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        Author's note: Strewn between drug use, groin malice, and cursing on a level tantamount to sacrilege, are gratuitous mentions of bureaucracy. These bureaucratic references may not be for the weak of heart.
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      Stifled breath was held as an offense was made on the door. There was nothing here but dust and radiation, and the cold glare from an uncaring sun. There was supposed to be no one living for miles, he had made sure of that. Yet blows rattled the door in quick succession. The word ‘knocking’ was not in his vocabulary, because no one had knocked since The War. He did not dare let out his breath, but realized a fraction too late that she, the little girl with a knife to her throat, had begun to cry.

      Whoever was on the other side of the door would hear her. The option to hide had gone.

      “Fuck,” he whispered at the child. Her whimpers were not loud, but when silence is the natural order, even a sneeze from a mouse would sound like blaring klaxons. He put down the butcher’s knife onto his table and the little girl’s eyes spelled relief. He replaced the knife with his rusty hunting rifle. Fight or flight were now having their familiar debate inside of him, and before either could win another blow came at the door.

      “Hello?” a meek voice said through the door. “Do you have a moment?”

      What is this? the man thought, uncertain if there was any danger. Instinct won over indecisiveness and he loaded an ancient bullet into the gun’s chamber.

      “Hello?”the little girl whimpered.

      “Yes, hello? Do you have time to talk?” the voice asked politely. “It is very important.”

      Slavers kick in the door; raiders wait until you are outside. This, well, this was confusing. So, with the affront to his brain winning, and the option of surprise gone, the man opened the door.

      Outside there was dust, and then there was irradiated dust. What was once a thriving and happy suburb, a perfect portrait of the American dream, was now a dead nightmare. The hydrogen bombs never made it this far, but their wrath spread without impetus. The War had ended modern history, and it started something that would make the dark ages look like a regular renaissance. The houses that were once built for families were now mostly empty, rotting slowly under a cruel sun. The grass that once grew on this house’s lawn had dried up decades ago, and then burned for warmth. What were once windows were now a collection of boards nailed into the wall of the house haphazardly, their origin likely from the picket fences of the other houses; the people responsible for nailing them now long dead. What was outside was misery, misery and dust. There should be nothing else…

      …Yet, there he was. Standing weaponless, and awkwardly, was a man who was somehow washed and clean shaven. His hair cut short and parted to the right, business like. His skin was somehow fair and not sun damaged to a tan leather. This man, against all odds, was wearing clothes that had not only been washed, but also ironed. His shirt collared and white, his shoes black polished and neatly tied. There was something around his neck; it should have been the bones of his enemies, strung through their dried tendons; it should have been a  makeshift bandolier made of bullets and spikes, but instead it was a tie. A regular black tie, with a Windsor knot. Where there should be a club, a gun, or a spear in hand, was a clipboard and a pen.

      The pen was not stabbed into someone’s eyes, which was the only use he had ever witnessed seeing someone do with one. He had only ever seen someone who looked like this in photographs, before The War.

      Standing in the distance, leaning on what was once a tree, was a man who did look like he belonged. Shotgun in hand, he was dressed in biker leathers and as rugged and miserable as the earth beneath him. This was professional protection. After making eye contact, he lowered his weapon. No one needed to die yet.

      “Hello!” The man in the tie said “My name is Arthur McDowell, I am an agent of the Internal Revenue Services. And you are?”

      “What?” the man responded.

      “I am an agent for the IRS, I am here for an audit.”

      He had been warned about this. Of all of the gangs in the United Wastes, the IRS was the most powerful. He had never met an agent, but he had met others who had. The last time he had joined a raiding gang, the oldest of the group told him once that “there are only two for sure things in this world, death and taxes. The IRS wants only one of those, but they’ll take both if you do not cooperate.” Everything else he had heard sounded like myth or a horror story.

      Arthur McDowell clicked the top of his pen tentatively, as dust from the dead planet beneath him shifted from wind. Arthur was now looking at the man inquisitively, and the man behind him in leather rested a single finger on his trigger. “Is this the residence of the ‘Murder-Man?’” Arthur asked.

