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Foreword from the Author 

 

 

This novel has been a brainchild of mine since the 

late nineties; however, I didn’t begin writing it until 

2018, well before we were faced with a global 

pandemic from COVID-19. 

Any similarities between the actual virus and the 

ones created in my novel are purely coincidental, as 

are any similarities to real people, living or dead. 

No character in this book is based on an actual 

person. They are all fictional characters, created and 

based exclusively on Biblical prophecy. Specifically, 

the book of Revelation and the coming of Apollyon, 

the Destroyer. 

GNP 
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“But of that day and hour, no one knows, not even the angels of 

heaven, but my Father only.” 

Matthew 24:36 KJV 

 

“Be on the alert then, for you do not know the day nor the 

hour.” 

Matthew 25:13 NIV 

 

“And I looked, and behold, a pale horse. And its rider’s name 

was Death, and Hades followed him. And they were given 

authority over a fourth of the earth, to kill with sword and with 

famine and with pestilence and by wild beasts of the earth. 

Revelation 6:8 

 

For false christs and false prophets will arise and perform great 

signs and wonders, so as to lead astray, if possible, even the 

elect. 

Matthew 24:24 

  



EXORDIUM 

June 6, 1966 

Babylon, Massachusetts 

6:06 p.m. 

 

In the throes of childbirth, the young woman cried 

out, her piercing screams echoing through the long 

abandoned Catholic church sanctuary. 

Tears ran from the corners of her eyes and puddled 

inside her ears. 

“Hush, girl,” the hooded figure of a woman scolded. 

“It’ll all be over soon.” 

“Please,” she pleaded, reaching out for the woman’s 

hand, but she quickly snatched it away. “Help me. I 

can’t take this pain anymore.” 

She had no idea where she was, how she’d gotten 

there, or who the hooded woman was. 

Her voice sounded familiar, but it couldn’t possibly 

be her. She would’ve never allowed this to happen. 

The bare floor beneath her was hard, cold, and filthy. 

In the center of the room, a strange looking emblem 

had been sketched into the wooden floor, then 

outlined with bright red paint. Whatever the symbol 

was, a star perhaps, she was lying in the center of it. 
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She released an ear-piercing screech when her round 

belly tightened with contractions. 

“You need to push, Angeline,” the woman 

instructed. 

“I need to go to the hospital,” she cried. “I don’t think 

I can get him out by myself.” 

“Yes, you can,” came a man’s voice. “And you will.” 

Through tear-blurred eyes, Angeline raised her head 

and glanced around the room. Besides the man and 

woman next to her, five others cloaked in black robes 

and hoods gathered in a circle around them, 

individually standing on each of the star’s five 

points, engaged in an eerie type of ritualistic 

chanting.  

Even as her body wretched and twisted in pain, she 

wondered how she’d gotten to this point in her 

seventeen short years of life. 

Still a virgin, she remained perplexed by how she’d 

become pregnant, never having been with a man. 

She’d had plenty of dreams about sex, however. Tons 

of them. And in every fantasy riddled dream, she’d 

gladly given herself to the dark stranger who called 

upon her, relished in his icy touch when he’d 
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repeatedly told her how special she was and that 

through him, she’d fulfill a foretold prophecy. 

But those were only dreams. 

A girl couldn’t get pregnant from dreaming about 

having sexual intercourse. 

Yet she had. That was the only explanation that could 

explain her current predicament. 

After missing her second period, she’d confided in 

her mother, a staunch religious fanatic who found sin 

in everyone but herself. 

When her laboratory tests revealed she was with 

child, her mother called her a whore and threw her 

out of the house with only the clothes on her back, 

unwilling to listen to or believe anything her 

daughter had to say. 

She had nowhere to go, and no one she could depend 

on to help her. 

Until the day she’d met Daidamia and Doyle 

Maximus while looking for food scraps inside a 

dumpster outside a grocery store. Saddened to see 

such a young girl in a dire predicament, with loving 

kindness, they’d opened their home and their hearts 

to her, providing her with the love and support she 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

3 
 

couldn’t get from her own mother. They’d clothed 

her, fed her, and provided her with safe shelter. 

Daidamia accompanied her to all of her medical 

appointments, holding her hand and reassuring her 

along the way that she and her son would be fine and 

that she and Doyle would never abandon her. 

The last thing she remembered before waking up in 

this damp, dank building, was Daidamia brewing her 

a cup of lemon tea to calm her nerves before being 

led to the car by Daidamia with Doyle at the wheel 

telling her they were enroute to the hospital. 

Between their house and here, something awful went 

wrong. Had she been abducted? Where were 

Daidamia and Doyle? Why weren’t they there after 

promising not to leave her? 

Angeline arched her back in agonizing pain as an 

overwhelming need to push befell her. 

“I see the top of his head,” the woman said. “Keep 

pushing, Angeline.” 

The quintet’s ominous chanting grew louder.  

The man who’d stood behind her was now lighting 

the red candles held by the chanters. When the last 

one was lit, he returned and stood at her side. 
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“One more hard push, child, and the arrival of our 

ruler will be complete.” 

Angeline felt a gush of warm liquid puddle beneath 

her as she watched the woman lift the newborn into 

the air, his umbilical cord still attached. 

With one swift snip from the large knife the man 

held, the lifeline between her and her son was 

severed. 

“He’s not crying,” she said in a panicked voice. 

“Why isn’t he crying? Is he okay?” 

“He’s perfect,” the woman cooed as she cleaned the 

infant and wrapped him in a blanket. 

“Give me my baby,” Angeline pleaded. “I want to 

see my son.” 

Angeline gasped when the woman lowered her hood 

and turned to face her. “He isn’t yours.” 

“Daidamia?” She was confused. What did she mean 

he wasn’t hers? Of course, he was. She’d carried him 

for nine months, writhed in anguish to bring him into 

the world. He carried her blood in his veins. 

Daidamia passed the baby to the hooded man. 

“Behold,” he shouted, holding the baby high in the 

air. “Our prince has finally arrived.” 
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“Your purpose has been fulfilled, Angeline,” 

Daidamia told her. 

“What purpose?” Angeline asked, trying to sit up. 

She felt weak and lightheaded. Unable to remain 

upright, she dropped back onto the floor. 

“You gave us the most precious gift we could’ve 

asked for.” 

“He isn’t yours,” Angeline protested breathlessly.  

“In a way, you’re right,” Daidamia said. “The child 

isn’t mine alone. He belongs to the world.” 

“Can I see him?” 

“No.” 

“He’s my son and I want to see him,” Angeline 

huffed. “Please. Just one look. I’ve waited so long.” 

“No,” the man bellowed, lowering his hood. “The 

child is not yours.” 

“Doyle?” Angeline whispered. “Why are you doing 

this to me? I thought you and Daidamia were my 

friends. You’ve been so kind to me.” 

“Of course, we were kind to you,” Daidamia replied. 

“We knew you were carrying our savior. We 

couldn’t allow you to roam the streets uncared for. 

We had to watch over you and take care of you to 

make sure our savior was well taken care of.” 
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Angeline sobbed. They’d betrayed her, only taking 

her in so they could take her son away from her. 

When she recovered, she’d reclaim her son and run 

away to a place they’d never find her. She wasn’t 

going to voluntarily hand over her child to them. 

“What now?” she asked. “Will I return home with 

you?” 

“You’ll be going home,” Doyle said. “But not with 

us.” 

Doyle fell to his knees beside her as the chanting 

intensified. 

She looked woefully into his eyes, knowing her life 

was over even before he brandished his dagger. 

She’d never see her son. He’d never know her. Doyle 

and Daidamia were now his parents.  

“Thank you for blessing us with our long-awaited 

prince,” Doyle said before plunging the dagger deep 

into her heart. “You have made the most ultimate and 

crucial sacrifice for mankind.” 

“I present to you,” Daidamia wailed proudly, holding 

the swaddled infant for all to see. “Lucius Belvedere 

Maximus. Our glorious and beloved Prince of 

Darkness. Blessed are we, for he is destined to 
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become the greatest and most powerful force to ever 

inhabit the earth.” 

“Welcome, my son,” Daidamia whispered to the 

infant. “In time, you will rule the world. Your destiny 

awaits you.” 

“All hail Prince Lucius,” the group cheered. “All hail 

the Prince.” 
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“I do solemnly swear or affirm that I will faithfully 

execute the Office of President of the United States, 

and will, to the best of my ability preserve, protect, 

and defend the Constitution of the United States.”  

Article II, Section I of the Constitution. 

The swearing in of the newly elected President of the 

United States: 

Lucius Belvedere Maximus 

January 20, 2025 
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PART I 

 

THE BEGINNING OF THE END 
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CHAPTER ONE 

 

Wuhan Tianhe International Airport, Wuhan, 

China - January 25, 2027 

Noel Langford stepped out of the taxi that’d picked 

him up at his hotel, took his luggage from the porter, 

entered the airport, and headed to the ticket counter 

to check in for his flight back home to Bangor, 

Maine. 

“No luggage, Mr. Langford?” the clerk asked. 

“Just my carry-on,” he answered, wiping sweat from 

his brow as he watched the attractive Asian girl who 

spoke perfect English type his information into her 

computer, then print out his boarding pass. 

“Your flight will depart at gate B16,” she said, 

sliding his ticket across the counter. “Thank you for 

visiting China. Enjoy your flight.” 

Briefly, he considered grabbing a quick bite before 

boarding, but feeling a tad nauseous, decided against 

it. The last thing he wanted to do was puke his guts 

out on a plane while the other passengers watched 

with disgust, wondering what was wrong with him. 
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He’d never suffered air sickness before, but the way 

he felt at the moment, this flight could be his first. 

“I’ll take a large, sweet tea,” he said, stepping up to 

the counter of a fast-food restaurant inside the 

airport’s food court. Maybe the tea would settle his 

stomach and he’d start feeling better. Before 

checking out of his hotel, he’d taken a couple of 

aspirins for a mild headache, but they hadn’t kicked 

in yet. Currently, it was only a dull ache, so hopefully 

the aspirin would quell it before it grew into an 

anguishing one. 

With his tea in hand, he casually walked toward the 

waiting area outside his departure gate, shocked at 

the number of travelers on his flight, recalling there’d 

been several empty seats on his trip there. This time, 

however, nearly every seat had been taken, mostly by 

Americans returning to the United States. 

Fortunately, there was an available seat on a couch 

next to the window overlooking the tarmac where his 

plane would arrive. 

“Anyone sitting here?” he asked the elderly 

gentleman occupying the middle seat. 
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Looking up at him through coke-bottle thick glasses 

that made his eyes look five times too big, the old 

man smiled and said, “Nope. Go ahead. Have a seat.” 

The flight home was long enough on a day when he 

felt fine, but he wasn’t looking forward to a twenty-

nine-hour trip with three stops along the way, feeling 

as horrible as he did. When he’d felt a hint of a cold 

coming on the day before, he’d medicated himself 

with cold and flu medicine and laid around the hotel 

all day taking it easy. When he’d awakened that 

morning eager to get home, he’d felt worse than he 

had the day before. He now had a scratchy sore throat 

and nagging headache that was continually getting 

worse. 

“This your first time in China?” the old man asked. 

“Hmm?” Noel said, turning to face the man. He’d 

been so focused on his state of health that he hadn’t 

even heard what the man said. 

“I asked if this was your first time visiting China?” 

“No,” Noel answered. “I’ve been here a few times.” 

“It was my first,” the old man said, his dentures 

slipping as he talked. “And my last. Hate to say it, 

but this has got to be the nastiest place I’ve ever been 

to.” 
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Noel didn’t object because the old man was right. 

Due to the elevated level of smog in the major cities, 

face masks were standard apparel there. Wearing one 

was a requirement unless one wished to choke to 

death on air pollution.  

“Cal Jackson,” the old man said, extending a gnarled, 

wrinkled hand. 

“Noel Langford.” 

“Nice to meet you, Noel. You here for business or 

pleasure?” 

“Business.” 

“Oh yeah?” Cal asked. “What kind of business?” 

If he tried to explain to Cal exactly what he did in his 

line of work, they’d be sitting there for hours. 

“Pharmaceuticals,” he replied. 

“This place was on my bucket list,” Cal said. “Been 

wanting to visit for over twenty years. Now that I’ve 

seen it, I can tell you I wasn’t missing much.” 

“It’s different, that’s for sure,” Noel said, taking a sip 

of tea to soothe his aching throat. 

“These people here will eat any damn thing, you 

know that?” 

Noel chuckled. Again, the man was right. 
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“Went out to dinner last night at a restaurant that was 

purported to be one of the best in town. Or so the 

tourist map said. When I got the menu, I couldn’t 

read one damn word of it. It was written in Chinese. 

Looked like a damn tic-tac-toe grid. I didn’t know 

one thing from the other, so I just pointed to the first 

thing I saw. I’m telling you the honest to goodness 

truth, when that waitress brought my order, whatever 

the hell was in that bowl was still moving and while 

I sat there staring at it, I saw a tentacle slither over 

the side,” he said with a shake of his head. “Turns out 

I ordered live octopus.” 

“Did you eat it?” Noel asked. 

“Hell no, I didn’t eat it. I paid my bill and got the hell 

out of there and found a place that served 

hamburgers.” 

“China Western Airlines, Flight 729 to Xiamen is 

now boarding at gate B16,” came the overhead 

announcement. “Please have your boarding passes 

ready.” 

“That’s me,” Noel said, getting up from the couch. 

“Nice talking to you.” 

“That’s my flight as well,” Cal said, using his cane 

to stand. 
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“Where you headed to?” Noel asked. 

“Los Angeles. You?” 

“Bangor.” 

“A Mainer, eh?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Never been there,” Cal said. “Tell me something. Is 

it true that Maine gets several feet of snow every 

winter?” 

Noel smiled. “As we Mainers like to say, Cal, does a 

bear shit in the woods?” 

Cal laughed, nearly spitting out his false teeth. “I like 

a person with a good sense of humor.” 

Normally, he could have told joke after joke, but not 

today. He barely felt like talking. 

The two men boarded the plane together, but sat in 

different sections, which pleased Noel because he 

wasn’t interested in continuing a conversation. Cal 

was pleasant enough and could probably tell him 

some stories of his own, but he wasn’t up to engaging 

in chitchat. All he wanted to do was sit down, lean 

back, and close his eyes. 

Assigned a window seat, Noel buckled his seatbelt 

and set the overhead air conditioner on high, letting 

the frigid air blow directly in his face. His headache 
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was getting worse. So was the nausea. Once they 

were airborne and the flight attendant came around, 

he’d ask for a ginger ale and perhaps a pack of 

crackers. Salt was good for easing a queasy stomach. 

Enroute to Los Angeles, the second stop in the flight, 

Noel’s head began throbbing. He’d never had such a 

painful headache before. And he felt hot. So, so hot, 

like he was on fire, burning him up inside. Dozens of 

sweat beads formed on his forehead, glistening 

against his skin. The air conditioner was already on 

high, but it wasn’t providing much comfort. 

“Mister, are you okay?” the woman sitting beside 

him asked. 

Noel glanced at her, seeing that she had a look of 

concern on her face. 

“Not feeling too well,” Noel answered, closing his 

eyes and laying his head against the back rest. It was 

hard to breathe. A heaviness had settled in his chest.  

“I’m having a heart attack,” he thought. “In 

midair.” 

“Shall I get the stewardess?” the woman asked. 

Noel nodded, unable to speak, suddenly overcome by 

a breathtaking fit of coughing. 

“Sir, please come with me.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

17 
 

Noel gaped at the flight attendant who was 

summoning him, surprised to see she was his wife. 

Why was she onboard this flight? No, wait a minute, 

that couldn’t be. It’s not possible. There was no way 

in hell his wife could be on this plane, or any other 

plane. She was dead. And dead people don’t book 

flights to or from China. 

“Sarah?” he gasped. “What are you doing here? 

When did you get back?” 

“My name is Rachel, sir,” she said, reaching out her 

hand. “Please, come with me.” 

Noel slowly reached out and grasped onto her, 

suddenly feeling euphoric, like he was floating on air 

as he followed her down the aisle. 

Why were all the passengers wearing clown 

makeup? Everywhere he looked he saw red curly 

hair, yellow curly hair, orange curly hair. And huge 

red smiles. Why were they all laughing at him? When 

were all the psychedelic flowers painted on the walls 

of the plane? They weren’t there when he boarded. 

Someone had been quite busy artistically. Various 

shapes and sizes of multi-colored, hippy era flowers 

were everywhere, even on the windows and pull-

down shades. 
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Where was he? Why had Sarah led him to a small 

corner space at the back of the plane and closed the 

curtain? 

“Have a seat here, sir,” the helpful woman said, 

lowering a cushioned chair from the wall. “Captain,” 

she said, speaking into a megaphone. No, hold on a 

second, that’s not what those things are called. 

Telephone! That’s what she was talking on. “We 

have a medical emergency. I’ve isolated the 

gentleman from the other passengers.” Putting a 

hand over the speaker, she spoke to the other flight 

attendant who’d accompanied them to the restricted 

area. “Megan, go check the flight manifest and see if 

there’s a doctor on board. If so, get him back here 

immediately.” Speaking to the captain again, she 

said, “Sir, I’ve sent Megan to see if she can locate a 

doctor. I’ll keep you apprised.” 

“Sir, can you tell me your name?” 

“You know my name, Sarah,” he answered, slurring 

his words. His tongue felt like it’d swollen to the size 

of a baseball, making it difficult for him to speak 

properly. “We were married for thirty years.” 

“Sir, my name is Rachel, not Sarah.” 
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If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear the man 

was drunk, except she knew he wasn’t. She’d seen 

him board the plane completely sober, and he hadn’t 

been served any alcoholic beverages. He was 

sweating profusely and having difficulty keeping his 

eyes open. 

“Sir, don’t fall asleep. Do you know your name?” 

He stared blankly at her, as though he found the 

simplest of questions too confusing to comprehend. 

The curtain opened and Megan reappeared, followed 

by a middle-aged man with graying hair and a goatee. 

“This is Dr. Graves,” Megan said. “And his name,” 

she said, pointing, “is Noel Langford.” 

“Mr. Langford,” Dr. Graves said, squatting down in 

front of him. “Can you look at me?” 

Noel’s head wobbled unsteadily as he tried focusing 

his attention on the doctor. Without warning, he 

broke into another brutal coughing spell, spittle 

flying from his mouth into the doctor’s face. 

“Get him a glass of water,” the doctor said. 

“I can’t breathe,” Noel said, clutching at his throat. 

“This man is burning up with a fever,” Dr. Graves 

told Rachel. “I can feel the heat radiating off of him.” 
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Megan returned with the water and handed it to Dr. 

Graves. 

“Here, Mr. Langford, sip on this,” the doctor said, 

holding the paper cup for him. 

Noel reached for it but kept missing his grasp, 

forcing Dr. Graves to place it in his hand and guide 

it to his mouth. Noel choked on the first sip, coughing 

up the water and a good-sized chunk of bloody 

phlegm. 

“Was he this sick when he boarded?” 

“No,” Rachel answered. “When I checked his ticket 

at the door, he was fine.” 

“Has he asked either of you for any medication, 

perhaps something for a headache or maybe a throat 

lozenge?” 

“No.” 

Noel slumped down in the chair, nearly sliding to the 

floor. 

“Mr. Langford!” Dr. Graves said sharply, giving him 

a sturdy shake. “Please try to stay awake. When did 

you become ill?” 

Noel glared at him with unmoving eyes, unable to 

respond. 
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“Are you certain he wasn’t unwell when he got onto 

this aircraft?” Dr. Graves asked. 

“I’m positive,” Rachel replied. “I think I would’ve 

noticed a passenger as sick as this man and I 

would’ve reported it right away.” 

“Has he said anything to you that would make you 

believe he wasn’t feeling well? Or has he been acting 

strangely? Has anyone reported any unusual 

behavior from him?” 

“No, but he kept calling me Sarah although I told him 

repeatedly that my name is Rachel.” 

“If his fever is as high as I believe it to be, he’s likely 

delusional and suffering from hallucinations.” 

“From a fever?” 

“An extremely high one can cause irreversible brain 

damage or death if not properly treated. Obviously, 

appropriate facilities aren’t available aboard an 

aircraft.” 

Dr. Graves studied Noel momentarily, noticing a 

change in the color of his skin, especially around his 

mouth. He was turning cyanotic, indicating that he 

wasn’t receiving an adequate supply of oxygen. He 

had no medical supplies with him to treat a gravely 

ill patient, and airplanes weren’t outfitted with 
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standard medical equipment. Without treatment and 

already being in grave danger, the outcome didn’t 

look good for Mr. Langford. 

“If what you’re saying is true, and I’ve no reason to 

doubt you, then whatever this man is suffering from 

is an illness that advances with a rapidity I’ve never 

seen before. As far as I know, there’s only one illness 

I can think of that’s capable of advancing that fast.” 

