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For all those who questioned life and death and its implications.
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"The Death and Life of Tobias Stone,” is a fictional account of probable futuristic events.

Real city names and streets were added for a realistic touch. 

People who presently live in these areas presented in these works, must remember; these are only stories written as probabilities of a future that may not happen in their sequential order, or on the dates proposed, or it may not happen at all...

​
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The vision to write this book came to me about 2010. It was going to be about a man who died and returned from heaven only to find he had changed. 

This change was supposed to be so profound it would begin to change others around him. I knew this story was supposed to be in the future sometimes and this main character would act as a nomad and walk around with a cane and robes like a holy man. 

As I developed the outline it was clear the characters would write this story.

The outline was developed, and I did intense research into Wisconsin history, territories, and terrain. When I felt the strong urge to write it took its own turn.

I noticed as I wrote the story, I used only 40% of the outline. Also, characters not in the story came to fill the pages out; but the vision stayed the same, so I did not mind. In the end I felt very pleased with the work.

Soon it will hit the copyeditor’s desk and return to me for the final proof, but long as the initial story and characters are intact, I am open to any changes that can improve things. 

To a finale this work is staggered next to the rough man story and is along a similar timeline. For those who read any of those stories will find some similarities without the rough men influence so the experiences will be different.

Michael Lighten-November 2013
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COLOSSIANS 9:9-11
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“Ye have put off the old man, with his deeds: And have put on the new man, which is renewed in knowledge after the image of him that created him: Where there is neither Greek not Jew, circumcision nor uncircumcision, Barbarian, Scythian, bond or free: 

but Christ is in all, 

and in all.
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Force was a machine below the city of Milwaukee that gave off negative electrons which caused mental and physical aberrations. 

Ti Newton saw he was a champion of the people and designed to destroy the Force through a megaton device able to obliterate cities. 

With sirens going off in several directions people began to leave the south-west of Wisconsin in hopes of one day returning. 

What the people did not know was Ti’s plan would backfire and cause a worldwide cataclysm and plunge the region into the dark ages for years to come...



THE DEATH
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In the former state of Wisconsin near Port Washington rough man Ti prepared a megaton device to be used outside the city of Milwaukee. Toby helped him to prepare the missile, which could eliminate a whole city through fire, minus radiation fallout. 

Tobias was a large man with brown robes and black boots. He had light pink skin with black, deep-set eyes and overgrown, black hair that was tied in a green knot so that a bow neatly hung down his back. When he talked it was in a deep, rumbling voice as if he were about to shout.

He would not have shouted at Ti Newton. Ti was his employer and Tobias acted as a bodyguard, but Ti needed no protection. 

Ti was a phasee, capable of telekinesis, telepathy, and a host of other mental forces Tobias was not capable of. They acted as a unit most of the time, but since force was unleashed, Ti had been acting erratically.

Force was a machine used in the past to control weather patterns, but since earth’s cataclysmic events it sunk below sea level, near Milwaukee. The machine gave off pulses of electrons that caused insanity, miscarriages, flu-like symptoms and ultimately death. 

“Now that Maurice and Benni, two of the most important rough men, in my opinion, have confirmed this force is the reason for our mental and physical diseases in the region I have elected myself destroyer of the damned force....

“Maybe I can get back into the good graces of the ancients. I should have never tried to unify the rough men under one flag. It was arrogant and selfish. The ancients are right. Rough men need their space and would eventually war against each other for land. I just didn’t see the wisdom of what they were saying...,” Ti sighed deeply.

“You still have time to get it right,” Tobias argued.

“No, time has run out for me, my friend,” Ti slammed his hand on a computer console.

In the past Toby used his strong body and firm mind to enact violence to achieve his ends. His heart did skip a few beats when he noticed he could not control this situation through violence.

Ti was a short, stocky phasee with a sweaty, bald head and a yellow complexion and deep, gray eyes that almost filled the iris. He had a short face and strong neck muscles with thick, stubby fingers. He sat on a grey computer panel and began to type in the location for a missile strike.