      Someone talked. Someone gave him away. If anybody of his old gang had sold him out to slavers, torture would come before death once he got his paws on them, but if the stories about the IRS were true, he wasn’t sure if he could even be mad. Hell, if the stories were true, he’d do the same.

      “Yeah, I’m Murder-Man.”

      “Good,” said Arthur, hurriedly writing something on his board. “Mr. Man, it seems that you did not do your taxes this season. Now, as the postal service has not delivered here in a generation we can understand the oversight. As an Auditor I am here to fix that.”

      “Oh”, said Murder-Man, “what ah, what are taxes?”

      “That is a surprisingly common question Mr. Man, so no need to be embarrassed.”

      He wasn’t embarrassed at all, he was afraid. “Taxes are a percentage of your income that is mandatorily volunteered to the United States government for the goods and services provided to you, a citizen, and to keep the government running. It is our patriotic duty, and law, to pay them.”

      “Oh.”

      “It looks like you have not paid your taxes this season, Mr. Man, and though the IRS understands that this kind of omission is likely given the circumstances…” Arthur swept his hand around him, meaning ‘circumstances’ to be human holocaust by nuclear fire. “…they still must be paid.” The man in the biker leathers stood upright at ‘must be paid’ and stepped a little closer. Murder-Man had no intention of pissing him off.

      “How ah, how ya want me to pay ‘em?” Murder-Man asked, not eloquently.

      “With United States currency of course!”

      “You want old world money?”

      “Preferably, yes, but the IRS has positioned itself to work with today’s economy, so for your convenience we are willing to take bullets or calories.”

      This was the most polite raid Murder-Man had ever experienced.

      Keeping his gun low, so as not to piss off the hired help, Murder-Man leaned on his doorframe, eyeing Arthur suspiciously. He was hoping the girl stayed quiet. “How much ya want?” he finally asked, after another moment filled with listless dust passed.

      “That is what we are here to find out, Mr. Man, I know that you are unfamiliar with our process; again, nothing to be embarrassed about…” Arthur said to a man who was still not embarrassed. “…we do not take a set amount from everybody; we only take a percentage of your combined income and assets.”

      Murder-Man knew neither of those words, but it was the one that sounded more sexual that raised his interest. “What’s a ass-set?” he asked.

      “Oh! Why, those are the things you own! Let’s go through those first. You own this house?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Good, good,” Arthur said, writing on his clipboard. He seemed to be enjoying himself. “Let’s see, you are a homeowner, and according to your old gang, you were a raider by profession?” Someone did talk! Murder-Man’s mind howled with rage. His words were muted, “Yeah. I don’ do that no more.”

      Arthur did not look up at this, and his writing quickened. “Unemployed? That’s a shame. Have you been jobless this whole season?” Not sure what Arthur meant by ‘season’ Murder-Man stared blankly and said “Yeah” just to hurry things along.

      “It can be a very hostile job market in today’s world that is for sure. Well, judging by the size of your house, and the fact that it is not radiated, we will classify it as class three. You should be very proud!”

      “Uh, thank you?”

      “Mmmm Hmmm…” Arthur replied, still laying his attention on the clipboard. “Assuming you can’t pay with currency, that would put what you owe to be 80,000 calories, 150 bullets, or a combination of the two.” Arthur reached into his pocket and fished out a calculator. “I can, of course, help you with the conversion.”

      Murder-Man’s breathing was thin. Flight or fight had not been resolved.

      “I, uh, I don’t have that—” he started, before he was quickly interrupted by a now giddy Arthur.

      “Wait, we haven’t gone over your deductibles! The IRS is no armed robber sir,” he declared, despite having an armed man behind him. “Do you have any dependents?”

      “What’s that?”