“The flu?” Rachel asked. 

“No,” Dr. Graves answered, rising from the floor. “A 

virus. If Mr. Langford deteriorated this quickly in 

only a couple of hours, I’d say it’s a rather deadly 

one.” 

Rachel glanced at her co-worker with a look of 

concern. “A virus? Like a contagion?” 

“Yes, exactly.” 

“Then that means he’s potentially spread it to every 

person on this plane,” Rachel stated with alarm. 

“That would be correct,” Dr. Graves said. “Even if 

he hasn’t been in direct contact with them. If it’s an 

airborne virus, it can and will easily pass through the 

ventilation system.” 

“The air conditioning?” Megan asked absently. 

“Yes.” 
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Noel belched loudly, sliding from his chair onto the 

floor, frothy white bubbles gurgling from his mouth. 

“Oh, God!” Rachel exclaimed, taking a step 

backwards. “Is he… is he?” 

“Yes,” Dr. Graves announced after checking for a 

pulse. “He’s dead.” 

“I have to notify the captain,” Rachel said, picking 

up the phone. 

“This man needs to be encased in a protective sheath 

and placed somewhere away from all these 

passengers until we land,” Dr. Graves said. “Even if 

that means putting him in the cargo hold. Just 

because Mr. Langford’s dead doesn’t mean the virus 

is. It’s better to be safe than sorry.” 

“I’ll advise the captain of the situation and request 

his permission to stow him in cargo,” Rachel said. 

Turning to Megan, Dr. Graves asked, “Are the two 

of you the only attendants on this flight?” 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Dr. Graves?” Rachel said, putting her hand over the 

phone as she spoke. “The captain approved moving 

him, but we won’t be making an emergency 

landing.” 
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“That’s fine,” he answered. “There’s no reason to 

now.” 

“The Captain said he’ll notify the authorities in Los 

Angeles and put them on alert.” 

“Expect the plane to be quarantined,” Dr. Graves 

said. “And don’t be surprised when a medical crew 

comes aboard wearing hazmat suits.” 

“Why would they do that?” Rachel asked. 

“Precautionary measures,” Dr. Graves answered. 

“When the captain notifies the authorities in L.A. that 

an unexpected and suspicious death occurred in 

flight, they’ll want to know if the passenger was ill 

prior to his demise. The Captain is obligated to 

disclose Mr. Langford’s earlier condition to said 

authorities. When he does, they’ll take proper 

measures to treat the situation much in the same way 

they would a biological threat.” 

“Because they don’t know what to expect, or what 

they might be dealing with?” Megan asked. 

“Exactly. They’ll examine every passenger on board 

for even the minutest of symptoms similar to what 

Mr. Langford displayed. Anyone deplaning in L.A. 

will likely be relocated to a detainment facility where 

they’ll be held for a certain number of days. After the 
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required amount of time in quarantine has ended, and 

if they show no symptoms of being ill, they’ll be 

released to go home. However, if they do show signs 

of sickness, they’ll be transported to a medical 

facility for treatment.” 

“Can they legally do what you just described?” 

Rachel asked. 

“Yes. You and you,” he said, pointing to her and 

Megan. “Me, and everyone else on this plane will be 

quarantined. Especially when they learn how rapidly 

Mr. Langford declined. I’m sure they’ll question you 

about his condition from the time he came aboard 

until the moment he died.” 

“What kind of virus can kill someone that fast?” 

Rachel asked. 

“I have no idea.” 

Flashing red and blue lights from ambulances, fire 

rescue, and police cars were visible even before the 

plane touched down on the tarmac. Notified ahead of 

time, they were on standby at the terminal waiting for 

the aircraft to arrive. 

While still taxiing, the captain’s voice came over the 

intercom. 
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“Ladies and gentlemen, please remain in your seats. 

Due to a medical emergency on this flight, 

disembarking will not be permitted until further 

notice.” 

Passengers glanced nervously back and forth at each 

other, worried expressions on their faces, wondering 

how they’d missed an event as important as a 

medical emergency. 

“L.A. County Fire Rescue has notified me that 

medical personnel will be coming aboard this 

aircraft. However, there’s no cause for alarm. I’ve 

been advised that this is standard protocol following 

an event such as ours. It may delay us in L.A. for an 

extended period while they gather the information 

they need. I assure you that once they’ve done so, and 

we’re cleared to proceed, I will get you all safely to 

your destinations. Again, please remain seated.” 

Noel’s body was placed inside a black body bag, 

along with the mylar blanket he’d been covered with, 

loaded onto a stretcher, and wheeled away by two 

staff members from the coroner’s office while 

shocked passengers gasped in surprise as they 

watched the commotion through their windows. 
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Half an hour later, a white hazmat suit-wearing 

medical team boarded the plane and stood side by 

side next to the door. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” one man began, speaking 

through a glass-shielded helmet with a filtered 

breathing apparatus attached to it. “Don’t be alarmed 

by our apparel. It’s only precautionary. My name is 

Dr. Samuel Sizemore. I’m a virologist at L.A. 

County Regional. This other gentleman with me is 

Dr. Will Patten, also a virologist.” 

In his hand, Dr. Patten held a silver aluminum 

suitcase. Placing it down on the seat, he opened it, 

but didn’t remove anything. 

“I’m sure you’re all curious to know what’s going 

on, so I’ll do my best to tell you what I know so far. 

A passenger on this plane died under suspicious 

circumstances in flight. The report Dr. Patten and I 

received confirmed that the passenger was quite ill 

before expiring. Our job here is to ascertain whether 

there are others on board who are experiencing any 

symptoms similar to what the gentleman displayed. 

With your cooperation, we hope to complete our 

analysis swiftly and have you on your way.” 
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More gasps and curious whispers filled the aircraft, 

the passenger's expressions changing from curiosity 

to fear as they listened to Dr. Sizemore explain their 

predicament. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure 

out that in order for biohazard suited doctors to come 

on board, they suspected whatever the man had died 

from was highly contagious. 

“While we’re not exactly clear on his cause of death, 

because of the information we received regarding his 

rapid decline in health, followed by sudden death, 

we’ve both deduced that the gentleman was likely 

infected with a potent virus at the time of his death.” 

As expected, his statement caused panic. 

Several passengers rose from their seats and began 

making their way towards the front of the plane and 

would inevitably attempt to push their way past the 

doctors. If they’d been more observant, they 

would’ve known beforehand that doing so was an 

enormous waste of time since the door was closed 

and sealed shut. It would remain that way until 

everyone received medical clearance. 

“Please return to your seats,” Dr. Sizemore shouted. 

“No one leaves this plane until I say so.” 
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“You can’t keep us here against our will!” a man 

yelled. 

“I absolutely can, and I intend to. At least until I can 

affirm that none of you are a threat to others.” 

“I’m getting off this plane!” another man shouted, 

pushing his way forward. 

“No, sir, you’re not. Dr. Patten?” 

Dr. Patten reached into the silver suitcase and pulled 

out a device resembling an over-sized laser gun. 

“What Dr. Patten is holding in his hand is a rapid-fire 

injection gun filled with a highly effective sedative 

that will render one unconscious within a matter of 

seconds,” Dr. Sizemore warned the man. “Neither of 

us would prefer to resort to physical force, but if you 

attempt to barge your way through us intending to 

exit this plane, you will leave us with no other choice. 

What will it be, sir? Would you rather return to your 

seat or have a nice, long nap?” 

Reluctantly, the man turned away, mumbling as he 

made his way back to his seat. 

“Now that that issue is settled, allow me to explain 

what Dr. Patten and myself will be doing. It’s quite 

simple, really, and non-intrusive. As I said before, 
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the more willing all of you are to cooperate, the faster 

we can finish. Does everyone understand?” 

A chorus of yeses echoed through the aircraft. 

Everyone was eager to move on and get this over 

with. 

“I’ll be handing each one of you a questionnaire 

asking you a variation of questions. Things like 

where you’ve been for the last week, activities 

you’ve partaken in, what foods you’ve eaten. Once 

you’re finished, we’ll collect the questionnaires and 

review your answers. I cannot stress to you enough 

the importance of being completely honest when 

giving your answers. Understood?” 

Everyone nodded. 

“Good. Before we begin, by a show of hands, is 

anyone aboard this aircraft feeling sick at the 

moment? That includes nausea, headache, sore 

throat, fever. Anyone?” 

No one raised their hands. 

“I know you may all be feeling somewhat frightened 

at the moment, and that’s perfectly normal, 

considering the circumstances. Seeing that none of 

you are reporting any sicknesses, I feel confident 

there’s nothing to worry about right now. Hopefully, 
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once you complete your questionnaires, I can clear 

everyone and allow this plane to continue on without 

further delay.” 

Dr. Sizemore gave a quick smile at the eruption of 

applause. “Thought you might like that.” 

While the passengers completed their paperwork, Dr. 

Sizemore checked the tablet he was holding to see if 

he’d received any information alerting him to a 

possible viral outbreak, but there wasn’t one. If there 

were any others infected with whatever Mr. Langford 

had, the cases hadn’t been reported yet, leading Dr. 

Sizemore to believe that Mr. Langford’s case was an 

isolated incident and his illness not a viral infection 

at all, but a possible food allergy to cuisine ingested 

while in Wuhan that resulted in his death. Prospects 

of what food it might’ve been were endless 

considering that just about anything that moved was 

viewed as consumable, including live bats. 

Mr. Langford’s body was transported to the L.A. 

County Medical Examiner’s Office with a warning 

to proceed with caution while conducting the 

autopsy, and a recommendation to wear full 

hazardous protective gear while doing it. Whether 

the coroner followed the advice was his own choice. 
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Dr. Sizemore also requested that a full toxicology 

panel be performed, including specific testing for the 

presence of poisons. If what Rachel, the flight 

attendant had told him was true, something had killed 

the man quickly, and if it wasn’t viral, then it must 

be biological. Within a few days, he should have a 

copy of the report on his desk. Maybe then he’d have 

a definitive answer.  

Upon completion of assessing the questionnaires, Dr. 

Sizemore discovered that most of the passengers had 

been to the same place as Mr. Langford, and several 

of them had visited the same sites and eaten at the 

same restaurants, yet none of them reported or 

showed any symptoms of having contracted an 

illness, leading Dr. Sizemore to conclude that Mr. 

Langford’s case was, in fact, an isolated incident. 

Therefore, there was no cause to delay the plane and 

its crew any longer. 

Flight 729 was cleared for travel. 

Next stop, Philadelphia. 

Even if Dr. Sizemore had not given clearance for 

travel, he nor anyone else could’ve stopped what was 

looming in the near future. 
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It would remain unclear where or how Noel Langford 

contracted his mysterious illness, but in the short 

span of time from the onset of infection until he died 

aboard Flight 729, he infected the hotel staff, the cab 

driver, the ticketing agent, and every single 

passenger on the plane. 

Every one of them would carry the virus home to 

their friends and loved ones, all of whom would 

continue to spread it to every person they came in 

contact with. 

Thus, the domino effect had begun for the gift that 

would keep on giving… and giving… and giving. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

At the exact same moment that Jim Hardy was 

preparing to begin the day’s wheat harvest and 

Estella, his wife of forty years, was striking a match 

to light the burner on her old gas stove to begin her 

fifth day of canning vegetables, fruits, and jellies to 

sell at the annual Clairmont County bazaar in Cedar’s 

Grove, Oklahoma, over fourteen hundred miles away 

in Canal Point, Florida, Ben Donaldson was engaged 

in a battle with his conscious, trying to determine 

whether he and his family should evacuate from the 

state and head north to escape the monstrous 

hurricane heading their way, or take his chances and 

ride it out like he’d done during every other storm 

he’d been through. Earnestly weighing the pros and 

cons of both, he faced making a crucial decision, and 

he needed to choose quickly before he found himself 

in the dire predicament of having Mother Nature do 

it for him. 

In Widow’s Peak, Washington, Dr. Jacob 

Underwood, Geologist and Volcanologist, was 

working in the field, collecting water samples, 

recording atmospheric measurements, and 
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comparing his current seismology data to the printout 

his boss, Herb Winwood, had given him before 

sending him out on assignment to monitor what he 

determined to be disturbing volcanic activity from 

Mount Cereubus, never realizing as he packed his 

suitcase and gathered all his expensive and necessary 

equipment, it would be his last time ever having to 

do so.   

Harvey Wiseman, in Benedict, Maine, cursed 

beneath his breath as he carried an arm full of 

firewood into his living room and dumped it onto the 

growing heap on the floor beside the fireplace hearth, 

frowning as he stared at the wood, trying to decide if 

he should bring in a couple more armfuls before the 

heavy snow fell. “Snow, my ass,” he grunted. “Who 

the hell ever heard of a snowstorm in July?” When 

he’d first heard the report last week, he’d phoned the 

news station and politely told them that their 

meteorologists needed to lay off the whacky tobacky 

and sloe gin because they were talking pure bullshit 

by telling their viewers to prepare for a blizzard in 

the summer. The lady on the phone laughed at him, 

then politely assured him what the station had 

reported was factual. And once he replaced his trusty 
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old Stetson with his thinking cap, he’d realized she 

might just be right because June hadn’t delivered any 

warm days, like it normally did, and July hadn’t been 

too promising so far. To a Mainer, sixty degrees was 

a hell of a lot warmer than the sub-zero temperatures 

the winter months brought. “You dumb sum’bitches 

better be right about this,” he huffed as he headed 

back outside. “I’m gonna be madder’n a wet hen if 

I’ve done all this work for nothing.” 

Tania Brock was in Rafael’s Point, California, a 

freshman college student studying to get a degree in 

Criminal Justice so she could pursue her dream job 

of working for the Federal Bureau of Investigation, a 

career she’d committed herself to achieving ever 

since she was a little girl and had watched her first 

episode of Twin Peaks. Agent Dale Cooper had been 

her inspiration, and through his character, had 

portrayed, in her opinion, what a real F.B.I. agent 

should look and act like. That he was handsome, 

suave, and debonair had meant nothing to her then, 

but once she’d reached adolescence then adulthood, 

she’d viewed Agent Cooper in a whole new light. 

Love and respect for law and order, and the desire to 

catch criminals and put them in jail where they 
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belonged were the two main motives that’d driven 

her to her decision. Wearing cool black pants suits 

and flashing a shiny badge in the faces of law 

breakers would merely be enjoyable and rewarding 

benefits of the job. She only hoped she would 

eventually become as good of an agent as Cooper had 

been. As she leaned against the trunk of a tree on the 

main campus of the university, a book on deviant 

behavior opened on her lap, she wasn’t aware that 

she was on the brink of experiencing her first, and 

only, earthquake, and that her lifelong dreams would 

never be fulfilled. 

Pastor Maximillian Erwin sat at his desk in the 

rectory of the Visionary Southern Baptist Church in 

Cedartown, Georgia, reviewing and editing the 

sermon he planned to deliver during the next Sunday 

service. The book of Revelations and the end of times 

had been weighing heavily on his mind for the past 

several weeks and he felt compelled to preach about 

it, to instill the word of God in every heart of the 

members of his congregation, knowing full well that 

although many of them attended every church 

service, few had fully turned their lives and hearts 

over to Christ. Revelation 3:16 was the verse that 
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continually played inside his head. “So, because you 

are lukewarm, neither hot nor cold, I am about to spit 

you out of my mouth.” In his heart, Pastor Erwin 

knew exactly what that verse meant. Trying to 

explain it to his parishioners in a fashion they’d 

understand and live by could propose more of a 

challenge than he might expect, however. What 

Pastor Erwin wasn’t aware of while preparing his 

sermon was why he was being compelled so strongly 

to deliver the message. Within a few short days, he 

would come to know why. 

None of these people knew each other and were 

unaware of each other’s existence. They’d never met, 

had no chance encounters, and never would. Not one 

of them knew they were only a handful of bit actors 

that’d been chosen to take part in a play that would 

eventually reveal the greater scheme of things. They 

were all mere pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that, once put 

together with every single piece placed properly, 

would create an entire and explicable picture of the 

grand finale that was taking shape. 

Neither were they aware of the woes of all the others 

or the impending tragedies they were on the brink of 

experiencing. Survivors the world over would 
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remain the same complete and utter strangers in the 

aftermath of events as they were before their 

inception. 

If everyone involved had been forewarned of the 

ultimate plan, most of them still wouldn’t have 

believed, or accepted, the truth, because human 

nature tells one to discard and forget about that which 

does not fit into their personal belief systems. Or that 

which is too horrifying and painful to acknowledge. 

And it can be stated with precise certainty that, given 

a choice, none would have voluntarily participated.  

And then there are those who knew the day would 

come eventually, a finite class of people who had 

heard about it in church for most of their lives, yet 

still dismissed the possibility that it could ever 

happen during their lifetimes. 

Until it did. 

By then, it was too late to do anything to change the 

outcome. 

Their only goal would become simple and singular. 

A fight for survival. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

 

West Lawn of the White House, Washington, DC 

Sue Mason took a deep breath and held her head high 

as she entered the West Wing of the White House and 

glided down the blue carpeted hallway to her desk 

situated outside the Oval Office. 

“Good morning, George,” she said cheerfully to the 

Secret Service Agent posted outside her boss’s office 

door, aware his job didn’t permit him to engage in 

casual conversation with her. She didn’t even know 

his proper name because he wore no identification 

badge. None of the Secret Service agents did. The 

ones she was familiar with she recognized by face, 

not by name. From the first day she’d seen him at his 

post she’d called him George, and since he hadn’t 

protested or corrected her, she’d been calling him 

that ever since. It was more important than ever that 

she follow her normal routine today, just as she’d 

done every morning for the past two years, acting as 

if the day were as typical as any other. 

Except that it wasn’t. This day was going to turn out 

like none anyone had ever seen before. Even if she 
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wanted to change her mind and turn back, it was too 

late. She’d already prepared the packages containing 

copies of incriminating documents against Lucius 

Maximus that were going to journalists of her 

choosing. The ones she trusted and knew would go 

public with the dark secrets behind the Maximus 

administration. Fay Bennett at the Washington 

Chronicle would receive hers within a couple of 

days, as would Greta Turnbull at the Worldwide 

News Agency, and Gail Peters at World at A Glance 

newspaper. She’d also stashed an extra copy of all 

the papers in a safe deposit box at her bank, and no 

one other than her and the bank manager had a key. 

She’d been contemplating sending the material for 

several months, deciding the time had come to follow 

through with her intentions after learning about 

Maximus’ decision to ignore the threat of a possible 

deadly pandemic that had the capability of becoming 

an E.L.E.–extinction level event. Ignoring the advice 

of scientists and specialists who’d dealt with 

outbreaks before, Maximus, being the narcissistic, 

sociopathic, know-it-all asshole that he was, had 

made it clear to them and everyone else in the 

meetings that it was him who made the decisions, and 
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if they knew what was best for them and their 

medical and professional futures, they’d do well to 

listen to him and follow his orders instead of acting 

on their own instincts. 

“Sir, you understand that if this virus crosses into the 

United States from China, it has the potential to kill 

millions of Americans?” That was one of the first 

questions proposed to him by Dr. Anthony Foster, an 

immunologist with the Arlington Research Institute 

for the Study of Viral Diseases, at the first 

administrative meeting held after learning of a viral 

outbreak in China that could become a threat to 

America. “To ignore our advice and not take 

precautions to protect American citizens is the 

equivalent of committing mass murder. It would be 

nothing short of negligible homicide.” 

That was the moment she’d seen how truly vile 

Maximus was, when his evil persona reared its ugly 

head and rose to the surface, brilliantly displayed for 

all to see. 

Maximus’ face turned a bright shade of purplish red, 

the veins in his neck bulging so profusely that they 

appeared to be on the verge of exploding. His dark 

eyes raged with fury as he slammed a heavy fist 
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down onto the table. “Who the fuck do you think 

you’re talking to? Don’t you fucking ever make 

baseless allegations like that against me again!” he 

hissed, spittle flying from his mouth. “If you even so 

much as think it, I’ll personally make sure that your 

medical license is nothing more than a worthless 

piece of paper, and by the time I’m finished with you, 

you’ll be begging for a cook’s job at a local 

hamburger joint. Do I make myself clear?” 

Dr. Foster nodded, his jaws twitching in anger, 

wanting to respond but knowing better than to further 

anger the president. 

“I’m sorry,” Maximus sneered. “I didn’t hear you.” 

“Yes,” Dr. Foster said. 

“Yes, what?” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. President.” 

“That’s better,” Maximus gloated. “Now, let me see 

if I can ask you a question that you might have an 

answer to, since you’re such a hotshot viral expert.” 

While attendees in the meeting had laughed to 

appease Maximus, she’d sat in silence cringing 

through the entire humiliating episode, taking 

minutes and adding side notes, her loathing for the 

man growing deeper by the second. 
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“Is it or is it not true that a virus, any type of virus, 

has no cure and must be dealt with by allowing it to 

run its course, and when it’s finished, it’ll simply 

die?” 