Tobias appeared to take the matter calmly, but inside he was boiling over with terror. He wondered how he would survive the strike but did not display this to his friend. Unfortunately, Ti picked up on the fear and looked at Tobias with deep compassion.

Ti firmly grabbed Tobias’ shoulder.

“My friend, you can stay here. I want to see the wonders of the blast. I want to feel the heat...,” Ti said.

“No...,” Tobias blinked tears down his face. “You don’t have to go out like this. We can survive down here until the blast is finished...” 

“I have lived a full life my man,” Ti said heavily. “But now it is time for me to go. I have nothing more to do here. You apparently do have more to live for.”

Tobias did not want to go out with a bang like his friend did. He settled into a grey swivel chair and bent his body in sadness. Ti looked at the large computer room of vacant chairs and computer screens. 

He walked about fiddling with chairs and consoles, but not really achieving his death walk. Tobias hoped he would reconsider and live.

“We’ve known each other for 15 years. We had a good run, Toby. I don’t even know if this act will destroy the damn force machine, but I will try. I will try. This will be my legacy. We all must have a legacy, or we were born for nothing,” Ti said somberly.

Then, Ti looked up as if hearing a voice; but what he was hearing was the siren for a missile strike. He situated the megaton to strike just above Milwaukee’s waters. 

He faintly smiled and wished to see his work in progress. With a deep sigh he began to ascend the stairs until he pushed an upper door. This door allowed the bright sun to shine into the dim lights, and then the door was closed, and Tobias was alone.

Tobias was not sure how long he sat there, but when he heard the rumblings of destruction and the place swayed back and forth, he fell over, dead. 

He was never sure what killed him. Was it the terror of dying and going to hell as his mother and Pastor Jack Tall warned him, or was it his time to die? 

He wondered why he did not stay dead. When he awakened from death’s door the siren still wailed and thin ceiling lights swayed back and forth. Toby groggily sat up and looked around and wondered what time it was. Then he wondered how long he was dead.

Toby pulled himself upright into a nearby swivel office chair and tried to gain his composure. He tasted blood in his mouth and his entire body ached. He pushed himself forward to read he was out nearly 3 hours! 

“What the hell?” Tobias asked, surprised.

He began to adjust the computer dials to reach any nearby radio stations and two did come in. It spoke of the gallant effort of Ti Newton to destroy the force, but Ti was the one destroyed. The force had increased in size 30-fold and was still increasing.

“Oh my god, Ti, what have you done?” Tobias asked quietly.

Tobias sat for a long time in dread and sadness.

In time Tobias staggered to a nearby bathroom, washed his dirty, bloody face and began the task of living again. He knew if he stayed below ground, he would die, again, so he took a radio and clipped it to his belt; and then started the long trek up stoned stairs until a metal door was shoved against. 

For some time, the door did not budge, and Tobias expected a heavy force from the other end. If it was a ton of bricks blown about by the missile he would be trapped forever. He shoved until some unknown force collapsed. Tobias pushed up as the night came into view.

He looked around and noticed pandemonium as ambulances on wheels and in the air transported bent and broken bodies to the nearest hospital. He wondered what kept the door closed and it happened to be bricks and dirt, and a hand.

Through the pole lights that survived the blast and spotlights from ambulances he could tell it was a hand. It was severely burned and had a series of rings on its fingers. 

He saw images of Ti with these rings and knew it was what was left of his friend. He cried deeply within and picked up the hand and inadvertently stuffed it in his left robe pocket. Later he would cringe as to why he did this. He wanted something to remember his friend by.

“Are you hurt?” a young male EMT asked him.

“I don’t feel so well. I think I died back there...or something. Maybe I should see a doctor...,” Toby said in broken sentences.

“Can you walk? It’s just a few steps this way,” the male had touched his arm to guide him.

“Thank you...Thomas,” Toby read his name tag out loud. “Is it bad? The city...,” Tobias said.

“Don’t you worry about that now,” Thomas said calmly.

Tobias did lay comfortably in a small bus with stretchers, tubes, dead, and the injured. He closed his eyes to try and block out the noises and he wanted to sleep so he could visit heaven again, but he knew his near-death experience was over and he was facing his accountability in the matter. 