      Before Arthur could answer the little girl stirred. Murder-Man had no time to retaliate, and before he could make a move to hide her, she was peeking out of the doorway. Her dirty bruised face that had only known fear and hunger looked out and onto Arthur’s clean and studious one. It looked like children were not something Arthur saw often. They stared at each other with suspicion and disbelief. Arthur shifted his weight uneasily as his Enforcer, the hired help, moved forward.

      “That,” Arthur said, pointing at the little girl “is a dependent.” He made a little check on his board.

      Murder-Man thumbed back at the little girl, and his hanging jaw snapped back into place to speak. “My cow?” he asks.

      “My mistake,” Arthur replied, sullenly, understanding the term. “She’s your calories,” he continued, stating, not asking.

      “Yeah, was gonna chop her and cook her before you punched my door all polite like.” A grin crept onto Murder-Man’s face. The little girl had been ‘taught’ not to run, and even now, in the face of death she did not dare. She had been kept alive this long only so that her meat would be fresh when Murder-Man ran out of canned food.

      “Can’t say for certain until we get her to the headquarters and weigh her, but she looks to be around 90,000 calories. This would leave you with a refund of 10,000 calories which we’d mail to you within four to five weeks,” Arthur said, hurriedly, still avoiding eye contact. He finished writing and presented the clipboard to Murder-Man. “Sign here.”

      Murder-Man did not understand the gesture, nor could he write or read. What he did understand though was that the men in front of him intended to rob him of his meal. A meal he had gone a great length to keeping alive this long and one that was only going to be eaten if he had no other food. The IRS was as confusing and frightening as he had heard. The man in leather could certainly kill him, but if they took his food, well, he would die slowly. The math was simple: starve, or go out fighting.

      He cocked his gun.
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      Wood splinters flew into the air. Gun smoke ate at Arthur’s lungs. Blood turned to mud. Then there was silence.

      Arthur did what he always did when the person he was auditing inevitably raised their gun: he fell to the ground and covered his ears. He was incredibly quick at this. The trick was to fall backward, instead of forward or straight down. He learned this by memorizing the graphic they kept at the office next to the one about CPR and the Heimlich maneuver. It read: “Guns go up? Don't frown! Fall down!” and depicted the same placid looking art that all workplace cartoons had settled on. He was quietly repeating this to himself, a sort of mad mantra to ease the sudden trauma.

      His Enforcer was a damn good shot and Murder-Man was right to fear him. He was named Murder-Man  for a reason, however. There were now three bodies on the ground, but Arthur’s was the only one that was going to get up and leave.

      Murder-Man had murdered his last man.

      The Enforcer had fired off two shots, both hits. The first one to kill Murder-Man, the second a revenge shot for being killed himself. Stray buckshot had nicked the doorframe from a house that would never be repaired. Murder-Man only fired off one shot, but it counted.

      A display of malice splayed gruesomely across the dust. It was a picture of cruelty and indifference. It was the only kind of portrait that was ever painted in the United Wastes. Blood soaked through clothes from cooling bodies, the constant commentary running through their brains finally finished.

      Time for paperwork.

      Arthur could wait until he was safe at his office to write up a 22-B Violent Incident in the Workplace form; there was nothing in the manual that said he had to do it on site. But why put off for later what he can do now? He had the forms with him (this was of course, not the first time this had happened, by any means) and the scene was still fresh in his mind. Taking a moment to dust himself off and straighten his tie, Arthur McDowell started checking off boxes.

      “Right,” Arthur declared aloud “Two dead, one taxpayer, one Enforcer. Very unfortunate.” His handwriting was mindless, the form was being filled out by muscle memory. He drew out a slab of sticky notes from his pants’ pocket, placed one on the completed 22-B and wrote Memo to self, send condolences and flowers to Robert’s family. He hummed as he worked.

      When the bombs fell and the weather forecast became permanent nuclear fire, and when flowers of destructive fusion blossomed, leaving death in their wake, the least important question was immediately asked: Who is going to collect all of the taxes? It was, without doubt, bureaucracy’s greatest triumph, next to the ticketed queue of course.

