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2121, Book 1

Chariss K. Walker

Disclaimer 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 
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In the year 2121, on an ordinary spring night, an extraordinary occurrence began in August City. Although it should have been an average six o'clock evening with people coming home from work and the sun about to set, it wasn't. It wasn't a normal sky with a natural cloud formation either. 

Nothing was normal or average on this particular night.

Something was up and some truly sensitive people could feel it in the air.

With once a population of over a million people, due to famine and outbreaks of infectious disease, August City's population had dwindled to a mere five-hundred-thousand during the last three decades. Despite that, the residents of August City thought theirs was the best and largest of all the cities in the United Sectors. It could have been true, but whatever their status might have been, on this night, it was about to change.

The United Sectors were once called the United States. It was divided into four areas. The two best sectors were located on the coasts, one East on the Atlantic and one West on the Pacific. Then, there was the frozen North Sector, and finally, last and least was the hotbed of revolution and dissension known as the South Sector. The South Sector ran along the Gulf Coast and was once a popular vacation spot, but its waters had been polluted by oil spills and the beaches were now grimy and disease-infested. 

Like the United Sectors, August City was also divided into four parts from best to worst; however, the similarities ended there. With each of the August City's four parts approximately the same size in land mass, the city was shaped like a rectangle rather than a circle. 

Summerhaven was the first and finest place to live and work. Summerhaven was where the wealthiest one-percenters lived, making it the least populated area of August City. With a central business district in the midst of Summerhaven, it allowed for its massive mansions to be located far away from the noise and traffic of the section's business center. 

Those huge estates sat on acres of immaculately landscaped lawns and pristine gardens with pools and solariums. Anyone visiting August City would see the best part first. Summerhaven inspired awed circumspect and it always left a good impression. 

Springhaven was next in desirability. Springhaven was where the five percenters lived. Although its residents were also very wealthy, they fell short of those in the much higher tax bracket of Summerhaven. Springhaven held multiple gated communities and private estates, however, neither its office complexes nor its homes could compare to the ostentatiousness – the utter vulgar display of wealth and success – of those in Summerhaven.

Fallhaven was the third section and, in reality, it was divided into two parts of its own: Those living on the edge of Springhaven were almost wealthy enough to live in Springhaven and those who lived on the edge of Winterhaven were almost destitute enough to live in Winterhaven. The true working class of August City lived in the center of Fallhaven although, in general, there was no real middle class anymore and there hadn't been for a very long time. 

In August City you were either rich or poor. 

The rich were divided into incremental levels of wealth the same as the poor were. No matter how wealthy you were, there were always some who had more. No matter how poor you were, there were always some who had less.

As for Winterhaven, the bleakest and poorest part of August City, no one actually wanted to live or work there. Residents of Summerhaven, Springhaven, and Fallhaven were warned that it was the most dangerous area in their city. The authorities had convinced everyone that Winterhaven was filled with homeless addicts and the most violent criminals. 

Winterhaven's residents were the type of people that the rest of August City wanted to forget existed. The authorities gave warning to their residents and visitors that to visit Winterhaven would be at their own risk. Even the police refused to venture into this area.
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Salazar and his family lived near the middle of Fallhaven. Despite his father's well-paid job in Summerhaven, they were not well-off enough to live at the edge of Springhaven. Still, they did manage to live as close to it as possible. Not because they were snobbish, but because it was what they could afford and it had the least amount of crime.

Now, on this peculiar night, some residents in all four parts of the city peered out their windows and some ran out into the streets to investigate the loud booming pops and thundering growls they heard. Shivers of anxiety ran down their spines as they searched the horizon for some explanation for the noises. 

To the residents of Fallhaven, even though whatever it was seemed far away, an unusual quiet settled over the crowd as they watched the massive red and black clouds in the distance. They couldn't understand what they were seeing even though the answer rolled across the sky towards them.

Summerhaven was thirty minutes away from Fallhaven by bus. Whatever caused the rumbling roars and red skies first occurred there. Those in Fallhaven hoped it would stay there.

The people who had rushed outside to observe the uproar were too young or inexperienced to understand what they witnessed. They looked at their neighbors with blank faces, hoping for a clue. They found none. Their awed silence lasted only a short while before a few began to speculate. 

"It's not like any weather pattern I've ever seen," a male voice hesitantly confessed. Without conviction, his words were not reassuring and he knew it better than anyone. He shrugged his shoulders and looked at his feet as he scuffed an imaginary dust pile.