“Generally speaking, yes, but…” At that point, she’d 

made a note that Dr. Foster had wanted to add 

something further to his statement about the 

particular virus they were dealing with, but Maximus 

cut him off and wouldn’t allow him to say anything 

else, feeling it was an important note to make since 

she’d likely never have the chance to ask Dr. Foster 

what he was going to say. Chances of him ever 

attending another meeting were slim.  

Like everyone else who’d ever crossed or dared to 

stand up to Maximus, Dr. Foster would soon be 

history as far as his administrative post went. 

It was what Maximus said next that prompted her to 

decide to go public with what she knew about him. 

“Nope, nope, nope,” Maximus protested, holding a 

hand up to stop him. “There are no buts. A virus is a 

virus, regardless of where it originated from. If 

people die, they die. That’s life. It is what it is. Deal 

with it. I’m of the opinion that the threat simply isn’t 

serious enough to warrant shutting down the world, 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

46 
 

as you and your cohorts have suggested,” Maximus 

said to Dr. Foster. “What good would that do if 

they’re going to die anyway?” he added with a light 

chuckle. “With that said, you will follow my orders 

and do as I say. News of a virus possibly entering the 

country is not to be made public. The less people 

know about it, the better off they are, especially for 

an event that would cause panic and chaos. Any 

further information or reports regarding the progress 

of the virus are to come to me directly, with no copies 

forwarded to any other department. Does everyone 

understand?” 

Every person sitting at the table glanced back and 

forth at each other, nervous and unsettled by his 

bizarre request, yet all agreeing to his demand, 

exhibiting what obedient puppets they truly were. 

“Yes,” they all said in unison. 

“I think we can all agree that some things are better 

left unknown,” he added. “This is one of those 

things.” 

Had she understood him correctly? Had the President 

of the United States just said that citizens were not to 

be made aware of a possible impending health crisis 

that could cost them their lives? Why would he 
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choose to remain silent about such an important and 

dangerous issue? She was astonished to hear him 

make such an irresponsible remark, but she’d heard 

him say it and had taken the minutes to prove it. 

She’d hoped she was wrong about the feeling she’d 

had after he’d made that statement. To her, it seemed 

as though he actually wanted the virus to spread and 

kill innocent bystanders. Who, in their right mind, 

would push to advance such a tragedy? 

The most powerful man on earth refused to take 

precautions to keep safe those who he’d sworn to 

protect. Instead of seeking a way to prevent 

devastation, he wanted all information about the 

virus quashed and wouldn’t even allow voices of 

reason to speak. 

One thing she was sure of was that while Maximus 

might very well be able to keep his staff quiet, he 

could never silence the media, no matter how many 

times he complained about their dishonesty and bias 

towards him. And they’d find out about this, too. 

When they did, they’d all do what the president had 

refused to do. Warn the American people of an 

impending viral threat. 
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To her knowledge, Dr. Foster nor any of the other 

scientists involved in collecting the virus data had 

suggested shutting down the world, as Maximus had 

put it. What they had suggested was imposing a 

travel ban to prevent the possibility of foreign 

travelers from entering the states and spreading the 

virus. They’d also recommended issuing health alerts 

advising the public of a potential outbreak and how 

to take precautions against infection. Everything 

they’d suggested sounded reasonable to her, but 

Maximus disagreed, objecting to even the slightest of 

recommendations. 

“If adults have to be told to wash their hands and 

practice good personal hygiene, then their problem is 

much worse than any virus ever could be,” he’d 

stated. 

He was hell-bent on keeping the news of a deadly 

viral spread out of the public domain, and not one of 

his cabinet members protested or objected to his 

careless decision. She found that not only appalling, 

but disheartening. Screw them all, she’d decided. If 

you won’t tell the public, then I will. 

She supposed she shouldn’t have expected anything 

less out of the man. He was completely devoid of any 
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kind of human emotion. Ruthless, heartless, and 

soulless with no compassion, empathy, or sympathy 

for anyone. 

In the two and a half years he’d been in office, he’d 

either changed or completely nixed multiple 

programs and events. National Day of Prayer no 

longer existed. Praying inside or anywhere near the 

White House was prohibited. Anyone caught doing 

so would be terminated from their position 

immediately. Conversations about religious beliefs 

had been banned. Employees weren’t even allowed 

to have any kind of spiritual keepsakes in their 

offices. No Bibles. No angel statues. Nothing. Lucius 

Maximus scoffed at anyone who dared to proclaim 

Christianity, laughing at them and mocking them. He 

was practically anti everything, unless it was a cause 

that benefited him personally. 

He could talk a friendly game and speak the words 

that people wanted to hear, but the center of his world 

was himself. The man didn’t even like animals, for 

crying out loud, and had repeatedly voiced his 

disdain about domesticated pets, claiming that he 

couldn’t understand why anyone would allow the 

filthy vermin inside their homes, pissing and shitting 
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all over the floor and carpet, or shedding on their 

furniture. 

Sometimes she swore the man ate fire and brimstone 

for dinner, and the indigestion it gave him came forth 

with vile and bitter words. 

“Sue,” he shouted over the loud stir of voices. “These 

minutes are for the file only. They’re not to be 

disseminated to anyone.” 

She’d nodded in stunned agreement, pretending to be 

as uncaring as he was all while knowing what she 

had to do. 

Was she scared? Hell yes she was. Her heart was 

racing as fast as a thoroughbred heading into the final 

lap of the Kentucky Derby. But to know what she 

knew and not make it public would be extremely 

dangerous, deadly, and quite frankly, would make 

her no better of a person than Maximus and his team 

of evildoers. Not only would it be perilous for her, 

but for every person living on the planet, and she 

wanted absolutely no part in his devious plot to 

engage in mass destruction.  

Standing nearly seven feet tall, his appearance alone 

was intimidating. He always looked down his nose at 

everyone, considering them to be beneath him, and 
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treated most as if they were nothing more than a 

bothersome dog turd stuck to the bottom of his shoe 

that needed to be scraped off on the nearest sidewalk 

curb. 

He had his moments when he could be charming, but 

it was usually because he wanted something in 

return. Lucius Maximus never did a thing for anyone 

out of the goodness of his heart. That would be 

impossible considering he didn’t have one. 

When she’d applied for the position of 

Administrative Assistant to the President of the 

United States, she’d done so with a mixture of hope, 

pleasure, and gratitude, hoping she’d be chosen to fill 

the position, happy and grateful for the opportunity 

to apply because it would be an honor to serve her 

country, even if it were in such a meager position as 

a secretary. In the beginning, she’d known little 

about Lucius Maximus, except that before running 

for office, he’d been a successful entrepreneur and 

self-made billionaire who owned hundreds of 

expensive commercial and rental properties. 

“Great,” she’d thought. “He’s not a politician. 

Maybe he can do for this country what no other 

president has done.” She’d certainly gotten that part 
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right. Except what he’d done wasn’t a positive thing, 

nor was it for the betterment of the country and its 

people as a whole. 

One of her job responsibilities was to attend meetings 

in the oval office, take minutes, then transcribe them. 

It was during those meetings that she’d learned more 

about Maximus than she’d cared to know, telling 

herself early on that he was the type of person who’d 

deny making statements that he’d actually made, so 

it was important for her to have bona fide proof to 

support her allegations. He’d also made plenty of 

extremely questionable decisions, with the help of 

his equally cruel cabinet members, which were 

deeply disturbing and could’ve had a detrimental 

effect on the safety and well-being of the American 

people. Sometimes, they had, like the one she 

considered the last straw for her in his never-ending 

reign of cruelty. It was his lack of care and concern 

and nonchalant attitude that pushed her to decide to 

go public with everything she knew about him. 

Whenever she’d taken minutes, she’d written them 

in shorthand because no one other than her could 

read them, making side notes to herself to add as 

emphasis whenever she typed the transcriptions. 
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Instead of taking the risk of being caught with an 

unauthorized flash drive, she’d begun emailing 

copies of all minutes, memorandums, and letters to 

her private email account. From home, she printed 

them then deleted the digital copies, erasing any trail 

she may have left behind. 

For two years she’d sat in on meetings, listening to 

Maximus and his cabinet engage in sexist and racist 

conversations, keeping her mouth shut and her ears 

open because, God forbid, anyone should ever call 

out Lucius Maximus about wrongdoing. Other than 

Dr. Foster, she’d seen it happen one other time, and 

witnessing both events had been enough to convince 

her that not only was he a vile and vindictive person 

but also an immoral and callous man. 

Topics of discussion in some of those meetings stood 

out more than others because of the subject, such as 

the meeting on border security that she recalled. 

Maximus and all of his administrative team sat 

around the oblong oak table, their yellow legal pads 

in front of them for jotting down important points of 

the meeting.  

“What’s the first topic of discussion?” Maximus 

asked. 
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Tony Spencer, his senior policy advisor, spoke up. 

“We need to talk about construction of a border 

wall.” 

Maximus leaned forward and crossed his arms on top 

of the table. “There’s nothing to discuss,” he stated 

flatly. “A wall isn’t necessary. To begin construction 

on one would be a tremendous waste of taxpayer 

dollars, wouldn’t you agree?” 

“No, sir, I wouldn’t consider it a waste of money at 

all,” Tony replied bravely. “Something has to be 

done to stop illegal border crossings and I feel that a 

border wall is our best strategy.” 

With his usual condescending sneer, Maximus stared 

coldly at Tony. “You feel, do you? Let me ask you 

something, Tony. Do we, or do we not, have border 

patrol agents?” 

“We do, sir.” 

“Are the agents armed?” 

“Yes, sir, they are.” 

“With real guns and real bullets?” 

Tony laughed, an action one did not take with Lucius 

Maximus. “Are you serious?” 

Without emotion, Maximus replied, “Do I look like 

I’m joking?” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

55 
 

“No, sir, I suppose you don’t. Yes, Mr. President, the 

guns and bullets are real.” 

“There’s your answer.” 

“I beg your pardon?” Tony asked, frowning. 

“I’ll explain how simple it is. Pay attention, you 

might learn something.” Maximus glanced from 

member to member, making sure everyone was 

listening to him before continuing. “The duty of a 

border agent is to monitor illegal crossings. Their job 

is to make sure none happen. The solution is to 

eliminate the problem at the point of occurrence. Do 

you understand what I’m saying?” 

Tony stared at Maximus with wide-eyed disbelief. 

“If I’m understanding you correctly, sir, you’re 

saying that the border patrol agents should fire their 

weapons at immigrants caught crossing the border 

into the United States.” 

Maximus clapped slowly. “Well, give you a red 

lollipop, you were paying attention.” 

“Sir, these are human beings we’re talking about,” 

Tony argued. “Most of them come here seeking 

asylum while waiting to obtain a legal path to 

citizenship. All they want is to have a chance at a 

better life.” 
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“Then they can seek it somewhere else,” Maximus 

declared. “Not here.” 

Chief of Staff, Garrett Blake, spoke. “Sir, you can’t 

simply shoot people on sight for illegal crossing. 

Murder is against the law, no matter who you are. 

You really should reconsider your decision.” 

Maximus did not fare well at being confronted. “Tell 

you what, Tony. Make sure the order states that the 

agents are hereby authorized to shoot to kill. As far 

as I’m concerned, they can blow the fuckers into a 

million pieces. That’s the best solution. I’d hate to 

have a bunch of maimed fuckers filing lawsuits 

against our government.” 

Tony shook his head.  

“Is that gesture one of incredulity, or are you refusing 

to follow my orders?” Maximus asked. 

“Sir, you do realize that several of the immigrants 

will have children with them?” 

“What’s your point?” 

“What do we do about the children?” 

“Same as the parents,” Maximus replied. “It’s not the 

responsibility of the United States to raise their 

illegitimate bastards for free. Is that clear enough for 

you?” 
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“Indeed it is, sir,” Garrett answered tartly. 

“What’s next on the agenda?” Maximus asked as 

casually as if he were asking for a slice of chocolate 

cake. 

Every single person around the table sat in stunned 

silence, none of them brave enough to speak up or 

speak out about such immorality, fearful for their 

own political and financial futures. 

She’d concluded that their choice to remain a part of 

his callous administration could be attributed to one 

or many things. Either they’d fallen victim to his 

monolithic ability to sway them into his ungodly 

circle, their own lust and desire for power and 

authority, that he possessed incriminating 

information he could use against them that would 

ruin them personally and politically should they 

betray him, or because they actually enjoyed being a 

part of his heartless administration. If the latter was 

the reason they stayed, then that meant they were all 

as equally corrupt as Maximus himself. 

“Nothing,” Tony said, gathering his pen and pad and 

rising from the table. “Nothing else was scheduled. I 

thought this topic would be a much longer 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

58 
 

conversation. I guess I was wrong,” he said before 

exiting the conference room. 

Neither Tony Spencer nor Garrett Blake attended 

another meeting. 

Both men were fired and replaced that very afternoon 

by staff who were almost as cunning as Maximus 

himself. 

Sue sat down at her desk and began preparing for the 

day’s activities like she did every other morning, 

except that this would be her last time doing so. 

When she left for the day, she would not be returning. 

She’d never deserted a job in her life without notice, 

but this was a walkout she’d never regret. 

Come Monday, she expected the phone calls to start 

coming in from the journalists she’d be sending the 

documents to, wanting to verify their authenticity 

and confirm that she wanted to go public. 

Her answer to both would be yes, but she didn’t want 

to be sitting at her desk inside the White House 

whenever her cell phone rang. 

Lucius Maximus and all his filthy lies, evil doings, 

and sinful corruption, were about to be exposed, 

showing the world what a repulsive monstrosity he 

truly was. 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

59 
 

 

* * * * * 

 

The Oval Office, White House, Washington, DC 

“You wanted to see me?” Vice President Greg 

Coates asked, standing at the doorway to the 

President’s office. 

“Come in and close the door,” Maximus instructed, 

reclining in his chair and propping his feet on the 

corner of the resolute desk. “Sit,” he commanded, 

pointing to a paisley-print, cloth covered chair across 

from him. 

There were multitudes of people he didn’t care for. 

Greg Coates topped the list for most despised. He 

was a weasel of a man. Short in stature, thin and 

lanky, balding head, and lifeless, dull eyes the color 

of a dog turd. Coates was well-known for putting on 

a show of bravery and hardness for those around him, 

pretending to be a tough as nails kind of guy. He 

wasn’t. In actuality, he was a weak pussy of a man 

who was scared of his own damned shadow and 

cowered away from confrontations of any sort. He’d 

pay good money to watch him in a man-to-man 

showdown with someone who actually was tough 
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and didn’t need to emulate being so. It would make 

for one hell of a display and might even make him 

engage in an emotion he wasn’t prone to. Laughing. 

Lucius Maximus believed in giving credit where it 

was due, and he had to hand it to Coates. He was one 

hell of a smart guy and knew Washington inside and 

out, which was beneficial to him. However, none of 

those things were the reason he’d requested him to 

be his running mate in the Presidential election. 

Able to see deep into Coates’ soul, he knew the man 

harbored an even deeper animosity towards 

humanity than he did. That one trait alone was more 

valuable than knowing how to plow his way through 

lobbyists and politicians. He could easily imagine 

Coates being that nerdy kid at school who no one 

paid attention to but was secretly plotting to either 

bomb the campus or go on a frenzied shooting spree, 

killing everyone in sight then taking pleasure in the 

bloodshed, body count, and carnage created by his 

deep and dark hatred for humanity, never considering 

the consequences for his actions.  

There was another, more important, reason Coates 

had been chosen. Not by him, but by a higher power. 

They both had a master to serve and were both 
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governed to fulfill a task that was meant to be. Their 

objective was on the precipice of being executed. 

“After months of waiting, the time has finally arrived 

for us to launch Operation Wormwood,” Maximus 

stated flatly. “We’ll use the viral outbreak in China 

to our advantage. Since their virus has already 

breached the shores of the United States, sicknesses 

and deaths will be blamed on their carelessness. The 

general population is too stupid to figure out the 

differences between the two.” 

“I understand,” Coates replied in a deadpan tone. 

“How is this to be done?” 

“Disclosing detailed information to you is not of 

concern at the moment. What is important, however, 

is that you successfully complete the task that’s been 

assigned to you,” Maximus replied, passing him a 

folded sheet of paper. “You are to speak only to the 

man whose name I wrote there. The address is 

included. I’ve already been in contact with him. He’s 

expecting you. Use the passcode I’ve provided so 

he’ll know you’re there at my request, and so he’ll 

know you are who you say you are.” 

“I’m the Vice President of the United States,” Coates 

stated matter-of-factly. “I’m sure he knows who I am 
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without having to identify myself by citing a 

password.” 

“Yes, I suppose he does,” Maximus replied snidely. 

“Is this gentleman part of our operation?” Coates 

asked. 

“Not in a way that he’s aware of.” 

“How did you get him to cooperate, if you don’t 

mind me asking?” 

“In a manner that he recognized as a demand, not a 

request. Let’s suffice it to say that I got my point 

across in a way that resulted in his full cooperation. 

That’s why you’ll be paying him a visit today to 

collect what he owes me.” 

“What is it I’ll be obtaining from him?” 

“A small package.” 

“What does the package contain?” 

“Nothing you need to know about just yet.” 

“As second in charge of the operation, don’t you 

think I have the right to know?” 

“It wasn’t my decision, Greg. Your instructions are 

simply to take possession of the package. Nothing 

more, nothing less. Unless you prefer to question the 

higher-ups. I highly recommend that you don’t. If 
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you want to continue being a part of this operation 

and administration, that is.” 

“As you wish,” Coates replied cautiously, thinking it 

best not to overstep his boundaries and pressure him 

any further for an answer. He’d seen the results of 

Maximus’ unadulterated fury enough times to know 

that he had no desire to be on the receiving end of 

one of his venomous tongue lashings. “In 

consideration of where I’m going, I must ask what 

the possibilities are that he’ll reveal to the authorities 

what you’ve requested of him?” 

His eyes red with anger, Maximus glared at him. 

“None,” he snapped. “He’s been duly warned what 

will happen if he defies me.” 

“Do you trust him to heed that warning?” 

“After describing in visual detail the agony and pain 

he’d be subjected to should he renege, I think the 

answer to your question is yes.” 

“I just want to be assured that there won’t be any 

hiccups that could derail our mission.” 

“There won’t be. In the unlikely event that he should 

divulge my request, I’ll simply deny it then have him 

dealt with in a worse manner than I initially 

expressed, which would be most unfortunate for him. 
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Anyway, you know how loyal my supporters are. 

They love me. In their eyes, I can do no wrong. 

They’ll never believe a word he says against me. 

They’ll believe only what I tell them.” 

“Must be all that charm and charisma you possess,” 

Coates stated wryly. “What am I to do with the 

package after I retrieve it?” 

Maximus passed him another folded sheet of paper. 

“Deliver it to that man. I’ve been in contact with him 

as well. Like Dr. Foster, he’s expecting you.” 

“May I ask if plans are in order to further the mission 

and carry it out completely?” 

“You may ask, and yes, they are. The name written 

on the second sheet of paper is a water plant manager 

who was quite eager to assist. For a price, that is. 

Therefore, I’d say that everything is lined up and 

ready to go at my command. What you’re picking up 

is the final piece that’ll set it all in motion.” 

“A water plant, sir? I don’t understand the 

significance.” 

“It’s the perfect plan for carrying out our mission, 

Greg. Do you have any idea how many tourists flock 

to DC every single day? Visitors come from all over 

the world. While they’re here, they drink the water, 
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bathe in the water, use it to brew coffee, use it to 

cook, fill baby bottles with it.” 

“In other words, everyone in DC uses water from the 

same facility, and whoever drinks or uses it will 

ingest whatever is being introduced into the water 

supply.” 

“Now you get it,” Maximus stated, snapping his 

fingers. “The objective, Greg, is to bring about 

maximum casualties. The virus from China isn’t 

enough to ensure that happens. I’ve received 

instructions to oversee the creation of a new strain 

that will practically eradicate humanity.” 

“That’s where this guy comes in?” Coates asked, 

holding up the first sheet of paper.  

“Yes. He, too, was chosen. I’m not the one who 

picked him for the job. He was selected for me.” 

“I see,” Coates said. “Out of curiosity, and because 

I’m not a scientist, I have to ask a question,” he said, 

pausing as he awaited the president’s approval. 

Maximus irritatingly waved his arm, prompting 

Coates to continue. 