      The Internal Revenue Services were well prepared for The War. Yes, it came as a surprise, but the preparation had been done nearly a generation prior. The National Emergency Operations Manual was updated in the 1980s with a contingency for nuclear war. Taxes were to be collected 30 days after the Holocaust, and that is exactly what happened. Bunkers were built beneath the surface and the IRS had its own nuclear shelter. They were not the only American institution to have these bunkers - the paranoia of the cold war made sure that they were as standard as electric heating - but they were the only ones to survive. The only people on the planet who took safety drills seriously were fire marshals and bureaucrats. So when the alarms went off, and eyes rolled because of another drill, it was the IRS with their inhuman bureaucratic standards and observation of rules that made it out alive.

      To be clear: the newly revised National Emergency Operations Manual that was in circulation when the bombs fell did not contain information on how to rebuild society. It did, however, carry information detailing which institutions should be prioritized in receiving taxes so they could rebuild. Frankly, it just wasn’t the IRS’s department, and it wasn’t their fault that the other parts of the government didn’t have their shit together. Thirty days after Oppenheimer’s gift killed the planet, a census of the immediate population was taken. The manual declared that anyone, no matter their position, rank or function could be reassigned to census taking in an emergency. Once there was a head count, the auditing and the collection of taxes began. So, taxes were collected, and the stores of the IRS grew fat because there was no one for them to distribute to. It was the first time in generations that there was a surplus in the federal budget.

      Arthur McDowell was a second generation Auditor.

      His father was a janitor before The War and was conscripted into census taking twice. The second census killed him. Now, Arthur McDowell stood in a dead wasteland, the United Wastes of America as the pride and joy of the IRS. He was efficient, did everything by the letter and, most importantly, he was a true believer.

      Though the scene around him was grim there was a pep in his step. With the collection of today’s audit, Arthur McDowell was finished with his year’s quota, and he was finished early. They will have to promote me now, he thought with glee as he sidestepped the mangled flesh of a man named ‘Murder’. I can have my own office, and be safe from all of this. I can finally be safe.

      Standing a few feet away, paralyzed with fear, was the little girl. Once a ‘Cow’, to be eaten as a last resort, she was now a payment to the IRS. The title made no difference; she had been a commodity her entire life. What she didn’t know was that the IRS did not distinguish value from its calorie payments whether it was dead or alive. What she didn’t know was that it was within her captor’s right to slice off the overpayment of 10,000 calories and keep it. What she didn’t know was that Arthur was probably the first man who cared if she died.

      He might have been a bureaucrat, and he might have been living in a world where it was every man for himself, where the consequences of failure were often cannibalism, but he was no monster.

      Arthur did his best to smile at the little girl, a gesture which did not come off as natural, and too late he realized that the little girl had likely only ever seen a grown man smile when he was doing something violent. She winced, but did not move. Arthur did not have the skills set to talk to children.

      “Some ah, some weather we got, don’t we?” Arthur stammered. It was a good topic around the water rations, sure to get anyone complaining.

      Silence.

      Arthur started to fret. I don’t know how to talk to her, he thought, the bodies below him now as cold as the wind. I don’t want to sound condescending, but I also don’t want to pander. Tears formed in the child's eyes. This just made Arthur fret more.

      “You’re safe now little girl, I’m from the government. Do you understand ‘safe’?” She shook her head. “Do you understand ‘government’?” She shook her head again.

      He, like the rest of the country, was used to death. Though he didn’t like it, he was accustomed to being around cadavers. Cruelty is so par for the course in the United Wastes, his heart should be calloused. Yet, it was breaking.

      Arthur placed his pen under the metal clip on his board, and with his free hand gently held the hand of the little girl. She winced, but made no attempt to fight him. Arthur led her out of the once more abandoned house. Within a few steps, they were past Robert’s body. A few more and they were on the cracked pavement of the street.

      The road was littered with the remains of panic. Cars that will never run again sat with their doors open, like stranded whales with their flippers splayed out. They were all empty, though they may have been stuffed to the brim before scavengers found them. Suitcases lived on the road, empty like oysters picked clean. The world was a graveyard for all of humankind's now useless things. As Arthur and the silent girl trudged across the street, random bits of plastic, eroded to unrecognizable shapes, crunched beneath their feet.