"It's just a storm. It's nothing to worry about," a feminine voice whispered as she nervously rubbed her arms to dispel the chill she felt. Unsure about her assessment too, she hoped someone else would agree. 

"Probably," another voice softly acknowledged without belief behind the opinion.

Those attempted reassurances didn't disperse the apprehension. Their anxiety didn't go away. No one was sure what it was or what to say about it either. They could only hope that, if it was a storm, it would eventually pass by. 

That's what storms normally did.

As Salazar watched the gathering crowd and the brewing tempest from an open upstairs window, his spine tingled in warning. He listened to the nervous suppositions of the crowd below and he didn't agree with them. 

Salazar's instincts told him that whatever it was, whatever was coming their way, felt like something fierce and violent as it headed towards them. Dread filled him as he realized that it was not the kind of thunderstorm that would soon blow over. All of his senses cautioned that it was something much, much worse than anything nature could throw at their city. 

Mother Nature had been brutal and sadistic at times. For as long as Salazar could remember there had been violent storms and strange weather patterns that meteorologists could no longer classify with their charts and scales – tsunamis, earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, hurricanes, blizzards, and tornados of massive proportions had rampantly moved across the planet leaving devastation in their wake. 

Whether winter or spring, any storm system could be severe enough to cause massive destruction and many deaths. However, somehow, Salazar knew this was different. Somehow, he knew that this energy heading their way wouldn't move on after a terrible lashing. He knew things would not go back to normal after it had expended its wrath.

As Salazar watched the scene unfold around and below him, he felt his mother silently join him at the window. An overpowering sensation warned him to run and to get both of them to safety. In fact, a commanding impulse that he could not deny screamed at him, demanding that he flee. There was only one problem...

Where? Where could he and his mother go?

Another earth-shattering boom sounded, rattling the window panes in their small home. Almost at the same time, some of those with particularly keen eyesight observed an exodus amid the other foreboding atmospheric disturbances. 

From two mountain ranges, a mere twenty kilometers north, several commercial Starliners launched thousands of ticketed passengers into the sky. The rumbling of the rocky cliffs breaking apart to make a path for their getaway grew almost as loud as the thundering of the unnatural storm. 

The purpose of those ships was to carry the wealthiest and most influential residents of the East Sector along with their most prized possessions to safety. Until that exact moment, for many, and especially for those who now witnessed the launch, it had been only a conspiracy theory. The rumor that the elitists responsible for raping the earth's natural resources for profit had an escape plan for themselves after it was depleted had been too farfetched to hold credence. Very few people could believe such nonsense. 

Regardless, it didn't feel like such a farfetched notion now. Not when the blazing boosters fell from the sky and into the ocean only a couple of minutes later... that evidence couldn't be denied and it confirmed the diabolical scheme of those aboard those ships. 

Although the United Sectors launched many spacecraft regularly - this was different. This launch was not designated as exploratory or orbiter and it didn't come from NASA's selected launch sites either. This was a commercial launch for private citizens... the kind reserved for the most elite of their society. 

Salazar realized that it had taken a vast amount of planning and resources to pull off such a plan. He understood that all along, the projects they'd developed had been a closely-guarded government secret hidden deep underground where the common people were none-the-wiser. 

Now, there were witnesses to the treachery although nothing could be done about it. Salazar took in the entire situation and, from the looks of things, he concluded that no one would be left to hold accountable even if someone was left to tell the story. He felt certain that this same scenario had also occurred in the other three sectors and possibly across the entire planet.

Salazar's brow furrowed in anger. 

Bastards! They'd already taken everything from the earth that could be taken. Mother Earth was dying... she had been for a long time. 

Because world leaders had debated and debased the issue for nearly a century everyone believed that global climate change was more propaganda than anything else. It wasn't. It was merely a method for organizations and governments to promote a private idea in order to secretly fund their own projects and agenda. 

Knowing that global climate change was true and a distinct probability, government officials and authorities had spread misinformation like peanut butter on a slice of bread. They argued its reality and discredited anyone who spoke out in favor of the concept. Rather than take the necessary steps to prevent it, countries openly disagreed and their conflicting stories kept their citizens confused and unsure about the truth of the situation. 

On the other hand, it made a great distraction as world leaders petitioned for funds to combat fossil fuels and diverted those funds to their secret projects – A project such as the one Salazar and his mother had just witnessed.