“How does one alter the potency of a virus, or modify 

its efficacy to the point that it would increase its 

ability to kill those who are infected with it?” 
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“By boosting it with a deadlier strain, or with a whole 

new virus altogether,” Maximus explained. “Think 

about it this way, Greg,” he said, holding up his 

hands. With his left index finger, he said, “Exhibit A 

contains the original virus from China. Exhibit B,” 

he continued, raising his right index finger, “contains 

the modified strain. Regardless of which one of the 

viruses a person becomes infected with, they’re 

going to spread it to others. Now imagine the two 

viruses colliding, which they inevitably will do at 

some point in time. The combination of the two will 

create a viral strain unknown to mankind, and will 

have no cure,” Maximus exclaimed, slapping the 

palms of both hands on the top of his desk, startling 

Coates. “Boom!” he bellowed. “Instant death the 

world over.” 

“That’s why I’m making a trip to the institute,” 

Coates said. “To collect a deadly virus that I will 

deliver to the man at the water plant, who will, in 

turn, pour it into the town’s water supply, thus 

infecting everyone who ingests the water.” Coates 

smiled evilly. “Brilliant plan, sir. I love it.” 

“Don’t thank me,” Maximus stated. “It wasn’t my 

idea. I’m only following orders.” 
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Coates stared at the two pieces of paper he held. “I 

do have one other question, sir.” 

Maximus sighed heavily in frustration. “What is it 

now, Greg?” 

“Are you sure that this solution is all we need to help 

us complete our goal?” 

Instead of answering, Maximus glared at him, his 

expression relaying much more than words ever 

could. 

“Fine,” he stated in his robotic, monotone voice as he 

rose from his chair. “I shall go now,”  

“Take this,” Maximus said, placing a briefcase on his 

desk. 

“What is it?” 

“Open it.” 

Coates’ eyes widened as he stared at the contents. 

“In case he asks to see his money first,” Maximus 

said. “Open the case and show it to him, but don’t let 

him touch it. Once he completes his assignment, you 

know what to do.” 

“Indeed, I do,” Coates replied, closing the briefcase 

and exiting the office. 

“Miserable little cock sucker,” Maximus hissed as 

Coates closed the office door. 
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President Lucius Maximus was correct in his 

statement when he told Coates that DC attracts 

millions of visitors a day from every corner of the 

world. 

Tourists weren’t the only ones inside the nation’s 

capital on a daily basis. To make his mission 

successful, it’d require the participation of everyone 

in Washington, DC, from DC residents to the 

commuters who worked in DC but lived in Maryland 

or Virginia. 

It would also require the cooperation of the worst 

species on the planet. 

Corrupt politicians.  

Every person in the city would drink or use the water 

in one form or another. When they did, Operation 

Wormwood would be underway. 

Unknown to any of them, they’d all be taking a free 

souvenir from Washington, DC, home with them, 

undeniably sharing their special gift with every other 

human they came into contact with. 

The lethal virus would spread uncontrollably as it 

was intended to do. 

Not only inside the United States. 

But globally. 
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* * * * * 

 

Arlington Research Institute for the Study of 

Viral Diseases, Washington, DC 

Dr. Anthony Foster gazed at the small glass vial he 

held in his gloved hand, his mind foggy and 

confused. He was pissed and deeply concerned that 

he’d been ordered by the most powerful man on earth 

to willfully hand over the highly toxic mixture he’d 

concocted at the President’s demanding insistence. 

“There’s something I want you to do for me,” 

Maximus told him over the phone following the 

shitshow of a meeting when he’d dared to confront 

him about the lack of action he’d chosen to take 

regarding a virus that originated from China with the 

potential to wreak havoc inside the United States. 

What the good doctor wasn’t aware of, however, was 

that his name was revealed to Maximus in an 

extraordinary way. If he’d revealed who’d 

recommended him, he wouldn’t have believed it 

anyway, so why bother? “You owe me one after your 

blatant show of disrespect towards me this morning.” 

Ignoring the intended condescension, he asked, 

“What can I do for you, sir?” 
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“You’re going to mix me a potent cocktail,” 

Maximus answered bluntly. “One that’s survivable 

in water.” 

“Excuse me, sir?” 

“I really should work on my communication skills,” 

Maximus stated dryly. “What I need from you is a 

mixture containing a highly contagious virus that’s 

capable of surviving in water. The deadlier you can 

make it, the better.” 

“What?” Dr. Foster shouted. “Why in the hell would 

I do that?” 

“Dr. Foster,” Maximus hissed angrily. “It would be 

in your best interest not to speak to me in such a 

blasphemous tone. Do I need to remind you exactly 

who you’re speaking to?” 

“That won’t be necessary.” I know who I’m talking 

to, you contemptuous prick, he thought. “My 

apologies, sir,” he replied. 

“That’s better. I’m sure it sounds rather strange to 

you for me to make such a request, but I can assure 

you it’s for a legitimate reason. Trust me when I tell 

you I’m not plotting anything nefarious,” he insisted. 

“It was requested of me to obtain it to be used as a 

study tool for a project that’s currently being worked 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

71 
 

on by a group of anonymous scientists at an 

undisclosed private institute.” 

“Who are the scientists and which institute are they 

working for?” 

Maximus was lying.  

Reputable scientists and researchers would have 

never contacted him personally to make such an 

outrageous request. There were procedures and 

protocols in place for scientists to obtain samples of 

any type of deadly viral strain. They would have 

known it was mandatory to go through the proper 

channels to receive approval for their request. 

Additionally, only those with Bio-Level 4 clearances 

were allowed to enter the lab where the samples are 

kept. 

Unfortunately for him, Maximus knew he held said 

clearance. 

“Did I not just say the researchers are anonymous? 

In case you’re not sure what that means, their names 

are undisclosed.” 

“I know what anonymous means, sir, and I’m of the 

opinion that it matters considerably who’s requesting 

such an abhorrent potion, and why. If a deadly virus 

like what you’re requesting ended up in the wrong 
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hands for the wrong reasons, the end results would 

be beyond devastating. It could have the potential to 

extirpate the entire human race.” 

“I understand your concern, Dr. Foster. You have my 

word that isn’t my intention.” 

“With all due respect, sir, if I were to make this 

cocktail for study and research reasons, I’m 

assuming it’d be used as a tool for constructing a 

biological weapon.” 

“I suppose it doesn’t hurt to confirm that much. On 

that assumption, you are correct, Dr. Foster.” 

“Then why isn’t it being requested from someone in 

the defense department, or an authorized scientist 

from this other institute you spoke of?” 

“To bypass all the red tape such a request would 

cause,” Maximus answered. “Let me see if I can put 

this into business terms to help you better 

understand. I’m the man at the top of the corporate 

ladder, the one who can get things done without 

asking approval and without delay, the go-to guy, so 

to speak. When I say jump, you ask how high.” 

“I’m sorry, sir, but I’m going to have to deny your 

request. Have someone who has the authority to do 

so file a DD-777 and submit it through the proper 
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channels. I refuse to voluntarily provide a vial of 

deadly toxin to anyone without substantial approval. 

Even you, sir.” 

Maximus clenched his fists in fury. Who the hell was 

this man to tell him no? He was the chosen one, the 

President of the United States, for fuck’s sake. He’d 

been commissioned to fulfill a highly important 

strategy and this measly pissant of a man wasn’t 

going to prevent him from obeying his orders. 

“This is not going according to plan,” he finally said, 

struggling to conceal his bitter anger. “You came 

highly recommended to assist your country in the 

completion of this assignment. I would’ve thought 

you’d be a bit more cooperative, but I guess I was 

wrong for making such an assumption. Perhaps I can 

persuade you another way,” he said, pausing for 

several seconds. “Check your messages, Dr. Foster. 

I just sent you quite an important one.” 

“What the hell is this?” Dr. Foster asked, staring at 

what he perceived to be a threatening message that 

Maximus sent to his phone. 

“Is that your daughter?” 

Dr. Foster swallowed hard. “You know good and 

damn well it is.” 
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“How much do you love her?” 

“What?” 

“You heard me. How much do you love her?” 

“With all my heart.” 

“Would you be willing to die for her?” 

“In a heartbeat.” 

“I thought so. Would you say she’d be willing to do 

the same for you?” 

“She’s only six years old. I seriously doubt she even 

knows what an ultimatum is.” 

“Do you know what a rack is, Dr. Foster?” 

“A rack? I’m not sure I’m following you.” 

“It’s a mechanism used in medieval times to punish 

lawbreakers and evil-doers, Dr. Foster. The whole 

point of using it was to inflict as much pain as 

possible on those who refused to comply with rules. 

It requires the person to lie down on a wooden base 

while tying their arms and legs to moveable objects 

with rope. Items like wheels or horses, and when set 

in motion, literally rips a person’s limbs from their 

body. If the initial shock doesn’t kill them, then the 

loss of blood most certainly will. Is that an adequate 

enough explanation for you?” 
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“I know what it is, but what does it have to do with 

me or my daughter?” 

“Everything,” Maximus replied. “Because, Dr. 

Foster, if you refuse to do as I’ve instructed, I can 

promise you we will use this torture technique on 

your precious little girl, and I will personally ensure 

that you’re made to watch while it happens. Do I 

make myself clear?” 

“You despicable son of a bitch,” Dr. Foster seethed. 

“You wouldn’t dare.” 

Maximus gave a short, evil snicker. “You obviously 

don’t know me well at all if you think for one second 

that I wouldn’t. I’d do it without a moment’s 

hesitation. Are you brave enough to test me?” 

“You’re a sick bastard.” 

“Perhaps, but I’m also a man who gets what he 

wants, regardless of what actions I have to take to get 

it.” 

“Why am I not surprised?” Foster replied 

sarcastically. 

“Before you say no again, Dr. Foster, allow me to 

inform you that I know everything there is to know 

about you. Where you live, your wife’s name and 

where she works, the name of the school your 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

76 
 

daughter attends. The important things, you 

understand. Do you comprehend what I’m saying?” 

The immoral son of a bitch had left him with no 

choice, forcing him to go against every personal and 

medical standard he believed in for the sake of saving 

his innocent daughter from an excruciatingly painful 

death. 

The calm and assuredness of his tone convinced him 

that Maximus meant every word he’d said and would 

follow through on his threat without an ounce of 

regret. 

“I intend to file an ethics complaint against you for 

this,” Foster warned. 

Maximus burst out in laughter. “Enlighten me, Dr. 

Foster. Exactly who do you intend to report it to? The 

Ethics Committee? The Pentagon? Your research 

institute? Are you not aware that I have advocates 

appointed in every department who keep me apprised 

of all situations, men and women who would 

willfully sacrifice their own lives for my benefit? 

You, on the other hand, are nothing to them. They 

would ensure that your so-called complaint would 

never see the light of day.” 
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What an arrogant prick, Foster thought. 

Unfortunately, he was right. There really wasn’t 

anyone trustworthy he could go to. Maximus had 

yes-men and yes-women posted at every corner in 

every department who were his eyes and ears, 

protecting him like he was some kind of a god or holy 

entity. He was backed into a corner with no way out. 

If Maximus was bold enough to threaten murdering 

his young daughter if he failed to comply with his 

request, then he had to believe that he’d meant it, and 

he’d never allow him to harm her. No matter what he 

had to do to prevent it. 

Even if it meant betraying his country.  

Conceding to his defeat, he sighed heavily into the 

phone. “Fine,” he stated sharply. “I’ll do as you 

asked.” 

“I’m glad you see things my way. I thought you 

might. One other thing, Dr. Foster. Should you 

decide you want to divulge our conversation or my 

request to anyone in the outside world, especially to 

the press, I will find out about it. When I do, I will 

keep my promise regarding your daughter. Consider 

it punishment for betraying me. You might want to 
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think about that before you decide to run your 

mouth.” 

“How soon do you need it?” 

“Right now.” 

“That’s impossible. It’ll take me several days to get 

the samples. I need at least a week.” 

“Done. I’ll check back with you in a few days to see 

how your work is progressing.” 

He hung up without saying anything else. No 

goodbye, thank you, or kiss my ass.  

What was he supposed to do except obey his orders? 

Lucius Maximus wasn’t the type of man to kid 

around about dismembering his daughter in front of 

him. He was a man of his word, and he knew if he 

crossed him in the slightest of ways, it’d be his young 

daughter who suffered the consequences. 

He'd done his best to try to figure a way out of 

granting Maximus’ request. He’d considered taking 

his family and running away, but that would’ve 

required an explanation to his wife about why they 

were fleeing in the first place, why their daughter was 

being snatched out of a school that she loved, and 

why he was deserting a job that he’d always 

treasured. And he had. Until Maximus fucked that up 
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just like he did everything else he touched. There was 

also the not-so-subtle warning Maximus had given 

him, letting him know that unseen eyes were 

watching him and that he’d know every step he took, 

every move he made, and if he tried to escape, he or 

one of his stalwarts would halt him dead in his tracks. 

What good would it have done to abscond, anyway? 

Maximus would’ve either sent a search squad after 

him, or given the assignment to another researcher, 

someone who might be much more willing than he 

was to create a deadly poison. He had loyal 

sycophants planted everywhere, those who were 

eager to bow at his feet or kiss his ass for no other 

purpose than to please him and stroke his ego. 

He was not one of them.  

Dr. Foster carefully laid the vial inside the protective 

Styrofoam container, sealed it, then wrapped it in 

brown packaging paper. He thought about marking 

the package with biohazard tape, then decided 

against it, figuring Maximus would see that as some 

kind of artful threat. It was better to let sleeping dogs 

lie, especially when the dog was a rabid wolf. 
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May God forgive him for what he’d done, and for 

what he’d created, hoping he understood why he’d 

conceded to the president’s request. 

Not only had the project been risky, but extremely 

dangerous as well. 

Since he was the administrator of the institute and 

cleared for all levels of contagion storage, no one 

would ever question his presence at any of the bio 

levels. When he’d visited Bio-Safety Level 4 to steal 

two ampoules containing infectious and deadly 

diseases, no one was suspicious or asked why he was 

there. Had they known he’d taken the vials out of the 

freezer storage and back to his own personal lab, they 

undoubtedly would have, especially if they’d known 

which ones he’d chosen to remove. 

He’d broken every biohazard procedure and protocol 

ever created just to keep an insane, murderous 

president away from his only child. 

After decontamination and removal of his biohazard 

suit, he dressed in a disposable Haz-Mat suit and 

returned to his work area to create an explosive and 

lethal new disease. It was the only one of its kind. 

One that had no antidote or cure. 
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Exactly the way President Lucius Maximus had 

requested it be. 

“You have a package for me?”  

“Dammit,” Dr. Foster said, startled by Coates’ 

sudden appearance in his doorway. “Don’t you 

people know how to knock?” 

“I know how. I chose not to.” 

“Yes, I have it.” 

“My instructions are to collect it from you and return 

it to President Maximus. Need me to recite the 

password?” 

“I know who the hell you are,” Dr. Foster stated 

tartly. “What I don’t know is what the two of you are 

up to. Here,” he said, handing Coates the small 

brown package. “Be careful with that. You are 

literally holding what could be the damnation of 

humanity.” 

He’d done as instructed without breathing a word to 

anyone. If Maximus kept his promise, he and his 

family were no longer under threat of retaliation. 

Relieved that it was finally over, he put his head in 

his hands and wept. 

 

* * * * * 
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Greater Metropolitan Water Works, 

Washington, DC 

Walt DuBois had been the plant manager at the water 

treatment facility for thirty some odd years. Not once 

in all that time had he been asked to perform a task 

such as the one he’d directly received from the 

President himself. 

When he’d answered his phone earlier that morning 

and the caller identified himself as Lucius Maximus, 

he’d thought it was one of his drunk friends playing 

a trick on him, so he’d told him to go fuck himself 

before hanging up on him. Within seconds, he called 

back. 

“Mr. DuBois, please do not hang up on me again.” 

“Holy shit,” he began, immediately apologizing for 

his language. “Is this really you, Mr. President?” 

“Indeed, it is.” 

“I don’t understand, sir. Why are you calling me? I’m 

nobody important.” 

“Quite the contrary, Mr. DuBois. You are 

extraordinary.” 

Walt wiped the sweat from his forehead on the back 

of his sleeve. His hangover headache was pounding 

with every beat of his heart, sending throbbing pulses 
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into his temples. He’d come close to calling in sick 

but was glad now that he hadn’t or else he would’ve 

missed what was probably the most important phone 

call he’d ever gotten in his miserable life. 

“How so?” 

“It’s my understanding that you’re the supervisor of 

the treatment plant where you work. Is that correct?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Which gives you unimpeded access and 

authorization to the town’s water reservoir?” 

“Yes,” he answered, curious to know where their 

conversation was going, and why the President of the 

United States was interested in the water supply that 

he was responsible for overseeing the safety of. 

“Perfect,” Maximus exclaimed. “I have a special 

assignment for you, Mr. DuBois, one that I 

personally chose you for.” That wasn’t quite true, but 

it sounded saner than telling him who’d actually 

chosen him. 

“What kind of assignment, Mr. President? I don’t 

know nothing about politics.” 

Maximus faked a laugh. “There’s nothing political 

about it, Mr. DuBois. However, your services are 

being requested to assist your country in conducting 
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a training exercise. We won’t be able to do it without 

you.” 

“What kind of training exercise could a water plant 

manager possibly offer the government?” 

“You, Mr. DuBois, will not be conducting any type 

of training. What I need you to do will help those 

involved in the exercise to carry it out.” 

“I see,” Walt said, rubbing his stiff neck. The way he 

was feeling at the moment, he swore to never touch 

another drop of coconut rum. He knew he was lying 

to himself. He said the same thing every time he 

suffered from a hangover. And what did his dumb ass 

do as soon as the headache went away? He went right 

back down to Kelsey’s Pub and tied on another one. 

His dumb ass would never learn. 

“What I need you to do is quite simple, Mr. DuBois. 

My associate will visit you this afternoon and deliver 

a package containing a vial of a very valuable 

solution that needs to be introduced into the city’s 

water supply. It is of the utmost importance that the 

water has already been filtered through the water 

purification system. Untreated water might put a 

damper on our experiment.” Or wipe out the vial’s 

contents, he thought. 
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“Whoa, hold on just a second there, Mr. President,” 

Walt objected. “I can’t go around putting unknown 

substances into water that’s delivered to customers, 

especially if it’s something that might hurt 

somebody.” 

“It won’t,” Maximus lied. “It’s harmless, Mr. 

DuBois. Trust me. The solution will completely 

dissolve naturally within a day’s time. By then, the 

scientists who are working on the experiment should 

have all the information they need for their analysis.” 

“Then you ain’t asking me to poison the water?” 

“Oh, good heavens, of course not. I’d never ask you 

to perform a malicious act.” 

Walt wasn’t comfortable with the president’s 

request. The president said it was harmless, but what 

if it wasn’t? What if the solution was actually a 

toxin? He could be responsible for the deaths of 

millions of people. “I need to think about this a bit 

before I give you an answer.” 

“I need your answer now, Mr. DuBois. As I just 

explained, my associate will pay you a visit today. 

Did I not mention that you’ll be nicely compensated 

for your troubles?” 
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“You mean you’re offering to pay me to do it?” If 

we’re talking about money here, that’s a horse of a 

different color. Hell, I’d poison my own momma if 

the price was right. If she wasn’t already dead, that 

is. 

“It was remiss of me not to mention that earlier. 

Guess it slipped my mind.” 

“How much are we talking about?” 

“Do you like the sound of a cool million?” 

Walt let out a sharp whistle. “A million dollars just 

to pour a meaningless concoction into the town’s 

water supply?” he shrieked. 

“Is that not enough?” 

“Holy shit!” Walt shouted. “Sorry, sir. I meant to say 

holy cow. That’s a lot of money.” 

“I suppose for someone like you, it is. I’ll bet you can 

think of all kinds of ways to use it, right?” 

“You have no idea, sir.” 

“Then do we have a deal?” 

“Hot diggity damn!” Walt exclaimed. “We sure do, 

Mr. President. Will your associate be bringing the 

money with him?” 

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
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When two hours had passed and the president’s 

associate still hadn’t shown up, Walt figured he’d 

changed his mind about needing him. That was too 

bad because he’d been spending his imaginary 

money ever since he’d ended his call with Maximus. 

It was nice to pretend, even if it was only for a short 

while. 

“Mr. DuBois?” 

Walt was surprised when he turned from the water 

gauges to see the Vice President standing behind 

him. In one hand, he held a small brown package. In 

the other, a black briefcase that he assumed held the 

money he’d been promised. 

“Yes,” Walt said, wiping his wet hands on a dirty rag. 

“Did the president send you?” 

“He did,” Coates answered. “Shall we get this done?” 

“Follow me,” Walt said, leading him down a narrow 

corridor, across a catwalk, to a humongous, silo-like 

apparatus with a ladder attached to the side. 

“Is this the main water tank?” Coates asked. 

“It is,” Walt confirmed. “For this region. You do 

understand that there are other facilities that service 

other locations?” 
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“I’m aware. However, President Maximus 

specifically requested the DC location.” 

“So he did,” Walt said, rubbing his stubbly chin. 

“Might I ask if that suitcase you’re holding contains 

the money he promised to pay me?” 

“Yes, it does.” 

“Can I see?” 