He was disturbed for being booted out of heaven only to go through a hell on earth.
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When Ti tried to kill force through violence it only unleashed a wave of energy that dissipated as it broadened. 

Electronics were affected for several years, and scientists had to huddle in underground bunkers as air cars began to fall out of the sky. Many people were killed by crashing air cars and electronic buffers were installed in all air cars until force dissipated.

In several areas of the world black outs ensued and in the middle of winter hundreds froze to death. The event in Milwaukee became a defining moment for several societies who teetered on collapse or moved to stability, according to the tenacity of its citizens.

As the world struggled to survive Tobias struggled with his new purpose for being on earth. He made a vow not to explain what he saw. He knew his explanation would fall short from the reality, so he kept quiet about his encounter with God and the angels and made a sturdy call to change his life.

Tobias sensed his return had something to do with people and relationships. He studied as many books on life after death as possible. 

He studied Dr. Raymond Moody: Life after Life; Dannion Brinkley: Saved by the Light; Howard Storm: My Descent into Death; Michael Saborn: Light and Death; To Heaven and Back by Dr. Mary Neal. 

With the combination of these teachings, it helped him to understand his NDE (Near Death Experience).

He began to walk with a stick even though he felt strong as an ox. Some children followed him on the roadside and asked him why he walked with a stick when he was not crippled. 

He only replied he liked sticks. They laughed and walked in their separate group until they became bored and ran to play.

Dennis Staid was a 33-year-old strategist in the region. He had been informing governors far and wide and paid handsomely for his “sound” advice. 

He had at present acted as Regional Advisor to Racine and he used his power just to gain more power. When Dennis found out Tobias was alive and near Kenosha, he sent Foster Banner to meet him.

Foster Banner was 30 and in charge of housing in the region. If there was tension between Foster and those seeking housing, they were denied without explanation. 

This power gave Foster a deep sense of security and belonging, but if Dennis interfered and ordered Foster to provide housing Foster felt bereft, his power undercut.

Dennis then called Cleo Lane, a 29-year-old planner of events and asked her to visit Tobias and to start her charms, to soften him up. 

Cleo was Tobias’ nurse at the Racine Hospital, but this was by design. This was by Dennis’ design. She regretted it when he called her, but he had her over the barrel, and she sighed deeply as she pondered her future with Tobias.

Not personally connected to Brent Shawls and not feeling necessary to do so, Dennis reminded Foster to call in the “torturer,” as his nickname was. Brent relished the name, but Dennis only used it sparingly to give it effect to those who did not relent to his demands. Dennis only used Brent when his back was against the wall.

Seeing his plan as it began to fall into place Dennis called the governor of Racine and pitched him a “genius” idea for an ultimate grab of power.

At first Governor Beckett was intrigued by Dennis plan to remove the constitution and by-laws of the United States and replace these great documents and ideals with an autocratic ruler, but not a dictator Dennis kept emphasizing.

Dennis walked about the white office of Beckett and tried to make his point as Foster stood in the background and nervously listened. 

Beckett’s brown hair was cropped, and he used his pink, thick fingers to play with his hair while he watched Dennis stammer about his new world yet to be.

“I don’t know about this removal of the Constitution,” Beckett stood near an open window and felt a cool breeze as the sun’s rays crowded his office. 

He breathed deeply and sighed.

“You are asking for trouble if you think the people will lie down and take it without a fight. Many people still believe in the old democratic ideals. 

“Yeah, we made some mistakes, but democracy has always been flexible enough to allow mistakes and survive. I tell you what; pitch your idea to Mayor Jean of Kenosha. It’s right around the corner, and if he goes with the idea, I will consider your offer,” Beckett said.

Beckett stood in his white robes and cotton shoes and shook Dennis’ hand. When Dennis was outside the office, he felt humiliated as Foster watched him rant and rave about how Beckett was too cautious.

“That son-of-a-bitch, he’s afraid,” Dennis said.