      “Looks like the sanitation department has a lot of work to do,” Arthur stated in a half jest, half whine, and without thinking stated the unofficial motto of bureaucracy -“oh well, not my department.” The little girl said nothing.

      There was no more sanitation department.

      The little girl stopped, letting what small weight she had pull against Arthur's stride. When she had his attention, she looked up at him with urgency. “We don’ have a gun,” she said. She may not know the words ‘government’ or ‘safe’ but she knew the rules of the United Wastes: kill or be killed, or kill or be raped, then killed, then partially eaten, then worn as a trophy. Whichever came first, naturally.

      “Gun? No-no-no, he has the gun,” Arthur stated, pointing at what was once Robert (his Enforcer). “He has the gun so that I can audit.” The little girl’s worries were clearly not eased, but she pulled out her anchors and continued to walk. The lesson she appeared to have learned from him was that he was crazy.

      They trekked on.

      Arthur led her in silence, four blocks down where the roads were no longer packed with derelict cars. There he took her to the only running vehicle in miles, a government-issued white IRS minivan. Though the undercarriage of the van was as dusty as the earth, the rest of it was spotless, having been washed just before being leased to Arthur and Robert. Painted on one side was a round blue circle encasing a gold badge with a weighing scale and key in the center. The words around the circle read *The Department of the Treasury* Internal Revenue Services. Arthur had hand washed this part of the van. And so, in the first time in history, a strange man led a little girl to a white van and nothing bad happened to her.

      Realizing that the little girl had likely never been inside a vehicle that could run, Arthur buckled her in and started the motor. He adjusted his own seat, checked his mirrors, and turned on his left blinker. Instead of immediately heading to the IRS headquarters, he decided to drive back to Murder-Man’s house. The little girl’s mood changed slightly as the van moved; she looked unfamiliar with the sensation, though it should never be so foreign to a child. Had she never experienced fun? Arthur thought.

      “What’s, ah, what’s your name?” he asked.

      “Dinner.”

      Of course it was.

      Arthur slowly weaved the van between the derelict cars, a task that Robert had avoided. It took longer than he had any patience for, but it was something he had to do. Ten minutes passed before he successfully navigated his way the four blocks to the house. “This will only take a couple minutes. Is there anything you want to get while we are here?” asked Arthur. With determination in her eyes, Dinner nodded, jumped out of the van and ran into the house. With a heavy heart, Arthur left the van and opened its back door. He looked at Robert, now just meat.

      “I’m sorry,” he said.

      Then with much labor, he dragged the heavy body into the back of the van.

      Soon, Dinner emerged from the house, clutching the cleaver that was held to her throat only a short time ago. She held its sharp edge at face level. Is this why she asked if I had a gun? Arthur panicked. The little girl knelt down to Murder-Man’s corpse, and with a single, purposeful motion, she hacked off one of his fingers. It bled very little. Arthur was surprised by her efficiency, as he watched her unthread a shoelace from his boot and tied his finger to it, making a necklace. Arts and crafts.

      When she was done, she looked up at Arthur, most of her suspicion appearing gone and asked in kind, innocent earnest, “want one?” Arthur shook his head. They both climbed back into the van.

      The rest of their journey was silent.
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      The cold, uncaring glow of fluorescent lights. The chilled, stale oxygen of recycled air. Arthur was home, and it felt good. Home was safe. Home was underground in a reinforced bunker made of concrete and steel. The only enemy down here was inefficiency, a specter as rare as a ghost.

      As Arthur marched silently down the concrete corridors of the IRS, he was filled with a sense of hope that was usually punished outside these walls. He was going to be promoted, he was sure of it, and with promotion came the guarantee that he would stay indoors. No longer would he have to risk his life in the harsh United Wastes, sticking his neck out for an audit. No longer would he see another Enforcer like Robert die in the line of duty. No longer would he have to be forced to save children who lacked a childhood. He was free. Free to spend the rest of his life in the confines of a concrete, cubicle jungle.