Coates popped the locks on the briefcase and opened 

it, revealing several banded stacks of various 

denominations of bills. Walt had never seen that 

much money in one place in all his miserable life. 

And it was his. Glory be, it all belonged to him. 

“Alright, give me the stuff,” Walt said, holding out 

his hand. 

Coates sneered as he passed Walt the package, his 

evil grin growing into a smile as he watched him 

carelessly unwrap the package and tear into the 

Styrofoam protective shell. 

“Easy there, pal,” Coates said. “That’s the only bottle 

we have. If you drop it and break it, our experiment 

will be screwed, and President Maximus will be 

pissed.” 

Walt extracted a corked test tube containing a light 

pink liquid the color of cotton candy. Holding it up 
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to the light to get a better look, he crinkled his nose 

and asked, “What the hell is this stuff? Ectoplasm?” 

Coates didn’t respond. He understood why this 

country bumpkin had been chosen for the job. He 

was as stupid as a box of rocks and smelled like a 

brewery. He imagined the dumb fuck spending his 

ill-gained payoff on bottles of booze at the local 

corner bar. Too bad he’d never get the chance.  

“My instructions are to remain here and observe you 

while you pour the solution into the water tank,” 

Coates explained. “I will then collect the empty vial, 

pay you as promised, then be on my way.” 

“Stay right here,” Walt told him. “This won’t take 

long.” 

“The president told me to remind you that the 

solution is to be poured into already treated water,” 

Coates stated. 

“Yeah, yeah,” DuBois mumbled as he walked away. 

Coates struggled to contain his pleasure as he 

watched the backwoods dimwit empty the contents 

of the vial into the town’s water supply, having not a 

clue of what he’d just done. 

It wouldn’t be long before the effects of Operation 

Wormwood surfaced, and no one would suspect that 
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it’d all begun at a water treatment plant inside the 

United States. Everyone would be too focused on the 

viral outbreak in China to consider looking closer to 

home. 

Maximus didn’t need to disclose to him what he’d 

planned to do or what was in the vial. He already 

knew. Exactly in the same way that he knew who 

Lucius Maximus really was.  

Although he was the key player in their Operation 

Wormwood mission and also his superior, he wasn’t 

the only servant who the higher-ups contacted 

regularly. It didn’t matter that Maximus had refused 

to tell him what would be in the vial. He’d only asked 

questions to make it appear as though he was in the 

dark about certain details of their mission. He wasn’t. 

Not only was he aware of the vial’s contents, but also 

who’d concocted it, what its intended use would be, 

and the effect it’d have on everyone who came into 

contact with it, either by ingestion or exposure to the 

deadly illness from someone already infected with 

the disease. 

“Here you go,” Walt said, holding out the empty vial. 
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“Drop it in here,” Coates replied, removing the lid 

from the Styrofoam box, immediately resealing it 

with the vial inside. 

“That shit’s sticky,” Walt said, wiping a hand on his 

khaki work pants. “And smells like my farts after I 

eat boiled eggs,” he laughed. “Whatever ya’ll are 

doing that requires this smelly shit must be one hell 

of an experiment.” 

Coates could’ve opted to let Walt DuBois live since 

he probably only had a couple of days left to live 

anyway. If he was lucky enough. The ignorant shit 

had gotten the toxin on his hand while pouring it into 

the water. In doing so, he’d jump started his own 

death. However, allowing him to live would be 

defying the implicit instructions of Maximus, and 

that could prove to be an even deadlier mistake. 

Coates reached inside his jacket, brandishing a gun 

equipped with a silencer. 

“What the hell are you doing?” Walt shrieked before 

Coates fired two rapid rounds, one of the bullets 

striking Walt in the chest, the other leaving a bloody 

hole in his forehead. 
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“Sorry, pal,” Coates said, returning the gun to its 

holster and picking up the briefcase. “Orders are 

orders.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 

Cedar’s Grove, Oklahoma 

“Where do you think you’re off to?” Estella Hardy 

asked her husband, Jim, when he opened the screen 

door and stepped onto the back porch. 

“It’s harvest time, woman,” he replied. “I’m headed 

to the barn. Gotta get to work. Them fields ain’t 

gonna harvest themselves.” 

“You’re not going anywhere until you eat breakfast,” 

she told him, putting a heaping plate of bacon and 

eggs on the table. “You need your energy if you plan 

on being outside all day. Besides, Rocky’s already 

out there servicing the harvester and getting her 

ready.” 

Rocky was the teenaged son of their closest neighbor 

and lived five miles up the road from them. Jim gave 

him a part-time job to help out on the farm. Not 

because he needed any assistance, but because 

Rocky’s family was having a rough time financially 

and his parents were too proud to ask anyone for 

help. To keep from embarrassing them by offering 

what they’d see as a handout, Jim did the next best 
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thing by giving their son a paying job, knowing he’d 

proudly hand his hard-earned money over to his 

parents. Rocky was a good kid, and that’s what good 

kids did. Although he was a little slow upstairs with 

a below average IQ, he was a decent enough fellow 

and certainly hard-working.  

“Sit,” Estella told Jim. 

“You’re like an old horse,” Jim huffed as he pulled 

out a chair and sat down. “A real nag.” 

“Coffee?” Estella smiled. 

“I reckon so. Since you’re making me eat, you might 

as well make me drink, too.” 

Forty years of marriage with plenty of rough spots 

thrown in for good measure had kept their 

relationship strong and lasting. It was built on deep 

love and respect for each other, learning to accept the 

good with the bad, the happy with the sad, and the 

gains with the losses. Estella knew that Jim wasn’t 

really irritated by her insistence that he eat before 

going to work. He loved the fuss she made over him, 

and she loved the attention he doted on her in return. 

Truth be told, they’d be completely lost without each 

other, and they both knew it. 
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Jim had built their farm from scratch. It wasn’t an 

exaggeration to say he’d created it with blood, sweat, 

and tears. When he’d purchased it shortly after 

they’d gotten married, the farmhouse was barely 

being held together with rotted wood and rusty nails. 

The land was fallow, not fit for planting even a single 

bean. Jim hadn’t let any of that stand in his way. He 

had a dream of turning the farm into a successful 

business, seeing potential where she’d seen only 

despair and negativity. She hadn’t been afraid or 

ashamed to express her feelings of doubt, for she 

hadn’t shared in her husband’s rosy outlook. 

Much to her surprise and delight, he’d proven her 

wrong, over and over again. First by tearing down the 

old house and rebuilding a bigger and stronger one, 

removing and destroying all the dead crops, tilling 

and fertilizing the soil until it was healthy enough for 

planting, then produced his first successful wheat 

crop a year later. Over the years, he’d expanded his 

growing capacity, planted row upon row of various 

fruit trees, and planted and maintained a vegetable 

garden that took up an acre of land. 

When he’d plowed for the first time, he’d done it the 

hard way–by hand with a push plow, working and 
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toiling in the heat from sunup until sundown, his skin 

turning so brown that he looked like a fresh from the 

oven baked Christmas turkey.  

With profits made from selling his crops, he was able 

to advance to a horse-drawn plow, which was easier 

on him physically, but still a lot of demanding work. 

It’d taken years to be successful enough to purchase 

motorized farming equipment like his harvester and 

planter, and the journey to reach that goal hadn’t 

been an easy one. He’d suffered through failed crops, 

broken down equipment that’d cost nearly as much 

to fix as the machines themselves, and regular buyers 

cancelling their contracts. Through it all, he never 

gave up. Each failure or setback only motivated him 

to strive harder. 

There was no longer a mortgage on the house or 

farm. All profits made from the sales of harvests, her 

handmade quilts, and canned goods usually provided 

them with enough money to live off of for an entire 

year, with plenty left over for unexpected expenses if 

they should arise. She didn’t anticipate that this year 

would be any different. 
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“I think it’s going to be a profitable year for us at the 

bazaar,” Estella said as she joined Jim at the table 

with a cup of coffee. 

“That right?” he mumbled over a mouthful of 

scrambled eggs. 

Estella nodded. “My quilts always sell out. So do my 

jams and jellies. Between that and your large wheat 

harvest, I think we’ll make out pretty good.” 

“If you say so.” 

“Of course, I’ll have competition this year. Cora 

Flanders signed up for a booth at the bazaar. She’ll 

be selling her homemade dill pickles and what she 

refers to as her award-winning pies. Between you 

and me, I don’t think she possesses a single blue 

ribbon for anything.” 

Jim wiped his mouth and dropped his napkin onto the 

plate before getting up from the table. “I wouldn’t 

worry too much about her if I were you,” he said, 

giving her a quick kiss on top of her head. “Cora 

Flanders couldn’t bake a decent mud pie if it rained 

chocolate drops and sprinkles. Whoever told her that 

her pies could win awards obviously only said it to 

keep from hurting her feelings. And have you ever 
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tasted her pickles?” Jim said, faking a shudder. 

“They’re so sour they’ll make your asshole pucker.” 

“Get out of here, you old coot,” Estella laughed. 

“You’re just plain rotten.” 

Estella watched through the kitchen window as Jim 

made his way towards the barn. “Keep him safe out 

there for me, Lord,” she said as she washed the 

remaining breakfast dishes. “I don’t want to lose him, 

and I don’t think you’re ready for him.” 

Labeled jars lined every shelf in the cellar. 

Blackberry jam. Strawberry jelly. Apple sauce. 

Apple butter. Estella took a quick inventory of how 

many she had of each, trying to determine how much 

of which ones she needed to make more of. She 

hoped every jar would sell, just as they had every 

year since she’d began selling her goods at the 

bazaar. Initially, she’d only canned for her and Jim, 

and to give away to friends and neighbors. Jim was 

the one who’d encouraged her to market her goods. 

She’d been skeptical at first. Afterall, she lived in a 

rural community where most of the women probably 

knew how to do their own canning and likely did it 

every year. After being so successful with her first 

attempt, she continued doing it every year thereafter. 
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Since that time, it’d grown to be more of a hobby 

than a need for income. Although she considered 

herself a modest and down-to-earth woman, the 

compliments she always received about her goods 

were fulfilling, but not to where they puffed her up 

with pride. Estella Hardy knew better than to gloat 

about her canning abilities, or anything else for that 

matter. From experiences she didn’t care to recall, 

she knew God had a way of reversing pride and 

arrogance, and the taste of crow had never been 

pleasing to her palate. 

Estella removed the notepad from the pocket of her 

apron and jotted a list of additional supplies she 

needed to add, then went back upstairs to the kitchen 

to begin the day’s work. On the table were three 

unopened cases of glass jars and the large-lidded pots 

she’d be using. 

Dumping an armful of apples into the sink for 

washing and peeling, Estella looked up to see Jim 

running towards the house, his arms flailing wildly 

in the air. He was yelling something, but he was too 

far away to hear what he was saying. 

Behind him, a tremendous black cloud was 

descending upon the farm, and for one horrified 
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moment, she thought they were about to be hit by a 

destructive storm. 

Except that there was no rain, no tornado siren had 

sounded, the sun was shining, and emergency alerts 

hadn’t been issued. 

Estella nervously yanked the back door open and 

stepped out onto the porch. 

“Jim?” Had something happened to Rocky? A 

farming accident, maybe? Or was Jim injured and 

running to her for help? 

“RUN, ESTELLA, RUN!” Jim screamed. 

Estella’s shock at Jim’s unusual and alarming 

behavior froze her in place. She couldn’t move. 

“GET BACK INSIDE!” he screamed as he neared the 

house. “THEY’RE COMING!” 

Who’s coming? she wondered. They weren’t 

expecting anyone. No parcels were due to be 

delivered. 

A loud and monotonous drone fell over the farm, the 

constant humming sound deafening. Estella watched 

in horror as Jim swatted at his head and clothes, 

fearing a throng of bees was attacking him. 
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Grabbing her by the arm as he leaped onto the porch, 

he pulled her inside the house and slammed the door. 

“Are all the windows closed?” he panted. 

“Yes,” Estella answered nervously. “Jim, what’s 

going on?” 

“Turn off the stove, Stella, and pull all the drapes. 

Block out all the light.” 

“Jim?” 

“Do it!” he snapped. “Quit dilly dallying, woman, 

and do what I told you to do!” 

The sudden onset of thumping noises hammering 

against the house alarmed Estella. The sounds 

resonated throughout the entire house. On the roof, 

slamming against the windows, pounding into the 

sides of their home. 

Estella gasped as a massive opaque mass completely 

covered the windows and door panels, plunging them 

into total darkness, as if the sun had instantaneously 

disappeared from the sky and lunged the world into 

nighttime in the middle of the afternoon. 

“Don’t worry about the upstairs,” Jim told her. 

“There’s no time. Come on,” he said, again taking 

her by the arm and leading her into the cellar. “Find 

me a towel to put under this door.” 
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“Jim, what in the world is going on?” Estella asked, 

her voice cracking. “You’re scaring me half to 

death.” 

“You should be scared,” he told her. “We’re being 

invaded.” 

“Invaded?” she repeated. 

“That’s what I said. Please, Stella, find me a towel 

first, then I’ll explain.” 

Jim shoved the towel as far under the door as he 

could get it, leaving not even the tiniest of cracks. 

“Where’s Rocky?” 

“I sent him home.” 

“He’s not hurt, is he?” 

“Not unless he crashed his dad’s truck on the way.” 

“Are you hurt, Jim?” 

“No, but my heart feels like it’s about to explode. I 

can’t remember the last time I ran that fast,” he said 

with a nervous chuckle. “Didn’t even know I still 

could. We’ll be safe down here,” he assured her. 

“Safe from what?” 

Above them, glass shattered and crashed onto the 

floor. 
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“Lord, help us, they’ve gotten inside,” Jim said, 

tilting his head towards the ceiling. “They’ve broken 

through the windows and gotten in.” 

“What’s gotten in, Jim?” 

“Locusts, Stella. A swarm of locusts.” 

Locusts? she thought. In Oklahoma? That sort of 

thing didn’t happen there. 

“Are you sure about that, Jim? When have you ever 

heard of a horde of locusts descending on Cedar’s 

Grove?” 

Jim looked down at his wife and put an arm around 

her, pulling her close to him. “Today,” he said. “First 

time I’ve ever seen anything like it. They came out 

of nowhere.” 

Sadly, Estella thought about the end results from an 

insect invasion. Their crops would be destroyed. So 

would all their fruit trees and Jim’s prized garden. 

The locusts would feast on every piece of fruit and 

vegetables until there was nothing left.  

The likelihood that their farm was the only one that’d 

suffer from the damage was extremely low. A swarm 

as massive as the one she’d seen would strike every 

single farm in Clairmont County, wiping out every 

farmer’s crops, resulting in huge monetary losses. 
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There would be no possibility of replanting until next 

season. An invasion of crop-eating insects would 

affect everyone in Cedar’s Grove. 

“Oh, Jim,” Estella cried into his shoulder. 

“Everything’s going to be okay, Stella,” he said, 

kissing his wife’s forehead. “Don’t you worry. We’ll 

be fine.” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

 

Canal Point, Florida 

“Ben, we need to prepare for evacuation. We won’t 

be able to stay here.” 

Jamie Donaldson sat across from her husband at the 

kitchen table sipping a glass of red wine. Like her 

husband, she was a native Floridian and had ridden 

out too many storms in the past to be paranoid or 

panic-stricken over the one that was approaching 

them. She knew what to expect, how to track a 

hurricane, and what precautions to take to keep her 

family safe. The difference between past storms and 

the one in the Atlantic now was that they’d only had 

to deal with one at a time, not two that were side by 

side, on the same trajectory, with a possibility of 

merging. If the predictions being made by weather 

professionals did happen, the damage to the state 

would be catastrophic. 

“Jamie, let’s not get ahead of ourselves on making 

that decision right now. This isn’t our first rodeo, you 

know.” 
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“I know that Ben, but the meteorologists at the 

hurricane center are saying the possibility is 

extremely high for these two storms to unite into one 

colossal hurricane. Can you imagine how devastating 

that would be?” 

“They’re only predictions, Jamie. They can’t know 

that for sure. It’s too early to say. Meteorology isn’t 

an exact science. They’ve been wrong before. Maybe 

they are this time as well,” Ben said, getting up and 

going to the refrigerator. Twisting the cap off of his 

bottle of beer and taking a large gulp, he rejoined 

Jamie. “I say we give it a couple of days, monitor the 

activity, and make our decision then. It’s not unusual 

for a storm to be on track to make landfall near us 

then change course at the last minute.” 

“I’m always optimistic, Ben, you know that. I’m not 

a fidgety handwringer. But if what they’re saying is 

true and those two storms come together, it’ll 

become a super storm with the ability to wipe Florida 

completely off the map. The probability of survival 

would be near zero. We have a reason not to take 

those kinds of chances.” 

“That sounds a little over dramatic if you ask me. 

Maybe those weather reporters are just trying to put 
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the fear of Jesus into everyone and change their usual 

complacency with pre-planning.” 

“I’d call their reports precautionary. However, you 

know how Floridians are. No matter how dire the 

warnings, there will always be a handful of certain 

types of people who will refuse to heed them and 

won’t evacuate. How about we don’t end up in that 

group of boneheads?” 

“Are you telling me I can’t go to the beach and watch 

the twenty-five-foot waves and storm surge slam 

ashore and wash me away? You’re such a party 

pooper.” 

Jamie smiled. “Let’s not wait until the last minute to 

decide, Ben. If we do, we’ll never make it out of the 

state. People from as far south as the Keys will all 

decide to evacuate at the same time and I-95 will be 

backed up for miles.” 

“Out of the state?” Ben asked, raising his brow. 

“When you said go north, I thought you meant north 

Florida.” 

“No, north as in getting as far away from here as 

possible. We can go to North Carolina and stay with 

my parents.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

108 
 

Most retirees migrated to Florida to get away from 

freezing weather. Her parents had done the opposite, 

fulfilling their dream of retiring to the mountains for 

the sake of clean, fresh air, unlike the smoke and 

pollution from all the sugarcane factories where 

they’d lived.  

“North Carolina, huh? You do realize they get more 

hurricanes there than we do here? And if this storm 

goes up the east coast and we’re there when it hits, 

then we’ve gone from the frying pan into the fire.” 

“I’m sure mom has considered that. I’ll call her and 

see what their plans are.” 

“Daddy!” their five-year-old son, Kirk, squealed as 

he ran into his father’s arms. 

“Hey, buddy,” Ben said, picking him up and placing 

him on his knee. “How was your day?” 

“Good. Mommy let me watch cartoons.” 

“Mommy’s a nice lady, huh?” 

“Yep. I got to eat popcorn, too.” 

“Sounds like you had a pretty neat day,” he said. 

“How about you and I go watch the news while 

mommy makes a call to Grandma?” 

“Do we have to watch the news, daddy?” 

“Only for a little while, son.” 
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“To see where the huhwacane is?” 

Ben chuckled. “Yep.” 

Jamie was right about what the hurricane center was 

saying about the possibility of the two storms 

merging. In the unfortunate event that it occurred, 

it’d be the first time in history ever happening in the 

Atlantic and would make it such a powerful storm 

there wouldn’t even be a rating for it on the Saffir-

Simpson scale. That is, unless the range was 

modified to include a Category 6 storm or higher. 

Each of the storms alone were large enough to cover 

the entire state of Florida from coast to coast. If they 

met, married, and became one, no one in the state 

would escape the wrath because it’d cause massive 

destruction from the Panhandle to the southernmost 

part of the Peninsula, including the Keys. 

Ben stared at the screen, studying the graphics chart 

of likely landfall locations and track of the storm as 

the reporter gave the most recent update from the 

hurricane center. Evacuations were already being 

encouraged, especially for those living along the 

coastline, low-lying areas, mobile home parks, and 

around Lake Okeechobee. In a ticker at the bottom of 

the screen, shelter locations for all counties scrolled 
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by. He didn’t know what good it’d do to open 

shelters if the storm was going to be as catastrophic 

as what was being predicted. With winds nearing 300 

mph, no structure was safe. The wind would reduce 

even the strongest of buildings to nothing more than 

a pile of rubble. 

“Evacuation orders are being issued along North 

Carolina’s coast,” Jamie said as she entered the 

living room. 

“I just read that on the screen,” Ben replied. “What 

plans do they have?” 

“They’re going west to my aunt’s house in Iowa. She 

wants us to go, too.” 

“All the way to Iowa?” Ben exclaimed. 

“Yes. We can start packing now and be on the road 

first thing in the morning.” 

“Jamie, these storms are still thousands of miles out 

to sea. Anything can happen in a three-day period. I 

think it’s way too early to pack up and leave without 

having a better idea of what this thing is going to do. 

That’s a long way to drive, only to have to turn 

around and come right back. Don’t you think?” 

“It is a long drive, Ben, but I’d rather make the trip 

than sit here waiting until it’s too late to go.” 
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Ben sighed. “Tell you what,” he said, patting the 

couch for Jamie to take a seat beside him. “Let’s 

monitor it for the next day or so, and if it doesn’t 

change course and still looks to be a direct hit, then 

we’ll make our plans to leave.” 