Foster raised his hand to calm Dennis down for guards stood around and brandished weapons in case of trouble. Foster and Dennis hurried from the building and Dennis threatened to send the “torturer,” to Beckett’s home.

“Are you crazy?” Foster asked, alarmed.

Guards turned to them as their voices traveled about the building’s opening. Foster tried to compose himself and lowered his voice and pressed a stern hand on his friend’s shoulder.

“He will know it was you and have all of us killed. We must play this low key to survive. Let us take his advice and visit Mayor Jean and if he does not comply, we can send in Brent.”

With his secretary Cheryl in tow, Mayor Jean listened to Dennis go on for two hours about the decline of democracy and a rise of a new power, autocratic rule. 

Cheryl did record on record as they talked, but she was unnerved by what was said. It took much of her stamina to not pack up and leave, but she knew she had to be professional. 

This time Foster and Brent stood near the door as if to block any exit and Cheryl found unnerving as well. She also did not like the way Brent stared at her. He acted as if he could see well pass her green sweat suit and through to her panties and bra. 

Jean was delighted to have someone believe in him. Dennis sugar-coated the situation and slid some documents across a brown, mahogany table, and asked Jean to look them over and sign them as soon as he could. Jean only nodded, and the three men left in a hurry.

“I hope you don’t do this thing sir,” Cheryl said.

“I’m considering it,” Jean’s young-looking face was bent to observe the documents before him. “It’s time for a change.”

He signed the documents and leaned back with a smile on his face. Cheryl tried to hold back the tears as they forced their way down her light, pink skin.

Dennis, pleased with his progress, began to make various calls about the region. When Tobias was called, he was marching about the grounds with a group of people. He did not want anything to do with power and hung up his vi-phone. This incensed Dennis further.

“That son-of-a-bitch hung up on me,” Dennis growled.

He called Cleo who was shopping at the Racine Central Mall with her mother, brother, and sister. Cleo tried to get some privacy and move away from her family, but he did not want delays and screamed at her.

“What the hell is going on with Toby?!” Dennis asked her loudly.

“I need more time with him. We must make it seem like he is not about power...,” Cleo started.

“You are giving me excuses?! I have your family in the palm of my hand, and you are giving me excuses?! I picked you because he likes small, talkative women. He likes you. Make it work or I send the torturer to your house,” Dennis disconnected the line.

“Damn,” Cleo stood with her head bowed.

“Is everything all right, Cleo?” Cleo’s mom asked.

“Sure, just my boss giving me grief, we have to stop the shopping spree for now,” Cleo said.

Daisy, her 6-year-old sister and Brandon, her 4-year-old brother sighed loudly. Charlene, Cleo’s mom noticed the tension in her daughter’s body. She would have to speak about that with her soon.

Foster hurried into Dennis’ blue and white office. Dennis was in a video conference with Mayor Jean, who resembled a tall boy with judge clothes on. Dennis was not pleased with the interruption.

“You better have a good reason for interrupting me, Foster,” Dennis said.

“I do, it’s about Tobias,” Foster said with excitement.

“Can we finish this in about an hour, Jean?” Dennis asked.

“Sure...,” Jean reluctantly said as Dennis blanked his screen.

“Take out the words of authority in the document and use Tobias as a spiritual advisor. You obtain the true power to make or break rules. Tobias is seen as some spiritual authority. What do you think?” Foster asked.

“Brilliant. I now know why I keep you around,” Dennis touched some buttons on his desk. “Michelle, could you please work with Foster on advisement of The New Autocratic Rules of Kenosha.”

“Sure, I am your secretary,” Michelle said.

“And my wife...,” Dennis interjected.

Dennis released the button and sighed deeply.

“Why does she continuously remind me of her status? I know she is my secretary and my wife, but does she have to constantly remind me of it?” Dennis asked, perturbed.

“I heard that,” Michelle’s voice came over the intercom. “You need to fix that table of buttons. It malfunctions sometimes.”

“Shit,” Dennis said roughly.

Foster barely could contain his humor.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


3

[image: ]




Tobias looked around for a good barber. He was still housed temporarily near the ocean under tents, bed cots and fences to control the masses. Women were housed separately than the men and the children were housed in separate units, all guarded by the National Guard of Wisconsin. 