      The black and white checkered linoleum floor beneath him: newly waxed. The bare concrete walls around him: cold and without dust. It was perfection. He walked briskly, doing his best not to dance as he did so, to his shared cubicle. He could not wait to sit, to feel the pleather seat against his back, a seat totally unprepared in design to deal with a human spine. He could not wait to hear the droning clatter of keys being pressed hurriedly as dozens of people typed at the same time. Most of all, he could not wait to gloat, to brag, he could not wait to fly it all into Ralph Siemens’ face.

      As he turned a corner in the hallway, Arthur was met with a seemingly endless corridor lined with doors on each side. Though the doors were numbered in the dozens, each with their own alphanumeric numbers, they all led to the same room. It was with this design that Arthur could choose any door, including the first one, and find himself in the same large and cluttered space. This, however, was the bureaucracy, the pinnacle of human OCD, and as a breathing bureaucratic prodigy, Arthur had no choice but to walk down the long corridor until he reached the proper door.

      He passed a door labeled A13-A14 and he continued forward. He reached door A19-A20 and he gave it no attention. It was not until he was at the very last door, A23-A24 that he stopped. On any normal day, Arthur would not pause outside of this door. He would not consider its steel frame set into a concrete slab. On any normal day, Arthur would simply push the door open. Today, however, was his day. Today would be the last day he identified as Auditor #24 and tomorrow there would be a new office drone to fill his pleather seat. Anticipation built inside him, threatening to overtake his calm demeanor with raw joy. With a long, silent breath, Arthur put out his right hand and pushed the door.

      The deathly quiet of the hallway was immediately assaulted by a flurry of office noise. Light chatter added to the cacophony of keyboards being pressed madly. A rogue sound of creaking split the air as someone far away adjusted their weight in their seat. He would miss this part of the job, but he wouldn’t miss the danger of it. Not all of the cubicles were filled, either because some of the auditors were out in the wasteland, demanding taxes from people like Murder-Man, or because they were deceased from trying to collect taxes from people exactly like Murder-Man. The desks of the dead did not carry tombstones; instead they held a folded over piece of paper, tiny half pyramids with unassigned written in a polite and bold font. The regularity of the signs were such that no one in the IRS used that font for anything but death.

      There was only one desk ahead of him that was empty, labeled A24. It was his desk, surrounded by a thick wall of concrete, but not completely, to divide it from the other rows. This concrete cubicle was the standard in the doomsday office workplace. Beside his empty spot was a young man just like Arthur, staring contemplatively at his computer screen. His blond hair was parted to the same side as Arthur's, but it came down in a more stringy fashion. He had a face meant for glasses but wore none, and the stubble of his face threatened to become a beard. Also like Arthur, he wore a white collared shirt and a black tie, his slacks neatly pressed and his shoes shined. On his left breast was his work badge with a photograph of him displaying a more clean-cut face. It read Auditor #23, Ralph Siemens, Internal Revenue Services.

      There was a healthy competition among the auditors. There was also a decidedly unhealthy competition between most of the auditors. Ralph Siemens was not just a man with an incredibly unfortunate name. No, Ralph was a cheat. Arthur highly suspected that most, if not all of the revenue that Ralph collected was scavenged. He had the same Enforcer for too long. While Arthur dutifully audited citizens of the waste, who were almost always not happy to see him, Ralph likely headed to abandoned buildings to collect what canned food or bullets were left there. He once came back with actual money. No one except IRS employees used actual money. They were twenties but the IRS used two dollar bills almost exclusively. Apparently, no one but Arthur was suspicious. It was an insult. Ralph was an insult - to the job, to the Operations Manual, to everything that the IRS stood for.

      Ralph Siemens was a cheat, though he would likely tell you he was a survivalist.

      Well, today he would be a loser.

