She was just a friend with high expectations.  I said, No worry. Then, he suddenly rose from the bed and touched my arm. I was hoping he did not feel the thin hair on my arm. He only stared at me intently. Then he said we will beat him.

I suddenly could not hold in the bitter tears again and I bawled on his arm. I knelt there in all my agony. He caressed my head and told me all will be okay, not to cry. I felt deeply comforted for the first time in a long time.

2:47 Afternoon (Shawn) - When I left the rough man after my tears had dried, Dr. Leon walked by with his daughter, Shan. She tried to stare me down with her green eyes, but I did not look at her hard. I was not for any foolishness. I knew the look of a jealous woman.

I stopped calling Mom and Chris on my stolen videophone. I touched a button as the screen rose, and a blood curdling cry shook my bones. I turned to my left and right and shoved the phone back into its compartment.

Who cried like that?

It sounded more like a roar. I noticed it was further down the hall, near where Maurice was. I could see his hospital room door ajar, and I felt ice go through my soul.  I thought someone got to the rough man and tried to hurt him. 

I hurried full blast down the hall with legs stretched and arms pumped. The red robe acted as a flag as I came closer and closer to the room.

I crashed through the door and looked around.  Maurice cried on Leon’s arm and Shan’s face like I did him a moment ago. I felt this was a private moment, and I apologized and slowly closed the door.

He must have found out about his mother, his uncles, and his friends. The news must have been too much for him, poor Mau. 

Poor, poor Mau...
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CHAPTER 10 (SHAWN'S 3RD STORY)
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April 18th- (10:43 Morning) - I stayed near and, in the tower, to give Mau some time to get together. The General was injured on his shoulder and hand, but that night of the fires I did not notice. I helped to bandage his arm and hand and disinfectant-sprayed his cuts to stem any infection.

He said I was a regular nurse, and I could only smile. General was a handsome Fuman with a boyish face and black, short hair. He wore a purple, dirty, torn robe as he acted as an assistant, Mayor, or something. He told me they did not use those terms anymore.
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