To visit a separate unit the individual had to show identification and show the purpose of their visit. Curfew was at 9:00 at night and those caught outside their area could be arrested, beaten, or worse. 

Tobias always made sure he was near his cot by 8:30, so when he saw Cleo walking toward him, he was highly surprised. 

“What are you doing here?” Tobias asked.

“Came to see you,” Cleo said soothingly.

Cleo smiled with even, white teeth and sat on his cot next to a large wooden chest. She looked around at his small surroundings, the lamp, reading glasses and duffel bag under the cot. She pressed her light brown, almost cocoa butter skin against her green and white dress.

“Comfortable,” Cleo said. “Want to go for a walk?”

“Curfew,” Tobias pointed to a nearby clock.

“That’s only if you are in these quarters. Foster Banner oversees housing in this region. Here is the paperwork to remove your stuff to that new place, which I am about to show you. All you must do is sign right there,” Cleo said.

Tobias was in shock. He felt uneasy as he stared the documents over. There were only two sheets of paper with markings for him to sign. He looked at Cleo and expected a trap.

“What’s the catch?” Tobias asked.

“No catch,” Cleo said.

“There’s always a catch,” Tobias said. “Let me see the place before I commit.”

“Don’t have time for that, you either sign or you stay here in the comfort of your home,” Cleo said indignantly.

Tobias sighed deeply and looked from Cleo to the documents. He had second thoughts but did not want to pass up a good deal. He signed where all the markings were and bent to pick up his duffel bag.

“No, we have someone for that,” Cleo said.

Two large men in military uniforms were waved in by Cleo and they began to slide merchandise from the chest into Tobias large duffel bag. When they got to a large jar filled with formaldehyde and a hand they turned to Tobias.

“An old dead friend, careful with him,” Tobias said tenderly.

Cleo stared at the guards with horror in her eyes.

Cleo and Tobias arrived at Central Command of Kenosha where the security guards stayed. The whole place was huge with men and women moving about two-person vehicles that moved on a sliding track about the facility. 

There were areas to walk, and these Cleo and Tobias took to his quarters only a few doors down. The guards placed Tobias merchandise near a large, blue bed. Tobias was taken aback by the grandeur of it all. 

His room had wall to wall blue carpet, white curtains, and brown furniture. He had four queen-sized beds and wondered who would bunk with him.

“Who are my bunkmates?” Tobias asked.

“Just you,” Cleo gestured for the guards to leave.

“You have authority,” Tobias said.

“Shit no. I have no such power. We here all know who is in charge,” Cleo said carefully.

“Who is in charge?” Tobias asked.

“Dennis Staid, and you,” Cleo said quietly.

Foster appeared into the room and half hugged Tobias, while Cleo blended into the background and was gone. Tobias tried to follow her with his eyes, but Foster was adamant for an audience.

“I have some new documents for you to sign,” Foster handed Tobias more papers. “This time Dennis is in charge.”

Tobias looked the documents over and became intrigued by the rewrite. Dennis would be the new governor with Tobias as spiritual advisor in the region. 

It would be a two-pronged power sharing with Dennis able to override Tobias on regional matters at any time. There would be no committee or council to overrule them, and the State Constitution would be null and void.

“The people would never accept this. There would be revolution,” Tobias said.

“Mayor Jean has already signed the documents to accept the New Plan and he is meeting opposition from all sides. All we have to do is take over and give the people a way out of their terror,” Foster said quietly.

“What are you talking about?” Tobias asked, alarmed.

Terror was in the streets as people battled up and down highways with laser guns, machine guns and grenades. Since the fighting started over 39 people were killed and 24 injured. 

Tobias and Foster hurried to a central command area filled with video screens and people moving about. The screens were so large to fill the room with sights and sounds of battle.

“You have the Agitators for a New World-ANW battling the Constitutionalists. Neither is in love with our idea,” Foster said. “We need somebody to talk to them, to talk them down.”

“That’s the job of the Governor, Governor Beckett,” Tobias said.