Salazar wondered what more they could want. What more could they possibly do to the planet other than obliterate her and kill her inhabitants? 

Was that the plan?

As the new night sky filled with red fiery clouds, Salazar's guts wrenched with even more apprehension. He realized that he was witnessing the end of life as everyone knew it. He understood that nothing would ever be the same and it was possible that he and his mother might die that very night. 

Out of the blue, he recalled the words of his great-grandfather, Henry Stevens:

––––––––
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"The old, rich white bastards, men and women alike, have always tried to destroy us. They've always wanted everything for themselves. They could never get enough of anything and they refused to share anything. They grew fat from their gluttony and greed while starving the rest of us. One day they will succeed in their attempt to wipe us off the face of the earth. We're nothing more to them than a nest of cockroaches to be exterminated."



––––––––
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With that passage, young Salazar realized it was exactly their plan. It had been all along. He knew that what he now witnessed was extermination.

Just as he came to that conclusion, the whooshing roar of low-flying jets blew by, startling him and the crowd below. The loud vibrations rattled the windows in their small home, cracking a few panes. Salazar jumped back in alarm while several people on the street ducked for cover or flung themselves to the ground. 

The planes made two passes and then, before anyone could further react, they were gone and out of sight.

Then, and only then, did Salazar fully understand. 

They were bombing Summerhaven right now. The roaring and dark clouds grew closer as the planes moved on to Springhaven. If his instincts were right, and they were, - Fallhaven was next.
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"Mother," Salazar urged as he grabbed Michele's hand, "those planes... that's what they're doing. They're going to bomb us like they've already bombed Summerhaven. That's what we have seen in the distance. They are on top of Springhaven now and that is the same thing that is headed our way. Now, it makes sense. Jesus! We must run for some kind of cover right now! It isn't safe here."

In her late thirties, his mother was a petite woman; barely five-and-a-half feet tall with pale skin and dark green eyes. Like most folks who had never really gotten enough to eat, she was slender. She was so small that most friends called her Miki. 

"No!" she anxiously pulled her hand away from her son and brushed it through her blonde, shoulder-length hair in irritation. "No, we have to wait for your father. He'll be home at six-thirty just like always. We can't get separated from each other at a time like this."

"You feel it too, don't you?" Salazar quietly accused. He was well aware of the fear that emanated from his mother. Just as he could feel the danger headed their way, he could feel her emotions spiraling out of control. He had always been acutely sensitive to the feelings of others and that sensitivity was paramount now. "You know what all this means the same as I do. They plan to completely destroy us."

"I'm not sure what I know or feel," she hedged as she once again swept her hair back with one hand. 

Her son knew it was her tell. She unconsciously made that same motion whenever she was afraid or overwhelmed. It was a sign that she too knew something horrific was coming their way. Salazar realized his mother was both dazed and terrified and it made him want to protect her even more.

"If we wait, Mother, we will die. Dad's a capable man. He'll find us. He would want me to protect you. He would want us to take shelter, to survive if we can," Salazar insisted. "We have to go now!"

Miki's eyes briefly softened at the mention of her husband, Rob Hunter. Rob was the love of her life and she had fallen for him the moment they had first met. The passion and commitment of their love had never once cooled during their twenty years together and right now, more than anything else, she wished Rob was there to put his strong arms around her and tell her what to do. Instead, she placed a loving hand on Salazar's cheek and gazed at her strong, able son. 

As a teenager, he was as thin as a rail and had yet to reach full maturity, however, he was already head-and-shoulders taller than she was. She smiled to herself as she realized that he was as tall as his father and just as handsome. While she stared into the same emerald green eyes her mother had possessed, Miki realized how much Salazar also looked like his grandmother. 

She reached up to run her hand through his chocolate-colored hair, also thick and lush like her mother's had been. It was the first time that Miki realized her son's resemblance to Serena McKay, his late grandmother; it was astonishing. 

Funny how we don't notice certain things until it might be the last thing we remember, she thought.

Miki took a few deep breaths to try to stay calm and to remind herself that she had to remain strong for her son. She didn't want to feel this overpowering fear and helplessness. If this was it, if she was to die this very night, she wanted to go out with a smile on her face not cowering in terror. She wanted to be with her family. She wanted to be with Rob and Salazar. It was what she wanted most of all, but it was not what she feared would happen. 

"Your father will be here in only a few minutes," she insisted as glanced at the clock on the wall and then once again gazed out the window. "It's only five past six. He'll be here soon and we have to wait for him."