      Arthur sat down at his desk and opened his palm. Ralph immediately placed five two dollar bills into it, and  said “survived another one I see? I’m getting real tired of losing this bet.” A plastic smile covered the shared contempt they felt for each other.

      “You won’t be losing anymore,” Arthur announced glibly. Ralph shifted uneasily in his chair.

      A short silence fell between the men. Normally, Arthur would get to work at this point. He would boot up his computer and hammer away at its keys. Not today. He turned to Ralph and finally let the smile that had been fighting its way through his professional demeanor shine.

      “No!” Ralph said in mock delight. Arthur nodded. “You’re finished? You made quota?!”

      “Finished my last audit today.”

      “That’s wonderful! Congrats!”

      Though the conversation was genial, only one of them was truly happy. Arthur watched as Ralph clenched his hand tighter around his mouse.

      “Does this mean…?” Ralph fished.

      “Promotion?” said Arthur.

      “Yes.”

      Arthur only smiled in return.

      Before either could continue their polite charade, a man walked through their door. He was a studious looking twenty something and was wearing the same office uniform. He marched forward with a clipboard and a mailbag.

      “Auditor #A24, Arthur McDowell?” he asked, with a parcel in his hand.

      Arthur nodded. The man marked a check on his clipboard and stated: “You have a summons request from the Deputy Commissioner for Operations Support, Henry S. Boyd.”

      Ralph no longer hid his misery on hearing this, and Arthur's heart skipped a beat. This is it he thought, this is my promotion.

      “Sign here,” the man said. Arthur dutifully signed the release form with a flourish.

      The man checked the signature, marked another check on his clipboard and tore out a yellow slip, the carbon copy, and handed it to Arthur.

      Then he demanded: “Sign here on this release for confirmation that you have received your carbon copy,”

      Arthur complied. The man pulled out another carbon copy and handed it to Arthur and then marked a third check on his clipboard. With his job complete the man left abruptly without another word.

      Arthur could feel Ralph’s hatred beaming at him like a laser. It was absorbed with another smile.

      Arthur folded his release receipt neatly, then folded his receipt’s receipt, and opened a drawer beneath his desk and carefully filed it. He then took a moment to log the receipt in his drawer’s inventory manifest and marked the date and time filed. His work done, he turned to the summons. He was at once stunned by the typeface and centering of the form and fought an urge to measure the negative space on the page. This was no mere memo, this was art. The page stated no more than it had to:

      

      
        
        To:: Auditor #A24, Arthur T. McDowell, Below Ground Level 4, Hallway A, Row 23-24, Cubicle #24.

      

      

      

      
        
        You are summoned to see the Deputy Commissioner for Operations Support, Henry S. Boyd at exactly 2::00 PM Standard Bunker Time.

      

      

      

      
        
        Henry S. Boyd

      

      

      

      The bottom was a dessert he was unprepared for. It was the name signed, signed! Arthur now had the autograph of one of the most respected and high ranking officers in the bunker. Bureaucracy could be kind.

      Ralph could wait no longer. “That’s it then, isn’t it? That’s the promotion?”

      Arthur had no problem drawing this out. “Let’s not assume. It could be for anything.”

      “Don’t be an asshole! We both know what that summons means. The Deputy Commissioner for Operations Support, Henry S. Boyd does not bring people to his office for chit-chat. You got it, and we both know it.”

      “It’s going to be an honor to meet him,” Arthur said, beaming.

      Ralph could not help but put away his loathing at hearing this, and his own fandom took over before being replaced with jealousy. “It will probably be the last time anybody gets to meet him from our division,” he said. “He could be promoted to full Commissioner any day now!”

      The sentiment was deserved, but Arthur balked at this. “The Commissioner has held that position since before The War, and he has had it our entire lives, I’m starting to think that he will never die. Boyd won’t be promoted anytime soon, you’ll get your chance.”

      Arthur wasn’t sure if Ralph deserved this kindness. But it was true, as legendary as Henry S. Boyd was, he could not move upward until the spot was vacant, and the full Commissioner, Jack Dewitt, was never likely to retire.