Jamie exhaled through her nose. “If I had my choice, 

I’d pack and leave right now,” she said. “It’s always 

better to be safe than sorry, and these storms are 

nothing to play around with.” 

“I’ll agree they’re worth monitoring. They haven’t 

merged yet and we don’t know that they will. 

Honestly, Jamie, if they don’t and we’re only looking 

at a single hurricane, we’ll be safe here.” 

“What if they do unite? What then? 

Ben glanced at Kirk, then at Jamie. “Then we leave.” 

“I’m still going to start packing,” Jamie said, rising 

from the couch. “Just in case.” 
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CHAPTER SIX 

 

Washington, DC 

“Jay, I’ve done everything I can to help you out, 

buddy, but your completion time is running out.” 

Clay Bennett reviewed the documents inside the 

orange probation file as he met with his client. Jay 

Frisco was a good kid who happened to be in the 

wrong place at the wrong time and got himself 

involved in a barroom brawl. Unfortunately for him, 

the guy he assaulted was the son of a local prominent 

business owner with money to burn and friends in 

high places who were more than willing to offer him 

a favor if the price was right. Jay was the son of a 

local grocery store owner, not poor but also not rich, 

and certainly not with the kind of money that the 

victim’s father had. Clay had known them both since 

they’d been in junior high school. Chances were that 

Brandon French deserved the punch in the jaw Jay 

gave him. He was a foul-mouthed, spoiled, entitled, 

rich little bastard who thought the world owed him 

everything. Jay, on the other hand, worked hard for 

the money he earned and still lived at home with his 
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parents so he could help them out in every way he 

could. Life wasn’t always fair, nor was justice always 

served without prejudice, especially in a small town 

where money talks and bullshit walks. 

“I know, Mr. Bennett,” Jay told him. 

“Jay, all you have left to do is your community 

service. Twenty hours. That’s not much. You could 

knock that out in a weekend.” 

“If I ever had a weekend off, I could. But I work such 

long hours that by the time I get off in the evenings, 

all the county buildings where I could do the work 

are closed.” 

“How about volunteering to help with one of the little 

league teams? You played baseball in school. That 

shouldn’t be a problem for you.” 

“Like I said, Mr. Bennett, my hours are keeping me 

from being able to do them, and I certainly can’t ask 

to take time off from a paying job to perform 

community service hours. I need my paycheck to 

help my folks, you know?” 

“How about converting the hours into a fine?” 

“Between the fines I already have to pay and the cost 

of my probation each month, I’m doing good to keep 
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up with that and still have enough money left over to 

help my folks.” 

Clay blew out a breath. “Jay, I don’t want to see you 

go back to jail for something as simple as failure to 

perform twenty hours of community service.” 

“I don’t want to go back to jail, either. That was the 

worst experience of my life.” 

“You understand, Jay, as your probation officer, all I 

can do is ensure that you finish all requirements of 

your probation. If you don’t complete them during 

the time limit you were given, I’ll have no other 

alternative than to violate your probation. That’s 

certainly not what I want to see happen here.” 

“Are you serious?” Jay asked with a frown. “About 

going back to jail, I mean. Just because of 

community service?” 

Clay nodded. “Unfortunately, yes. Your court order 

is specific about conditions. After viewing your file, 

I see that your fines are almost paid off, you’ve never 

missed an appointment, and you attended the anger 

management class as instructed. I want you to finish 

this so you can put it behind you and move on with 

your life.” 
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“I appreciate that, Mr. Bennett, but I swear to you, I 

don’t know how I’m going to do the hours.” 

Clay thought about Jay’s situation for a moment. 

“Would an extension help?” 

“An extension? What’s that mean?” 

“I can extend your probationary period for another 

three months, but that doesn’t mean you have to 

remain on probation for that entire period. An 

extension is a means to afford you extra time to 

complete the community service hours. If you get 

them done before your extension period ends, then 

I’ll close your file and you’ll be done. You think you 

can do that?” 

“Gee, thanks, Mr. Bennett. I promise I’ll do my 

best.” 

“That’s all I wanted to hear.” 

“Mr. Bennett?” Rose, the office secretary, stuck her 

head inside the door. “Your wife is on line two.” 

“Tell her I’ll call her back.” 

“I told her you were with a client, but she said to tell 

you it’s urgent.” 

Urgent? Clay wondered. Fay usually told Rose to tell 

him to call her when he gets a moment or to let him 
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know she’d called. Urgent? She’d never tell Rose her 

call was that important unless it was. 

“Hey, Fay,” Clay said as he picked up the receiver, 

glancing back and forth between Jay and his file as 

his wife spoke. After several um-hmm’s and ah’s and 

I see’s, he ended the call by telling Fay he’d call her 

back shortly, not wanting to speak in front of his 

client. 

“Everything okay, Mr. Bennett?” Jay asked. 

“Yes, why?” 

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Jay answered. 

“Like maybe something your wife said spooked you 

a little.” 

“Do I? I tend to express a variety of facial 

expressions whenever I talk to my wife. She’s the 

only person who can animate me in such a way,” 

Clay smiled. “Alright, I’ll put this modification 

through today, Jay, and extend your probation to give 

you time to finish those hours. Don’t make me be 

sorry for doing this.” 

“I won’t, Mr. Bennett,” Jay said, standing and 

shaking Clay’s hand. “I really appreciate everything 

you’ve done to help me out. You’re a good man.” 
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Had Clay known that completing the Probation 

Modification form, signing it, and getting it to the 

clerk’s office before five was a colossal waste of his 

time, he could’ve returned his wife’s call much 

sooner than he did. 

However, at that moment, he didn’t know Jay 

wouldn’t be needing the extension, afterall. Nor 

would he ever complete his community service 

hours. Oblivious to what was coming, Jay’s 

probation was terminated the moment he walked out 

of the probation office. 

“Take care, Jay,” Clay called out before returning to 

his office and closing the door. Through the plate-

glass window, he watched the passing traffic as he 

waited for Fay to answer her phone. “Okay,” he said 

when she finally picked up. “Tell me more about this 

virus.”  
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

Widow’s Peak, Washington 

From the time he’d learned about Pompei and Mount 

Vesuvius in elementary school, Dr. Jacob 

Underwood had been obsessed with volcanoes. For 

his sixth-grade science fair project, he constructed 

his own volcano using papier mache and modeling 

clay. Built on a large plywood platform, the project 

stood over four feet tall when completed. Included in 

his display were informational charts and pie graphs 

of volcanic eruptions worldwide. The structure itself 

was quite impressive, but the surprise came when he 

activated the hand-held trigger device, causing a 

massive eruption that spewed enormous amounts of 

the water and baking soda mixture into the crowd of 

spectators. The thunderous boom scared the hell out 

of the other kids, adults, and teachers when the 

reverberations from the blast vibrated across the 

gymnasium floor. Ever since that glorious moment, 

he’d admired and respected everything about them. 

Their beauty, mystery, unpredictability. He’d even 

had a few close calls while being near eruptions 
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during his twenty years of researching them in 

locations all over the world. Predicting a volcanic 

eruption wasn’t always precise, but as a 

volcanologist with years of specified training in 

math, physics, geology, and eventually volcanology, 

he was dutifully armed with top-notch, high-tech 

equipment specifically designed to monitor and 

record seismic activity and the presence of volcanic 

gases, which certainly made his job a lot easier than 

sticking a wet finger in the air to determine which 

way the wind was blowing. He was good at 

determining whether a volcano would erupt, but he 

wasn’t perfect. He’d made plenty of inaccurate 

predictions during his career, even with all his fancy 

equipment. However, he’d also been accurate on 

multiple occasions, requesting evacuation orders 

before an eruption could occur that had, 

undoubtedly, saved countless lives. It wasn’t like he 

could snap his fingers and say, “Either blow or 

simmer the hell down, damn you. I didn’t come all 

this way for nothing.” 

All he could do was monitor the activity, record the 

findings, and make an educated guess by using the 

scientific data he collected. Sometimes volcanoes 
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hiccupped and burped so much that he believed it 

was inevitable that it was about to vomit its insides, 

then do the complete opposite by calming down and 

going back to sleep. He referred to that kind of 

activity as volcanic indigestion. 

As scary and dangerous as they were, volcanic 

eruptions were also a beautiful sight to see. Not their 

destruction, of course, but the fiery glow of the lava 

flow as it glided smoothly down mountainsides, 

igniting everything in its fiery path. Magazine photos 

and Internet pictures did no justice at all. For him, up 

close and personal was the only way to enjoy the 

show. 

“Are you waking up after a three-hundred-year sleep, 

beautiful?” Jacob muttered as he stared into the 

distance at Mount Cereubus from the parking lot of 

his hotel. “Guess I’ll find out soon enough,” he said 

as he headed into the lobby to check in. 

His plans for the day were to visit the site and set up 

his equipment a few miles from Mount Cereubus, 

record data for several hours, return to his hotel room 

and call Herb to give him an update. Whether he’d 

need to stay in Widow’s Peak would be based on his 

findings. If there was nothing significant to report 
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that raised a red flag, his stay would only be 

overnight then he’d be back on the road home the 

following morning. On the other hand, if he did 

record suspicious activity, it’d have to be reported to 

Herb. In that case, he had no doubt that Herb would 

require him to stay for another day and take 

additional recordings in various locations around 

Mount Cereubus to use for data comparison. If it 

became necessary, he’d set up camp as close to the 

base as he could safely get so that he could obtain the 

most accurate readings possible.  

“Checking in?” an elderly gentleman asked as he 

approached the front desk. 

“Yes. Jacob Underwood,” he said. 

“You related to any of the Underwood’s here in 

Widow’s Peak?” 

“Probably not. I’m not from around here.” 

“Where you from? You’re Irish, aren’t you?” 

“What gave it away?” 

“Couldn’t possibly be the red hair,” the old man 

replied with a grin. 

“Of Irish descent, but not from Ireland. Vancouver.” 

“Canada?” 

“Washington.” 
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“Hmm,” the man grunted. “Never heard of it.” 

“Isn’t that a coincidence?” Jacob teased. “I’d never 

heard of Widow’s Peak until I got dispatched here.” 

“Dispatched?” the man asked, pausing from his 

typing on the keyboard to look up. “You mean 

someone sent you here on purpose? Whatever for?” 

“Work.” 

“What type of work you do?” the man asked, 

returning his attention to the keyboard. 

“I’m a volcanologist.” 

“You study alien species like Mr. Spock?” he asked, 

furrowing his brow. “Who’d be interested in doing 

that kind of work?” 

Jacob laughed. “Not aliens. I study volcanoes.” 

“Ah,” the man said with a nod. “You must be here to 

check on ours.” 

“You are correct, sir.” 

“She’s been acting up some here and there. Peak 

citizens were told there’s nothing to worry about, 

though. Town officials said what’s happening is 

normal activity. A few shakes here and there are 

common for a volcano, aren’t they?” 
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“That’s exactly what I’m here to find out,” Jacob told 

him. “To make sure all is well. I’m sure it is. We’re 

just taking precautions, that’s all.” 

“Then you’re saying we have nothing to worry 

about?” 

“I wouldn’t say that just yet,” Jacob replied. “Don’t 

misunderstand me. What I’m saying is that I won’t 

know that for sure until I can gather enough data to 

analyze it. I’ll be heading up that way right after I 

check into my room.” 

“You’ll let the townsfolk know if anything’s wrong, 

won’t you?” 

“I can assure you, Mr.?” 

“Ziegler. Roger Ziegler,” the man answered, 

extending his hand. “Owner of this fine 

establishment.” 

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Ziegler. To answer your 

question, if I find anything that I feel needs to be 

passed along, I’ll certainly notify the proper 

authorities. I’ve learned the hard way not to step on 

the toes of those in charge of towns and cities. Small 

town politics, you know?” 

“Fair enough,” Roger said, passing Jacob a key. 

“You’re in room one-oh-four. I put you on the 
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ground floor. Your room is right across the parking 

lot,” he said, pointing. “Enjoy your stay. And no 

offense, but may it be short.” 

“None taken,” Jacob said before exiting the lobby. 

“What was that all about?” Roger’s wife asked, 

taking a stand beside him. “I couldn’t help but 

overhear.” 

“He’s from the geological survey office. He was sent 

here to check up on our volcano.” 

“He won’t find anything,” she said. “Other than 

normal activity. We’ve been here all our lives and it’s 

never erupted. Why would it now?” 

“Beats me,” he said with a shrug. “There must be 

something going on that we don’t know about. Why 

else would the geological office send him here?” 

“Standard procedure for his job, I suppose.” 

“Yeah,” Roger agreed. “You’re probably right.” 

 

* * * * * 

 

“You need to dispatch a team to my location 

immediately,” Jacob told Herb, phoning him from 

his truck as he headed back to the hotel. “This 
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volcano needs to be monitored further. I recorded 

some rather disturbing data today.” 

“Such as?” 

“Herb, in the five hours I was there, my seismograph 

recorded fifteen separate tremors, strong enough to 

shake the ground and loosen rocks around the base 

of the volcano. The smell of sulfuric acid is 

prominent and quite strong here. I could smell it in 

the air when I checked into my hotel. There’s already 

vegetation and animal deaths within a few miles of 

the perimeter of the volcano. Trees, shrubbery, 

bushes. They’re all either dead or dying. I can’t tell 

you how many dead squirrels, birds, and chipmunks 

I saw. There’s something else you should know, 

something I found quite alarming.” 

“Related to the volcanic activity?” Herb asked. 

“Yes. There’s a popular hot spring located 

approximately ten miles from the site, so I checked it 

out as well. Herb, the water was so hot, it was 

literally boiling. You know as well as I do that can 

only mean one thing.” 

“Hot molten rock is in the water, making it super-

heated.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

126 
 

“Right. And if anyone decides to jump in without 

paying attention, they’ll cook themselves alive. The 

smell of sulfur is extreme there as well. Something’s 

definitely going on here, and judging by the data I 

recorded today, I’d say it’s been building up for a 

while now.” 

“Without anyone noticing or saying anything about 

it? I find that highly unusual, especially if the spring 

is as popular as you said. Surely someone would’ve 

reported the problem to the proper authorities so they 

could ensure it was off-limits until the danger has 

passed. I’d hate to think that lives were deliberately 

put at risk.” 

“I can’t attest to that because I don’t know, but when 

I checked into the hotel, the clerk informed me that 

tremors have been occurring frequently, but they’ve 

been disregarded and chalked up as nothing more 

than common activity. His words, not mine. I’m 

going to go out on a limb here and say that if the 

higher-ups are aware, they’re not overly concerned, 

and they should be.” 

“Jake, don’t make a premature prediction on this one. 

You’ve done that before and ended up with egg on 

your face, which inevitably found its way to mine 
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since I’m your boss. You made us both look like 

incompetent fools.” 

“I’m not making a prediction, Herb. All I’m saying 

is that this volcano warrants further inspection. It 

would be remiss of us to dismiss it as quickly as the 

city government here has, especially if an eruption 

occurs and we knew it would happen and did nothing 

about it. I’d feel more comfortable if I could stick 

around for a couple of days and keep an eye on 

things.” 

“Alright,” Herb said after a few moments of 

consideration. “I’ll send your team, but Jake, do not, 

and I repeat, do not call any meetings with city 

officials or disclose any of your findings to anyone 

without notifying me first. You got that?” 

“Got it. In the meantime, I think you should call your 

city contact and recommend that he close the hot 

springs for now.” 

“I can do that.” 

“Good,” Jake said. “When can I expect my team?” 

“I’ll go right now and tell them to pack up and get 

moving. Do me a favor and tell the hotel clerk we’ll 

be needing two more rooms. If he needs 
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confirmation, give him my number and tell him to 

call me.” 

“Will do. Thanks, Herb. I’ll keep you posted.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

 

Cedartown, Georgia 

Pastor Erwin glanced over his notes for Sunday’s 

service, making changes with a red pen while 

classical music played softly through the speaks of 

the stereo in his office. 

There were so many things he needed to say to his 

congregation, yet he didn’t want to sound too harsh 

while speaking to them for fear that some of his 

church members might get up and leave, angry with 

him for preaching a hellfire and brimstone sermon. 

His job as his congregation’s pastor was to lead souls 

to the Lord, not drive them away. The truth wasn’t 

always pretty. Nor was it bouquets of freshly picked 

roses. It could hurt and sting one to the core of their 

being. However, what he’d written in his notes must 

be said, no matter how devastating the results, or how 

many feelings were hurt. 

God had assigned him a mission, and he was 

obligated to fulfill it. 
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He hadn’t outright spoken to him and said, 

“Maximillian, you need to do this, or say that.” That 

wasn’t at all how it’d happened. 

God spoke to him through dreams, prophesying to 

him by presenting him with visions. Not about the 

past, but about what was coming. For nearly a year, 

he’d been haunted by the dreams. He hadn’t fully 

understood their meaning until a few nights before, 

when God communicated to him by saying, “It’s 

time, Max.” He instantly knew what those words 

meant. 

By no stretch of the imagination was he a Rhodes 

Scholar or a Harvard graduate, but he also wasn’t 

dumb. A dictionary, thesaurus, or Bible concordance 

weren’t necessary to decipher the statement. He 

completely understood. Their meaning was instilled 

deep within his heart, and it was imperative that he 

act without delay. 

His mission was simple. Preach the word of God to 

His people in such a way that they’d desire turning 

their lives over to Him without hesitation. It was 

essential that he tell them the truth, no matter how 

offended they might get. He had to prepare them for 

what was rapidly approaching. 
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“God in heaven,” Pastor Erwin whispered. “I beg of 

You, please anoint me with the strength and courage 

necessary to fulfill Your will. Let me not falter or 

disappoint You. Amen.” 

Pastor Erwin sighed heavily as he leaned back in his 

black leather chair and stared at the portrait of Jesus 

that hung on the wall directly in front of his desk. As 

he studied the painting, he felt as if the eyes of the 

Lord were glaring at him in judgment, expecting him 

to be a grave disappointment. He knew the feeling 

resulted from his own inner turmoil and grief. The 

anxiety of understanding what he had to do had crept 

into his soul and was toying with his spirit. 

Come Sunday, what he’d focus on in his sermon 

would offend some, hurt the feelings of others, and 

infuriate the rest.  

Regardless of how each parishioner accepted the 

substance of the homily, he had no choice but to 

deliver it. He had a sinking feeling that time was 

running out, like sand draining through an hourglass. 

His message must be convincing and unwavering. 

Sunday would be his only chance to warn his 

congregation of their fate, because after delivering 
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what would likely be his final sermon, he’d probably 

never see any of them again. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

 

Rafael’s Point, California 

“Are you coming to the party tonight?” 

Tania looked up from her book to see her roommate 

standing over her, twirling her blonde ponytail with 

her fingers. 

“Probably not, Connie. You know how I feel about 

parties. Besides, I have tons of studying to do.” 

“Oh, come on,” Connie huffed as she kneeled down. 

“Can’t you make an exception just this once? You 

need to take a break and do something fun for a 

change. Every time I see you, your nose is stuck in a 

book. Don’t you ever get tired of studying?” 

“Not really,” Tania said. “That’s why I’m in college, 

you know. To learn, not to party.” 

“I came for the same reason, but I also want to have 

some fun along the way and meet some nice, good-

looking guys. A lot of them will be at the party 

tonight,” Connie teased, nudging Tania’s knee. “You 

really should come and hang out for a while.” 

“Would it satisfy you if I said I’ll think about it?” 
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Connie studied her face for a moment before saying, 

“As if I don’t know what that means.” 

Tania laughed. “You know me too well.” 

“Alright,” Connie said, standing up. “At least you’re 

going to think about it. That’s better than saying no, 

I suppose.” 

“I agree.” 

“I’ll catch up to you later. I promised Rodney I’d 

have lunch with him.” 

“Have fun.” 

“I intend to,” Connie called over her shoulder. 

Tania didn’t care for any kind of party and was 

particularly not fond of large groups. She wasn’t a 

social butterfly like Connie. She was extremely shy 

and self-conscious over everything about herself. 

Her looks, her hair, her body. It was a self-imposed 

flaw she struggled with every day of her life and had 

for as long as she could remember. Being the victim 

of bullying in elementary and middle school 

certainly hadn’t helped her build confidence in her 

self-image. Being called names like fatty, zit face, 

zebra, and checkerboard stuck in one’s mind like 

adhesive. No matter how hard she’d tried to 

overcome the painful memories, she’d never been 
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successful in completely erasing them from her 

mind. All these years later, the experience still 

haunted her. 

Until reaching puberty, she’d been quite chunky and 

struggled with a mild skin condition. Adolescence 

had taken care of the baby fat problem and juvenile 

acne. The only time she had a problem with it now 

was on the first day of every menstrual cycle. Within 

a day or two, it cleared up without medication. 