“No, his authority does not stretch outside the bounds of Racine. Remember that Governors had taken the place of Mayors in the last few years, but the power of Governors is not statewide as before, but region wide. 

“Mayor Jean does not have the authority to call in the National Guard of Kenosha. He is a Mayor not a Governor; but if the New Plan is enacted he can call the National Guard,” Foster said.

“What is going on over here?” Tobias asked as he looked at one screen.

“Those are raider phasees running the humans out of their communities,” Foster said.

Tobias felt uneasy as he watched phasees chasing humans down with laser weapons and shooting them. He wondered why no one was stopping them.

“That is far outside our jurisdiction. Ashland fell yesterday Park Falls is next,” Foster said somberly. “We still need someone to talk the people down....”

Tobias suddenly turned to Foster and realized he was talking about him.

“I wouldn’t know what to say,” Tobias said. “Why would someone listen to me? I’m a killer!”

“You said God forgave you,” Foster argued.

“That doesn’t mean the people will! Many know my reputation. When they see me stand before them, they will kill me, again. This time I might not come back,” Tobias said.

“At least you tried to stop the onslaught, because I don’t think the people will stop at Kenosha. They are afraid of losing their freedoms with this New Plan, but they are more afraid of the phasees. We have not the cohesive force to stop them. 

“Many will die. You always said you wondered why God brought you back and it had something to do with relationships and people. What better way to prove that by allaying their fears? Give them something to believe in again,” Foster said.

Tobias suddenly had an audience of many as heads turned in his direction. They were apparently listening to their conversation and were curious of Tobias verdict. Tobias looked at the hundreds of eyes that watched him and he felt uneasy and left.

Foster cursed lightly as his vi-phone beeped at his side. He opened the black device and looked at Dennis face and expected to be chided for his performance with Tobias.

“Well played,” Dennis said cautiously. “Don’t follow him. Give him time to think it over. I will send Cleo to close the deal.”

Dennis was in full control as he watched from a small room of screens and hot chocolate. He drank from a silver cup and watched Tobias as he paced from one part of the large room to the next. 

“Okay, send in Cleo, Cleo you’re on,” Dennis touched a white button.

Cleo breathed deeply to contain her anxiety. She knew it was up to her now, if she failed to reel Tobias in her family could be tortured and killed. She knocked on the metal door and waited for an answer. When Tobias touched the slide button from his end, she forced a smile.

“Hi,” he smiled at her and stepped aside.

“Hi, came to see how you were doing,” Cleo said. 

He touched the slide button and gestured for Cleo to sit at a brown, long table. He sat next to her and gently grabbed her brown hand in his large pink ones.

“I like you,” Tobias said gently.

“I like you too,” Cleo said nervously.

Dennis stood from his desk and whispered for Cleo to do it!

“You can do this,” Dennis said.

“No, I really like you,” Tobias said gently. “I like your spunk in protecting your family from Dennis and Brent.”

“What the hell is he talking about?” Dennis said to himself.

“What, I don’t know what you are saying?” Cleo said with unease.

“I know they have been applying pressure on you to come here and pretend to like me so I can sign this document,” Tobias tossed the papers on the brown table. 

She looked at the fallen papers, surprised.

“I know Foster is in on it too. That is why he has been trying to get me to talk to the people. It’s a way of moving me in a position so the people will accept me, because they won’t accept the others; because I died and changed and owe a debt to God,” he said.

“What is he saying?” Dennis asked.

“I will only sign these papers if you will agree to be my wife. This will ensure your family’s protection. Also, I will only sign this document if I am allowed full power to deal with the people the way I see fit from the Spirit of God, who sent me,” Tobias slowly stood.

He turned and walked to the middle room and looked about.

“I know you have cameras and microphones all around. Now it is time to come out of the shadows and meet me,” Tobias said.

Tobias turned to Cleo and faintly smiled at her, she forced a smile, but her heart was filled with fear. When the door slid open and Dennis invited himself in, he was carrying a laser weapon with two guards behind him fully armed with laser weapons.