      Henry S. Boyd had done much for the agency. He had led the first census, as well as the more tragic second. He had re-written protocol, allowing auditors to collect revenue used by the new economy. He was not just a good bureaucrat, he was also a maverick. It would not be going too far to say that once Arthur’s father died, Boyd became a role model and hero. It was an honor to meet him, let alone receive the accolades of a promotion from him. Accolades that would promise permanent safety for Arthur.

      Accolades that his father never received.

      God rest his soul.

      Ralph muttered something Arthur did not understand, and then declared “Looks like you’ll be my new boss! Congrats, Arthur, Congrats! Good thing I’ve been your cubicle buddy since the beginning, so it’s okay with me if you play favorites!”  he smiled.

      Oh, I'll play favorites, Arthur thought as he quickly considered sending Ralph to the radioactive craters for an audit. It was something he would never do; send a man to his death, but entertaining the thought was still pleasant.

      “It’s a shame we won't be making any more bets,” Arthur replied.

      A shrill, soul-shattering buzz went off in the hallway. It was like broken china making love to a kazoo. It brought pleasure and relief to everyone in a cubicle. It signified one o’clock. Lunchtime.

      As if the room were a single organism, every auditor raised and filed themselves in a queue to leave for the bunker’s commons area. Only Arthur stayed seated.

      “It’s SPAM and rice, I’m sure of it,” Ralph said confidently as he walked out. Arthur was not surprised by Ralph’s eagerness to leave. He never worked anyways. Arthur took a minute to read over his summons once more, and once the rest of his peers were out the door, he followed, elated.

      He carried the summons with him.

      The queue for lunch began in the hallways and then wound its way down to another level, the fifth of eight levels beneath sea level. The line was like a giant millipede, its starched white abdomen held upright by pressed black pants. Lunch breaks lasted for an hour, and the line, from Arthur’s position, took thirty minutes to reach the commons. I think I’ll buy myself a coffee Arthur thought as he pawed his winnings from Ralph.

      There was never a need for change, as all rations were a multiple of two, and all notes were two dollars. The two dollar bill was the pride of the IRS. In the 1970s, when the note was first introduced to lackluster success (Americans simply did not want to use it), the IRS played a long game. Not wanting to pulp or waste the money, the government shrink-wrapped most of the bills being rejected by the citizenry and hid them away in a bunker. The money was to be used to boost the economy once the bombs fell, and as a reserve to pay for whatever the government immediately needed. It was fine that the citizens of the United States in the 1970s refused to use them; the future citizens of the United Wastes would have no choice. Of course, there was no government to be fueled by this money, and now the bills were used internally and as refunds for the poor Wastelander not spry enough to check calories or bullets on their tax return.

      Arthur, like the rest of the IRS, received his wage through two dollar bills, but he was also lucky enough to win every bet he made with Ralph. It was with this extra income that Arthur was able to buy the eight dollar coffee ration that he enjoyed on a monthly basis. It was the highest treat and social status marker in the Bureau. His lunch was SPAM and rice.

      The common halls were a wide open gash in an otherwise solid slab of concrete. Rows of seemingly endless elongated community tables lined parallel to each other. They were filled with the last of the civil. Once Arthur’s meal was paid for, an even ten dollars, he received a small mug of black coffee and a tray with two scoops of rice and a grilled brick of uncut SPAM. Arthur never paid the extra two dollars for gravy. Mindlessly, because everything in the IRS has order, he walked over to his assigned seat and sat down. He did not make eye contact with Ralph.





OEBPS/images/memos-from-the-wasteland-main-file.jpg
MiP. FITZGERALD





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/a-happy-bureaucracry-main-file-2.jpg
P

M.P _EJLZGERALD

4 [y
Y 0
Qm s





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/a-happy-bureaucracry-main-file.jpg
P

M.P _EJLZGERALD

4 [y
Y 0
Qm s





OEBPS/images/gonzo-fic.jpg
Gonzo Fiction





OEBPS/images/irs.jpg