What she couldn’t change, not that she’d ever want 

to because she didn’t, was her race. Being the 

daughter of a white woman and Black man had 

prompted the derogatory names. There was a time 

when the racial insults had bothered her. As she’d 

grown older and learned to love and appreciate her 

heritage, she realized kids were the meanest, crudest, 

and cruelest people on earth, not caring how their 

hateful words and name-calling made someone feel. 

As she’d matured, she’d embraced who she was and 

learned to love herself as a unique individual.  

With a 3.9 grade point average and Senior 

Valedictorian, she could’ve chosen any college she 

wanted. She’d been invited to attend five different 

prestigious ones back home on the east coast. Opting 
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for any of them would’ve kept her closer to home and 

her parents, but she’d fantasized about living in 

California and being close to the Pacific Ocean, 

partaking in the fun activities she’d seen college kids 

doing in the videos she’d watched when trying to 

make her choice. Beach volleyball, skating, or 

rollerblading along the beachfront, dying her hair 

purple and being the popular girl on campus, 

something she’d never been back home. College 

brochures had made it all look so inviting and fun. 

Who was she kidding? It’d all looked and sounded 

good in her head, but when it came down to actually 

doing it, none of it had been too inviting. She may 

have changed her image as far as being overweight 

and having blemished skin, but the shyness and 

awkwardness still prevailed, and she hadn’t done a 

single thing she’d daydreamed about since relocating 

over a year before. 

She didn’t have what one might refer to as friends, 

only acquaintances. Even Connie wasn’t truly a 

friend. The only thing they did together was share a 

room. She spent most of her free time studying 

because her education was all that really mattered to 

her. Perhaps Connie was right, and it was time to 
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make a few more changes by learning to be more 

outgoing and sociable, and learning how to have a 

little fun. 

Tania turned her attention back to her book. Again, 

the thoughts sounded good inside her head, but 

putting them into action was another story altogether. 

Never having been so far away from her family 

before, and never having gone so long without seeing 

them, she’d been feeling homesick lately, missing 

her mom and dad, her sister, and friends. She spoke 

to them frequently, but she hadn’t been back to 

Providence since starting college. Now that she’d 

opted to take summer classes, she wouldn’t get to 

make a trip home until the fall. 

Although she loved the smell of the ocean, the warm 

sunshine, and the campus she’d chosen, sometimes 

she wished she’d picked a college closer to home so 

she could see her family when she wanted to. 

Tania figured the party Connie invited her to attend 

was a keg party and that everyone in attendance 

would be drunk or stoned before the night was over. 

None of those things appealed to her in the least. She 

wasn’t a prude or a stuck-up goody two shoes, it was 

just that parties had never excited her. 
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She decided instead to buy herself a double-scoop 

chocolate ice cream cone and take a stroll along the 

boardwalk. Listening to the sound of the waves and 

seeing the multitudes of bright lights along the strip 

would be much more pleasing to her than listening to 

a bunch of college kids yelling and raising hell. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

 

New Albany, Indiana 

Darlene Padgett sat down in the white wicker rocker 

on her screened-in front porch, lit a cigarette, and 

took a long draw, exhaling the trail of gray smoke 

from the corner of her mouth. 

Heavy rain had fallen for three days straight without 

letting up. The water was so deep in her front yard 

that she’d need a rowboat to get from the door to the 

mailbox. Several parking lots and roads in New 

Albany were already flooded, making it unsafe or 

impossible for vehicles to pass through without 

getting stranded in the high water. 

It wasn’t the stores, or the parking lots, or even her 

own front yard that caused her great concern. 

It was the Ohio River. 

She’d lived in New Albany all her life and vividly 

recalled the flood of ’97 and the mass destruction it’d 

caused. Besides multiple deaths, the tragedy had also 

resulted in the loss of thousands of homes and 

businesses, causing a huge influx of homelessness 

and unemployment, and had taken years for southern 
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Indiana to fully recover. Torrential and non-stop 

rainfall had been the culprit behind that flood, 

causing small rivers and streams to breach their 

banks, dumping enough water into the Ohio River to 

cause it to crest at over sixty feet, high enough that it 

rose above the locked floodgates, pouring into the 

streets and surrounding communities, washing away 

everything, and anyone, in its path. 

She didn’t know how high the river water had risen 

with the current rainfall, only that if the heavy 

downpours continued, the possibility of another 

major flood would become a reality. The local news 

stations had already issued flash flood alerts, 

warning drivers not to take chances on driving 

through standing water. Boaters and pedestrians 

were warned to avoid the riverfront due to the 

hazardous conditions from river overflow. 

Her husband, Corey, was at the riverfront. Not 

voluntarily or for pleasure, but because of his job. He 

and a group of fellow city workers were performing 

maintenance checks on all the floodgates, ensuring 

that the mechanisms that controlled the locks were in 

working order and ready to be activated if the need 

arose. Evacuations of residents living close to the 
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water were underway. Once the possibility of a flood 

was no longer a threat, they’d be permitted to return 

to their homes.  

Darlene sighed and shook her head as she pondered 

the likelihood of the city experiencing another 

catastrophic flood like the ones in 1937 or 1997. She 

couldn’t bear the thought of witnessing such 

destruction or heartbreak again. 

If it’d only stop raining, maybe she wouldn’t worry 

so much about it. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 

Benedict, Maine 

“Have you ever in your life heard such nonsense?” 

Harvey Wiseman asked no one in particular as he 

listened with piqued interest to the weather alert 

that’d interrupted his favorite afternoon talk show. 

“Those dimwits down at the weather station need to 

lay off the jungle juice ‘cause it’s pickling their 

brains. Who the hell ever heard of a snowstorm in 

Maine in the middle of July?” 

Of course, there was an event that’d happened over 

two hundred years before known as “the summer that 

never ended.” But that was back in 1816, and the 

volcanic eruption of Mount Tambora on the island of 

Sumbawa near Bali, Indonesia caused it. Most 

people had probably never even heard of it, or if they 

had, they’d probably all but forgotten about it. He’d 

learned of it in a high school science class over fifty 

years before and had never forgotten it, recalling to 

memory how often he’d wondered if something like 

that could ever happen again. With all the talk about 

climate change and damage to the ozone layer and 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

143 
 

other kooky shit like that, he wouldn’t be one bit 

surprised if the sun suddenly fell out of the sky and 

scorched the earth to ashes. He’d always found it 

astounding that a natural disaster that occurred 

thousands of miles away in Asia had affected parts 

of the United States by bringing unusual weather, 

including snow, to Maine in the summertime. Not 

that he’d witnessed it firsthand, so he couldn’t swear 

that it’d actually happened, but he’d read everything 

he could find on it and every article and story came 

to the same consensus. It really had happened. He 

supposed it had to be true. Surely that many scientists 

who’d written about it hadn’t been wrong. 

He was old, but not so damned old that he’d been 

alive in 1816. Although with his degenerative 

arthritis continuously twisting and gnarling his hands 

and back, sometimes he felt ancient. He thought it 

might be possible that something like that could 

reoccur, but to his knowledge, there’d been no 

significant volcanic eruptions anywhere within the 

last several years, certainly not one severe enough to 

bring a blizzard to Maine in the middle of summer. 

The news would’ve said so if there had been. 
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“It’s just not possible,” he grunted, grabbing onto his 

cane as he struggled to stand. “I’m going to call that 

station and give them a piece of my mind and tell 

them what knuckleheads they are for reporting such 

phony bullshit and scaring the bejesus out of their 

viewers.” 

The call was short and curt, the voice on the other 

end of the line assuring him that the information 

reported about an approaching snowstorm was 

accurate. The kind lady had encouraged him to 

prepare for the inclement weather and take necessary 

precautions, like making sure he had enough 

firewood, food, and water, strongly urging him to 

stay inside once the snow started falling because high 

and dangerous winds would accompany the heavy 

snowfall. 

“I still think they’re full of shit, Pedro,” he said to his 

Chihuahua. “I suppose I should bring in some wood 

just in case it turns out that they’re right.” 

If he were twenty years younger, he could’ve 

gathered and carried all the wood he’d need in one 

trip. With his damn arthritis and crooked back, it’d 

take several jaunts back and forth since he could only 

carry two or three logs at a time. How he missed the 
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days of being able to walk without a cane, being able 

to stand up straight, and not being alone. Pedro was 

a pleasant enough companion and kept him 

company, but he couldn’t converse with him, unless 

yipping and licking his chops were considered to be 

speech. Initially, he hadn’t wanted the dog. After the 

death of his wife five years before, his daughter had 

insisted on it, refusing to take no for an answer, 

concerned that her ailing and aging father would sit 

around the house moping all day until he grieved 

himself to death. Except that he knew the real reason 

she’d given him the dog was to soften him up before 

telling him that her job was transferring her to 

Florida. She’d felt guilty about leaving him behind 

and alone and had used the dog as a surrogate to be 

there with him since she couldn’t be. 

Shortly after getting him, the dopey dog had come 

close to being put outside because he’d gotten 

frustrated over having to clean up after him 

constantly. Fortunately for Pedro, after weeks of 

housebreaking him and he’d finally quit shitting on 

the floor, he was glad he’d accepted her gift. He’d 

grown quite fond of the dog and enjoyed having him 

around. They were constant companions now. 
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“When I finish, how about I make us a nice hot bowl 

of soup? We can watch the evening news while we 

eat and see if those birdbrains have changed their 

minds about the storm.” 

Harvey was surprised that his daughter hadn’t called 

to check on him, unless she hadn’t heard the news 

about the summer snow that was expected in the 

northeast. Then again, she also had a mighty storm 

heading her way and was likely busy making her own 

preparations. Hopefully, she wouldn’t call while he 

was outside gathering firewood. When they finally 

did talk and he got the chance to tell her about what 

was going on there, she’d laugh and agree with him 

that a summer snowstorm was absolutely 

preposterous. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

 

Stampede, Kansas 

Tate Flowers didn’t need no hot-damn, smarty pants 

weatherman to tell him that a storm was coming. 

Every damn one of them were amateurs who 

depended on all their expensive, fancy equipment 

and computers to predict when foul weather was 

afoot. Truth was, if you took all their toys away, not 

a damn one of them would know their asses from a 

hole in the ground or snow from marshmallow 

crème. 

The only instrument he relied on to tell him what he 

needed to know was God given, and it was called a 

nose. With his hands thrust deep into his pockets, he 

chewed thoughtfully on a wad of tobacco as he stood 

at the edge of his destroyed, locust-eaten crop fields. 

The scent of rain and electrostatic activity hung 

heavy in the air as a massive black cloud formed on 

the horizon, brought in by the light afternoon breeze. 

He knew how to spot a developing tornado. The 

system heading his way was one hell of a whopper. 

Stampede, Kansas had been his home since the day 
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he was born sixty-two years before. Living in 

tornado alley, he was no stranger to twisters. 

Hell fire, he’d had to rebuild more times than Doan’s 

had pills, and he didn’t expect this time to be any 

different. He was pissed about this one. As if those 

hot-damn mutant grasshoppers hadn’t caused enough 

damage to his land, now a hot-damn tornado was 

coming to finish it off. Judging by the rotation of the 

clouds, it was making a beeline right for his farm. 

Tate spewed a healthy stream of brown tobacco 

juice, wiped his mouth and chin on the handkerchief 

he kept in the bib of his overalls, and headed back 

towards the house. 

Clothes hanging on the line fluttered and snapped as 

the wind speed picked up, knocking over lawn chairs 

and sending a metal milk bucket rolling across the 

yard. 

“Peggy!” he yelled as he strode towards the house. 

“Come get the clothes off the line. There’s a storm 

comin’.” 

The stench of static electricity tickled his nose, 

telling him that the storm was getting closer and 

would be on top of them within minutes. 
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“Hurry up, woman!” Tate barked, glancing back at 

the looming black cloud. 

“I’m going as fast as I can,” Peggy retorted, 

snatching shirts and pants from the line and tossing 

them into the wicker basket without folding them. 

Thunder boomed and rumbled across the sky. Tate 

looked up in time to see an enormous, jagged streak 

of lightning strike the ground in the distance, sending 

clouds of dirt and debris into the air. The tail of the 

funnel cloud was perfectly formed and on the 

ground. 

“Forget about them,” Tate snapped, taking his wife 

by the arm. “Get to the basement.” 

Powerlines connected to the house swayed wildly in 

the high winds, sending white electrical sparks 

bursting from the power connecters onto the shingled 

roof. 

From one of the mammoth oak trees near the house, 

a branch crackled and snapped before crashing to the 

ground directly in front of them. 

Strands of Peggy’s hair, loosened from her usual bun 

by the torrential wind, dashed and darted across her 

face like scurrying spider legs as she fought to keep 

the hem of her house dress pulled down. 
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“I smell smoke,” Peggy cried. “Something’s burning, 

Tate.” 

When a roaring boom exploded behind them, they 

whirled around to see that a yellow tractor had crash-

landed on its side in their yard, its huge black tires 

spinning like black pinwheels. 

“We have to take cover!” Tate shouted over the 

howling wind. 

“Where?” Peggy yelled. “There’s nowhere to go!” 

Sparks from the power connectors ignited the roof. 

Orange flames jetted from the tiles as the blaze 

spread. With no underground storm cellar to retreat 

to, they’d always taken shelter in the basement. 

Doing so this time would be certain death. If the 

collapse of the house on top of them didn’t kill them, 

smoke inhalation or the fire itself would. 

“The barn!” Tate shouted. “That’s the only place we 

have to go!” 

The tornado was racing towards them at a hasty 

speed, its base at least a mile wide. Debris spilled 

from the black vortex, hurling pieces of wood and 

twisted metal in every direction. 

“Dear God,” Tate gasped. “That’s gotta be an F-5!” 
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The barn wouldn’t provide the protective shelter they 

needed to survive the cataclysmic storm. Since the 

house was on fire and they had no neighbors to run 

to, it was their only option. 

Tate struggled to pull the barn door open, but the 

pressure from the tornado kept it sealed shut.  

Peggy grabbed onto the handle with both hands and 

tugged as hard as she could, doing her best to help 

Tate get the door open. Every time they made the 

tiniest bit of progress, the wind ripped the door from 

their grip and slammed it shut again. 

“Keep pulling!” Tate shouted. “We have to get 

inside!” 

“It’s no use, Tate. We’re no match against this wind.” 

The roof of the barn was ripped away and swept up 

into the storm’s vortex. Along with Tate and Peggy 

Flowers, the remainder of the structure went airborne 

before being carried away inside the storm.  

The tornado that ripped through Stampede was only 

one of multiple tornadoes that tore through central 

Kansas on that hot July afternoon, all of them staying 

on the ground and traveling several miles, 

obliterating everything in their path before finally 

dissipating.  
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

 

Bethesda, Maryland 

“You remember my friend, Paisley Verdana?” Fay 

asked as she placed a casserole dish into the oven. 

Clay sat at the table drinking a glass of iced tea while 

the boys played video games in the living room, the 

volume loud enough so they couldn’t hear their 

parents’ boring conversation. What she was about to 

disclose to Clay was a discussion she didn’t want 

them to overhear or know anything about. Not yet 

anyway. 

“The one who works at the Department of Homeland 

Security?” 

“Yes. I had a lengthy conversation with her today. 

Off the record, of course. It was a cordial chat 

between friends.” 

“That’s how you found out about the virus?” 

“Yes. She had quite a lot to say about it. Clay, in all 

the years I’ve known her, she has never exuded any 

nervousness or even an inkling of fear, not even in 

the face of everything she sees and hears about every 

day. Today was different. Although she told me a lot 
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about the virus, I somehow got the feeling that she 

wasn’t completely forthcoming, that she was holding 

something back. I sensed she wanted to tell me but 

was afraid to.” 

“Maybe because you’re a reporter and she held back 

intentionally, thinking you might print the story with 

what information you have.” 

“Paisley knows I would never betray her confidence 

or trust in me, and I hope she knows I would never 

run with a story like that without verification and 

approval. Like I said, it was a personal conversation 

between two friends. Business had nothing to do with 

it.” 

“What all did she have to say?” 

Fay pulled out a chair across the table from Clay and 

sat down. “By the time I finish telling you what I 

know, you’ll swear I’m citing a plot for a horror 

novel.” 

Clay raised a brow. “That bad?” 

“Worse,” Fay stated. “From what Paisley told me, 

this virus originated either in or near Wuhan. It’s a 

newfound strain of coronavirus with what’s being 

estimated as having a ninety-five percent mortality 

rate. Of course, they based those numbers solely on 
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the total cases documented so far. Out of 

approximately a thousand who are or were infected, 

more than nine hundred have died, and the ones 

remaining aren’t recovering.” 

Clay whistled. “Holy hell,” he exclaimed. “How is 

that even possible? Coronaviruses aren’t unusual. A 

cold is a coronavirus. If you read the label on 

disinfectant sprays, it says right there in the small 

print it kills most of them on contact.” 

“We’re not talking about the common cold here, 

Clay. Not even close. It’s being referred to as a novel 

coronavirus, an additional strain that no scientist has 

ever seen before. It’s being dubbed as CORVIR-1, 

scientifically. Paisley referred to it as the Reaper.” 

“That’s rather morbid, don’t you think?” 

“But appropriate. You’ll see why in a minute.” 

“Why CORVIR-1?” 

“Corona Virus, first of its kind.” 

“You said she told you this is happening in Wuhan?” 

“Yes.” 

“You’re fucking kidding me, right?” 

“No. Why?” 

“There’s a huge research facility there, Fay,” Clay 

expressed with concern. “All they do there is study 
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and explore coronaviruses that are mostly carried by 

bats. The scientists actually go into the caves to 

capture them and take them back to the lab to 

perform tests on them and collect samples of their 

blood. If I’m not mistaken, the U.S. has a specialized 

lab there with American scientists whose sole 

responsibility it is to track and record the outbreak of 

viruses like what you’re talking about. With them 

there gathering firsthand information, I feel 

confident that the virus won’t make it out of China.” 

“Were there,” Fay corrected. “The scientists were 

there, Clay. They were all recalled months ago.” 

“Who in the hell made a stupid decision like that?” 

“Do I really need to answer that question?” 

Clay clenched his jaws in frustration. “One more 

stupid move to add to his forever growing repertoire 

of fuck-ups.” 

“Paisley shared with me what she’d seen in some 

videos being leaked out of China. I didn’t see the 

footage personally, but what she described scared the 

shit out of me.” 

“What?” 

“Clay, she said people there are literally dropping 

dead in the streets. This virus is some sort of acute 
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respiratory disease that starts as a sore throat or the 

sniffles, a mild fever and body aches like having the 

flu, with the difference being that within hours the 

illness progresses drastically, filling the victim’s 

lungs with fluid which makes it impossible for them 

to breathe. Paisley said the Chinese scientists have 

reported that they don’t know what they’re dealing 

with, where it came from, or what to do about it. 

They’re all stumped.” 

“I’m no scientist, but with a research facility right 

there in Wuhan, I’d be willing to bet it came directly 

from there,” he said. “The real question is whether it 

was intentional or accidental.” 

“Are you thinking it might be a biological weapon?” 

“That’s the first thing that comes to mind, yes. If it 

turns out to be accidental, then I’d say China has 

some careless, ignorant researchers. The only way it 

could’ve escaped that lab accidentally was if one of 

them didn’t decontaminate properly and carried it out 

on their shoes or clothes. I can’t bear to think that 

someone deliberately released it.” 

“If it’s killing people at such a rapid rate, then that 

means it’s an extremely virulent strain.” 

“I’d say so.” 
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“Paisley said the situation is being closely monitored 

not only by America but also by China.” 

“As if they’d tell us the damn truth about anything,” 

Clay fumed. “There’s no telling how long this shit 

has been going on over there, which brings me to my 

next question.” 

“What?” 

“Why the sudden concern? Why did they choose now 

to notify the U.S. about it? Were they unable to 

contain it and let it get out of China, or out of control? 

If so, Fay, a virus that deadly and contagious, has the 

potential to annihilate the human species. Or come 

awfully damn close.” 

“My guess is that the Chinese government would’ve 

remained silent about it had concerned citizens there 

not leaked videos on social media that they took with 

their phones. The videos were pleas for help from 

outside sources since their own government isn’t 

stepping in.” 

Clay chewed his lip thoughtfully. “I’m sure I don’t 

have to tell you that the possibility of the virus 

already being here is extremely high.” 

“That’s a frightening thought. Let’s hope it isn’t.” 
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“I love your optimism,” Clay said. “But I’m afraid I 

can’t share it. We don’t know enough about it yet to 

feel one way or the other. Let me give you something 

else to think about if you haven’t already. Let’s say 

hypothetically that the virus is already here, and our 

government knows about it and hasn’t done anything 

to contain it. You’ve already said they recalled all the 

scientists who would’ve otherwise been on top of this 

thing. With that in mind, Fay, tell me who’s been 

assigned to monitor this virus.” 