“Why the force, old friend?” Tobias asked.

“You never know. You were never forgiving in the past when it came to betrayal,” Dennis said uneasily.

“That man is gone. I am a new man now,” Tobias said.

Tobias shoved some sheets at him.

“It needs a rewrite. If you want my help, I have equal authority with you on matters of state. You cannot overrule me, and I cannot overrule you. For the State to move forward it will need a combined effort of us both agreeing to the matter.”

Dennis shuffled the papers in his thin hands. He stared at Tobias with defiance as he felt his plans of autocratic power begin to slip.

“Is that all you need?” Dennis asked.

“Cleo and I have elected to get married; I would like to persuade Pastor Jack Tall to marry us,” Tobias turned to Cleo. “What faith are you?”

“Atheist, I don’t believe there is a God,” Cleo said somberly.

“In the end you will believe in a God,” Tobias said firmly.

Cleo only rose from her seat and stood nervously as Tobias turned back to Dennis.

“Also, I ask that Cleo’s family be given quarters in the Central Command and my mother from Barcelona, Spain be sent for too. She is old but can give excellent advice on these matters of state. My father was a politician in 2030, but over there they are not called politicians...,” Tobias said.

“I will get right on it,” Dennis lowered his weapon, smiled, and left with his guards.

Tobias felt suddenly drained. He sat in a brown chair and laid back to close his eyes and think. He noticed the sun did not reflect off his eyelids as before and suspected Cleo of blocking his light. He opened his eyes, and he was right. She stood with eyes filled with tears and her face filled with regret.

“I’m sorry,” she cried in her thin hands. 

He rose from the chair to comfort her, but she backed away.

“I don’t deserve that. I tried to deceive you. Why are you doing this?” she asked.

“It’s the best way I see where the least amount can be harmed. You do not have to love me Cleo just stays with me as I go through tests, trials, and tribulations and I will do the same for you. Isn’t that the meaning of marriage?” Tobias asked tenderly.

“It’s also about Love, Tobias,” Cleo said.

He had no words for her as she walked to the grey, metal door. She turned to look into his sad eyes.

“I will be there if I can, for my family. That is the best I can do for now,” Cleo said.

He only nodded as she left.
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For two days Dennis watched Tobias as he paced the halls, made notes, and called his mother in Barcelona Spain. Foster arrived in the small viewing room as Dennis asked him what to make of it.

“I know he is displeased not to be married yet. Have you contacted a Justice of the Peace? What of his mother coming from Spain? Have you decided for Cleo’s family to be moved to the security quarters? These are things he is concerned about,” Foster said.

“I know what I am doing,” Dennis rose from his seat. “I am in charge, not him! He believes because he died and came back to life, he is invincible? No man is invincible! I will wait him out and then he will be forced to abdicate to my power.”

“While you two power-struggle, the phasees have invaded Park Falls! Two forces have split to take over Ladysmith and Tomahawk! The Agitators have run out the Constitutionalists and are demanding Governor Beckett of Racine and Mayor Jean of Kenosha to do something about it! What are we going to do?” Foster asked, alarmed.

“I don’t know!” Dennis said. “This could turn into a real tragedy for all of us if it is not played correctly. Each move must be highly coordinated.”

“Army General Bishop expects the phasees to be at our doorstep in two weeks; we have that long to come up with a plan,” Foster left through a grey sliding door.

Dennis vi-screen blinked and beeped, and his wife’s face appeared. 

“We need to talk,” Michelle said sternly.

Dennis blinked his eyes rapidly and cast his head down, crestfallen.

Michelle Staid was a 33-year-old woman of much inner and outer beauty. She wore a blue and yellow robe with purple cotton footsies on her feet. She wore her black hair in a curl and her light pink skin blended into the yellow walls behind her.

When her husband entered the yellow room, she was well on her way to two cups of coffee.

“What’s on your mind?” Dennis asked as he sat down.

“We must give him what he wants,” Michelle said.

“Damn, I was hoping you wouldn’t say that” Dennis rose and paced back and forth. “He will believe he is in charge and there will be no respite for me!”
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