"Even if the bus ran on time, even if he managed to get out of Summerhaven before this campaign began, he would not want us to wait even one minute on him. He would want us to take cover and you know it," Salazar argued while Miki continued to stare into the distance. "Mother!" he sharply called out. He knew she was in shock and he had to draw her out of whatever untimely reverie she had slipped into. He had to get her moving. "We have to go now!" 

"Where on earth can we go?" she scoffed before she wiped away the tears that now streamed down her pale cheeks.

Now, they both stared out the window that overlooked the main thoroughfare in Fallhaven. The street below had filled with curious onlookers. 

Miki looked down at her neighbors and choked back a sob. She felt obligated to warn them; however, she also knew they wouldn't listen. They never did. People could only take so much truth before they shut down. Even if they did believe her, what hope could she offer them?

Despair washed over her. 

Those people were her friends and even though she felt an obligation, she knew them well enough to know that it was as if they had always worn blinders. They had never wanted to know the truth of what the government had always done and they would never believe what was in store for them now. They had always been at ease putting in their ten-hour days and ignoring everything else.

They came home to a beer and spent their evenings watching television or playing card games on their computers. They felt safe while distracted from the truth. 

They were asleep and there was no way to awaken them now, especially with only a moment's notice. And that's all any of them had... a few fleeting moments as their destruction raced towards them. She wondered if Rob had more than a moment's notice. She wondered if he was dead or alive and the thought that he might be lost to her forever further devastated her. 
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"Mother, we both saw the spacecraft launch; now we have to worry about what is headed our way. Those red clouds and the rumblings are evidence that Summerhaven and Springhaven are under an aerial attack. It's an air raid pure and simple and it's getting closer to us. I don't know why this is happening, however, I do know that if we wait, we won't survive it. We've been left here to die and we can't let the bastards win. Snap out of it, Mother!"

Now, as he stood with his mother in their small home located in Fallhaven, his gut continued to command him, screaming at him that they must flee. However, he also knew that his mother was right... where could they go to find safety? Should they simply try to hide in the bathroom and turn the hard-porcelain tub over as protection? 

He scoffed at that notion. It might protect them for a few moments and then they would be buried alive under what remained only to die anyway. That certainly wasn't the answer.

At first, he didn't know what to tell her. It wouldn't do any good to run blindly through the streets. There was no sense in leaving the comfort of their home if they didn't have a destination in mind.

With a deep-seated urgency in the pit of his stomach, Salazar briefly closed his eyes and drew inspiration from the chronicles he had memorized as a child. He listened closely to his long-dead grandmother's voice as if she was with him still: 

––––––––
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"In the maze beneath August City, there are streets and buildings... almost a mirror image of the city above, for you see August City was built entirely over the rubble and ruins of another unnamed city. I must admit there are doorways that lead nowhere and many dead ends, but there are also streets that follow the same course as those running overhead, and many structures there are undamaged and inhabitable. Your great-grandfather and I investigated it before you were born, Salazar, and it appears to be quite secure. When you're older, I'll take you there myself."



––––––––
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His grandmother, Serena McKay, had been one tough broad. She had found the entrance to those tunnels when she was a new detective for the August City Police Department. During her career as a Cop and later as a Private Eye, she had done a lot of amazing and courageous things. However, even with those successes, she was no stranger to torments and losses either. She had paid the price on more than one occasion for her bravery. 

Serena had never followed through on her promise to take him into those tunnels, however, she had pointed out the location to him before she died. It was an abandoned building in Fallhaven's decaying inner-city and very near Winterhaven's border. 

Suddenly, he realized that his grandmother had brought up the topic of those tunnels several times during their quiet and private conversations. Apparently, it was very important to her that he knew about it and remembered it. Now, he conjured up another conversation and listened closely to Serena's voice:

––––––––
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See that abandoned building, Salazar? It has been damaged for as long as anyone can remember. However, once inside it, there is a path that leads down to a basement. Next, there's a cold dark labyrinth of twists and turns that keep going down and eventually opens into a large cavern.

I once chased a suspect in there. Even though I carried The Department’s best-issued flashlight, it was difficult to see twenty feet in front of me. If you ever venture there, be sure to take the best torches you can find. 



OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SALAZAR

2121, BOOK 1

> R






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
RV e

Winning Author,

N W

‘rhe writer

T oot fton
ontiction books for

res
trem

searcn for

-
Subscri






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