“Surely warnings would’ve been issued if there were 

any active cases here.” 

“Would they?” Clay asked. “Don’t forget the 

debacles with the SARS and Ebola outbreaks. How 

long were those two diseases kept secret until their 

existence could no longer be hidden from the public? 

By the time they made the nation aware of them, 

Americans had already died from both. Maybe it’s 

just me personally because of the way I feel about the 

guy, but I honestly can’t picture Maximus taking the 

threat seriously enough to do anything about it.” 

“If there is a threat,” Fay said. “To my knowledge, 

there isn’t one yet. I’ve seen nothing come through 

on the inside wire. None of my colleagues have 
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mentioned it, and no other news outlets have written 

any articles about it. If they had, I would’ve heard.” 

Clay nodded. “That’s positive news, I suppose.” 

“Paisley said she’d keep me posted on the progress. 

I understand that the American people deserve to 

know, and they need to be made aware of it, but 

there’s nothing I can do at this point. I certainly can’t 

go to John with a story like this and no concrete 

evidence to back it up. If we printed an article on 

hearsay, our reputation as an honest news outlet 

would forever be tarnished.” 

“Ask Paisley’s permission to draft the article and tell 

her you’ll attribute the information you received to 

anonymous sources. You’ve done that before to 

protect your informants, and this story is important 

enough that it needs to be made public. This is not 

the type of information to sit on, Fay. Not when 

innocent lives could be at stake.” 

“I’ll mention it to her the next time we talk. If she’s 

okay with it, then I’ll do it. Until then, I’ll wait and 

see if any of my other White House informants offer 

up any additional information.” 

“Why the hell isn’t our Pandemic Response Team on 

top of this?” 
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“Because there isn’t one,” Fay answered. 

Clay slammed a fist on the table. “Are you fucking 

telling me he did away with that, too?” 

Fay nodded. “Disassembled it and scattered the 

employees around to multiple departments or 

terminated them altogether. They didn’t reassemble 

the team.” 

“Then who the hell is keeping us safe from a possible 

outbreak?” 

Fay shrugged. “Homeland Security, I’m guessing, 

since Paisley is the only one who’s offered any 

information at all about it.” 

“They’re not scientists, Fay. They’re trained in an 

entirely separate area. There isn’t a single person in 

that department who would know the first thing 

about dealing with a deadly virus. Hell fire, they 

wouldn’t even know where to start.” 

“We still have the World Health Organization and 

Centers for Disease Control,” Fay said. “For now, 

anyway.” 

“Don’t tell me he’s withdrawing the U.S. from 

WHO.” 

“Not to my knowledge. If he is, no one’s confirmed 

it to me.” 
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“He’s only been in office for two and a half years and 

has already destroyed an important entity like a 

response team? Those kinds of actions make me 

wonder what his next stupid move will be.” After 

several moments of silence, Clay said, “I’ll never 

understand how someone like him ever got elected to 

begin with. He’s never served in a public office in his 

life. He’s never even ran for public office and has 

never served in the military. He has zero abilities, 

knowledge, or skills that are required to execute the 

duties of the Office of the President. The man is a 

complete and total moron who knows nothing about 

what it means to lead the country.” Clay blew out an 

exasperated breath and shook his head. “No matter 

how hard I try to understand it all, I simply can’t 

come up with an explanation. There is no 

justification for the powerful hold he has on all his 

supporters, including his own administration.” 

“I agree with everything you just said. As far as I 

know, his only work experience is in commercial 

business ventures, and from what I’ve been told, he 

wasn’t even good at that and had more than thirty 

businesses go belly-up.” 
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“And his supporters thought someone with that kind 

of negative financial history would be good for the 

country? Man, oh, man, were they ever duped and 

misled.” 

“All I can say is that he says what people want to 

hear,” Fay said. “They were eager for a change and 

thought they’d get what they wanted through him 

because he’s not a politician.” 

“He definitely has a way of talking,” Clay agreed. 

“He’s like a soothsayer. However, unlike those who 

love and adore him, I can see through his lies because 

I’m not taken in by his poisonous charm.” 

“The way they flock to him reminds me of the pied 

piper and how he played his magical flute, 

mesmerizing the little children so they followed him 

around blindly. Except with him, he does it with 

words and smiles instead of a flute. I suppose maybe 

it’s because he only cares about convincing those 

who love him what a wonderful man he is. The ones 

who’d gladly follow him over the side of a cliff if he 

asked them to, and to hell with everyone else. He’s 

like a damned snake charmer. But instead of alluring 

a cobra from its wicker basket, he does it to his 

faithful masses.” 
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“A snake charmer my ass,” Clay huffed. “He’s more 

like Jim Jones. The man lies through his fucking 

teeth about even the simplest of things when telling 

the truth would be so much easier. His supporters 

gobble it all up like they’re eating a Thanksgiving 

turkey, believing everything he says is the gospel. 

It’s like they’re in a trance or deeply brainwashed. 

They thoroughly believe that only he speaks the truth 

and everyone else is lying. Their behavior seems 

more cult-like to me than anything else I can think 

of. I just don’t understand the blind faith they have in 

the man, or why they can’t see what we see.” 

“No comment,” Fay smiled. She abhorred the man 

almost as much as Clay, but in her line of work, there 

was no place for bias. First, the Washington 

Chronicle wouldn’t allow it and would dismiss her 

immediately if they even suspected she’d submitted 

a prejudiced piece. Second, she had a job to do, and 

that was to report the truth, regardless of whether it 

painted the President in a bad or negative light, and 

the only way she could do that was by putting her 

disdain for the man aside, even when he continually 

alleged that every story written about him was 

untrue, and that every journalist from every 
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newspaper, magazine, and television network were 

all liars that hated him and wanted nothing more than 

to see him fail, and were constantly trying to bring 

him down with the fallacious articles they were 

always writing. He was right about being despised by 

many, but to accuse them all of being liars was 

simply untrue, unfair, and unprofessional. 

“Putting things into perspective, let’s see if I have 

this straight,” Clay said. “We have no pandemic 

response team to deal with an outbreak of a deadly 

virus, we have no scientists in China who could’ve 

alerted the U.S. immediately upon learning about the 

outbreak to allow those in charge to prepare for the 

possibility of an approaching disaster. At this 

moment, we don’t know for sure whether the virus 

has already reached the states. Did I get it right?” 

“Unfortunately.” 

“We’re not vulnerable at all, are we?” Clay said 

sarcastically. “What could possibly go wrong?” 

“I suppose all we can do at this point is pay close 

attention to everything that’s going on. I have tons of 

sources in and out of the White House. Believe it or 

not, there are many White House staff who loathe 

him and are as surprised as we are that he got elected. 
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I’m sure if anything changes, one or more of them 

will let me know. In the meantime, I’ll talk to Paisley 

and try to convince her to go public with her story. 

Anonymously, of course.” 

“Of course.” 

Their twin sons, Dylan and Darby, appeared at the 

kitchen entry rubbing their stomachs. “Is dinner 

ready yet? We’re starving.”   
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

 

Cedar’s Grove, Oklahoma 

“Jim, don’t open that door!” Estella squealed. “It 

might not be safe out there.” 

“I have to look and see,” Jim protested. “That’s the 

only way to find out.” 

“No, you don’t. Those things could still be in the 

house.” 

“That’s why I need to check. We can’t stay down 

here forever, Stella.” 

She didn’t know how long they’d been hiding in the 

cellar. With no clock or watch to see what time it was 

and sitting on the hard ground in semi-darkness 

listening to each other breathe had been disorienting. 

Jim was restless and anxious, eager to assess the 

damage the locusts had left in their wake. If he 

opened the cellar door and locusts suddenly swarmed 

and overcame him, she envisioned him falling 

backwards down the stairs and breaking his foolish 

neck. Then where would she be? She couldn’t bear 

the thought of life without him. 
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Putting his ear to the door, he said, “I don’t hear 

anything.” 

“That doesn’t mean they aren’t there,” Estella said, 

brushing off the seat of her dress as she rose from the 

dirt floor.” 

“I should at least hear chirping or the fluttering of 

wings, don’t you think?” 

“I don’t know, Jim.” 

“It’s silent out there. That’s got to be a good sign,” 

he said, pulling the towel away from the bottom of 

the door. “I’ll only crack it a bit,” he assured her. 

“Just enough to peek out. If I see any of those things, 

I’ll shut it back really quick.” 

“Please be careful.” 

Jim slowly and quietly eased the door open, listening 

for any sounds that would indicate the insects were 

still there. Hearing nothing, he opened the door a bit 

further. 

The house appeared to be empty. There were no 

locusts in the kitchen. No live ones, anyway. 

Hundreds of dead carcasses scattered the floor, 

crushed to death by their fellow insects during their 

crazed feeding frenzy. 

“My Lord,” Jim sighed. 
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“What is it?” Estella asked, already halfway up the 

staircase. 

“The kitchen’s wrecked,” he said, pushing the door 

all the way open. 

He didn’t understand how a plague of insects had 

caused such a massive amount of damage to the 

kitchen unless the weight of thousands of them 

pressing into the windows had triggered it. Every 

window was shattered. Glass shards covered the 

floor and countertops, along with broken jars of 

Estella’s canned jams and jellies, leaving behind 

clumpy puddles and streaks of red, purple, and blue. 

If they’d caused that much damage to a single room, 

he could only imagine what the rest of the house must 

look like. 

“Jim,” Estella sobbed as she came up behind him. 

“Look what they’ve done.” 

“I know, honey,” Jim said, taking hold of her hand. 

“There’s nothing we can’t fix, though. It’s just a 

house, Stella. There wasn’t anything in here that we 

can’t replace. It was all material belongings. The 

important thing is that we’re safe.” 

“You need to check on Rocky,” Estella said. “Make 

sure he made it home okay.”  She tried not to conjure 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

169 
 

up the mental image of him dead behind the wheel of 

his father’s truck, covered in thousands of bugs, but 

the image involuntarily entered her mind, anyway. 

Rocky was just a young kid that she’d known all his 

life and had watched him grow up from infancy to 

adulthood. The thought of something like that 

happening to him was heartbreaking, as was the 

devastating impact it would have on his parents. She 

prayed to God that he and his family were alright. 

“I’d like to be able to do that,” Jim said. “But 

something tells me the phone no longer works.” 

Glass crunched beneath their feet as they cautiously 

walked through the kitchen and into the living room. 

Every window there was also shattered. Torn and 

tattered drapes were so badly damaged that they 

looked moth eaten. Estella’s handmade quilts that 

were to be sold at the bazaar laid scattered and ruined 

on the living room rug. Hundreds more brown 

carcasses laid strewn about the room, their prickly 

legs clinging to the fabric of the furniture and 

curtains. The disgusting things shrouded the 

tabletops. 

“What an awful mess,” Estella gasped. “What took 

us years to build took them only minutes to destroy,” 
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she said, picking up a quilt from the floor and tossing 

it onto a chair. 

“I’m sure I already know what I’m going to find,” 

Jim said. “But I need to have a look outside and see 

how bad the damage is to our crops.” 

Jim and Estella Hardy walked out onto the back-

porch hand in hand and stood in silence as they 

surveyed the damage brought upon their farm by the 

swarm of destructive locusts. 

Nothing remained in the field except stripped and 

empty stalks where only hours before, golden wheat 

had been ready for harvest. Because of the 

unexpected and destructive swarm, there would be 

no harvesting, no sale of crops, nor the selling of 

Estella’s jams, jellies, and quilts. There would be no 

income for them until next year because it was too 

late in the season for replanting. With the loss of 

crops and all the other sellable goods in Cedar’s 

Grove, there would be no reason to hold the annual 

bazaar, and that meant a loss of income for many 

other families in their small town. 

“How many jars of goods are there in the cellar?” Jim 

asked. 

“Several.” 
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“Enough to last us through the winter?” 

“Probably.” 

“Good. Don’t give any of them away.” 

“Why?” 

“We’re going to need them,” Jim answered flatly. 

“We’ll also need to use our savings sparingly. With 

any luck at all, we’ll be able to survive until next 

year.” 

The red harvester looked out-of-place sitting in the 

middle of an empty wheat field, as though it was 

awaiting instructions on what to do next since it 

couldn’t complete the job it’d been designed to do. 

“Let’s take a ride,” Jim said. 

“Where to?” 

“Around town to check on our neighbors and see 

how they’re faring.” 

“And Rocky?” 

“We’ll go there first.” 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

 

Cedartown, Georgia 

Pastor Erwin laid his large scrapbook on his desk and 

opened it to the first page.  

God had been speaking to him for months, 

encouraging him to keep a visual record of notable 

events, and that’s exactly what he’d been doing. 

The scrapbook was filled with news articles, 

photographs, and bold-typed headlines that all but 

verified what he felt in his heart was unfolding right 

before his eyes. And in real time. He wondered if 

others were aware of it, too, and if so, what were they 

doing to warn others about it? Were they shouting it 

from the rooftops loud enough for all who had ears 

to hear, or were they keeping silent, too ashamed to 

speak out for fear of being ridiculed or accused of 

being insane? 

If he told his parishioners that the Almighty had been 

speaking to him, or if he revealed what he knew was 

coming, they’d probably swear he was crazy and 

vow never to step foot in his church again. They’d all 

know soon enough because he intended to tell them 
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during the next service. It was his job to warn them 

and give them ample time to prepare. What they 

chose to do about it was between them and God. 

Beyond divulging the truth to them, there really 

wasn’t much else he could do. He could already 

envision the stunned looks on their faces when he 

disclosed what God had been saying to him, the 

hushed whispers, the sardonic laughs, and giggles 

that were sure to accompany the confused, blank 

stares. Embarrassment or ridicule from the foolhardy 

was of no importance to him; however, preparing 

souls for eternal salvation was. He’d always found it 

hypocritical, especially from those proclaiming to be 

Christians, that whenever people proclaimed to talk 

to God, it was considered praying. But let someone 

confess that God had spoken to them, and mental 

health authorities would scramble to find an 

available room in a padded cell at the nearest 

sanitarium. Pastor Erwin knew God had been 

speaking to him, and audibly was only one means of 

communication, albeit one that didn’t happen often, 

and when it did, it was always in dreams. Even so, 

he’d completely understood the messages. Anyone 
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could hear God speak, if only they’d listen with their 

hearts and be open-minded about it. 

Presently, God was speaking to an entire nation, 

giving them slight glimpses of what was still yet to 

come, but it appeared that no one was listening or 

paying attention to what was going on around them. 

Primarily, most of the population seemed to be so 

caught up in their own self-aggrandizement, 

pleasure, and love of materialistic things that they 

were blind and deaf to their natural surroundings. All 

of that was about to change, and it was only a matter 

of time before it did. 

Maximillian Erwin was paying close attention by 

watching, listening, and waiting. God had 

commanded him to be on alert, and that’s exactly 

what he intended to do. When God spoke, he heeded. 

Each individual clipping in the scrapbook was a sign. 

They were documented events that were foretold 

manifestations that would occur during the end of 

days. Multitudes of pre-end-of-time occurrences had 

already come to pass. Several others were still 

transpiring. Afterwards, only a few would remain 

before the beginning of the end commenced. 
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Earthquakes happening in locations that weren’t 

even near fault lines. Catastrophic hurricanes like the 

gargantuan one presently heading towards Florida. 

Disastrous cyclones and typhoons. Locust swarms in 

Africa, the Middle East, and American Midwest. Ice 

shelves the size of small states breaking off in the 

Arctic. Uncontrollable raging wildfires along the 

entire west coast. Some might argue that the 

increased severity of natural disasters and other 

phenomenon might be attributed to climate change 

or produce some other nonsensical explanation to 

justify the reason, but he knew what was really going 

on and accepted the truth for what it was. It didn’t 

matter whether he or anyone else believed or 

accepted the facts because there was nothing anyone 

could do to stop it from happening, anyway. The 

inevitable simply could not be prevented. 

It wasn’t climate change. 

Nor was it a shifting of the earth’s axis, or Atlas’ 

arms collapsing from tiredness and weariness from 

holding up the world for eons. 

None of the events were being caused by radioactive 

or electromagnetic fields coming from G5 cell 

towers. 
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And the rapidly dwindling ozone layer was not a 

factor; therefore, could not be blamed for any of 

these events. 

They could all be attributed to one thing and one 

thing only. 

Signs of the coming tribulation. 

It didn’t matter what description one used, whether it 

was the Rapture, or Armageddon, or end of days. 

They all meant the same thing and would have the 

same effect – pain and suffering beyond all 

imagination. 

Lately, he’d wondered if the Rapture had already 

happened and he’d been left behind, quickly 

dismissing the thoughts, convinced that the devil was 

trying his patience and questioning his faith and 

beliefs. He knew better than to think such things and 

got irritated at himself whenever he allowed evil 

thoughts like that to invade his usually rational way 

of thinking. Besides, if the Rapture had already 

happened, why would God task him with the 

responsibility of saving as many souls as he could? 

If the Rapture occurred before he could complete that 

mission, it’d be too late for them anyway, so why 

bother? 
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He'd never cared for politics, politicians, or anything 

having to do with either and never allowed himself 

to get involved in discussions pertaining to them. He 

did, however, do his civic duty by voting in 

presidential elections, and that’s as far as it went. 

All of that changed when Lucius Maximus was 

elected as President, stunning millions of American 

citizens and leaving them to wonder how it’d 

happened when he’d been lagging so far behind in 

the polls. A mysterious achievement, to say the least. 

Unless one considered that his election was meant to 

be. It was part of the overall plan to usher in the onset 

of the annihilation of mankind and world destruction. 

It wasn’t until several months into his presidency that 

Pastor Erwin began piecing together the shadowy 

incidents that’d been unfolding since election day, 

realizing that Maximus’ appointment to the position 

was decided well before the election, and had been 

foretold for thousands of years.  

Maximillian Erwin read the newspapers and watched 

the evening broadcasts on television, and also 

occasionally read social media posts to see what 

people were thinking, feeling, and saying. Therefore, 

he was aware of the theory that many believed 
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President Maximus to be the Antichrist, which 

sparked heated debates between supporters and non-

supporters that included vicious name-calling and 

accusations, with the former group feeling it their 

duty to defend his honor at any cost, and the latter 

group feeling it their responsibility to lead the lost 

sheep back to the Shepherd. His most extreme 

supporters were much like cult members, believing 

only what their leader said to be the truth while 

dismissing everything else, especially the truth, as 

despicable lies. He’d dealt with disassociated cult 

members before and knew how difficult it could be 

to de-program them after having been subjected to 

severe brainwashing. That’s exactly what he saw in 

the supporters of Lucius Maximus and getting them 

back on track once his presidency ended, if humanity 

lasted another two years, would be a hard feat to 

achieve, if even possible. Too many of them were too 

deep into the black sea of falsehoods and mistruths 

to find their way back to reality. 

Little did those who believed him to be the Antichrist 

know just how right they were. 

A mistake made by many was that they assumed 

when the Antichrist appeared, he’d do so in a vapor 
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of white smoke, appearing out of thin air like a 

magician. That couldn’t be further from the truth. 

The Bible clearly states that he will be “born of man, 

but not from man,” meaning he will be born into the 

world as an infant to a mortal woman and, over time, 

grow to be an adult man who’d be put into a position 

of power he’d been destined to fulfill. A position that 

would allot him the freedom to do what he was sent 

to earth to do. One where he could act however he 

pleased and say whatever he wanted without being 

questioned about his morals and intentions. A 

position where no one could stand in his way of 

fulfilling his mission of destruction.  

It wouldn’t be any old run-of-the-mill, routine, 

everyday job. It’d be one of dominance and 

authority. One that’d make him notorious to the 

entire world. 

What better position was there to fit those 

requirements other than the President of the United 

States? 

Antichrist. Apollyon. Abaddon. They were all the 

same, and Lucius Maximus was certainly qualified 

to fill the shoes. He exhibited many of the 

characteristics associated with the Antichrist. He was 
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egotistical, self-absorbed, hateful, foul-mouthed, and 

cruel. He despised Christians, prayer, churches, and 

everything else that’d be considered holy. Pastor 

Erwin wouldn’t be a bit surprised to learn that 

Maximus himself had struck the match that’d ignited 

the fire that’d set the world ablaze. 

He was stunned at the number of so-called Christians 

and Evangelicals who defended him and his actions, 

even though they knew how he felt about 

Christianity. Yet, they remained faithful to their 

ungodly leader no matter what, condoning his 

grotesque behavior instead of condemning it. 

President Lucius Maximus represented everything 

that Jesus preached against and had certainly broken 

every single one of the ten commandments. He 

absolutely couldn’t believe how people proclaiming 

to love and follow God could follow someone so 

UN-Godly as Lucius Maximus. 

His observations weren’t necessarily views of 

judgment, but as a man of God himself, he felt it his 

responsibility to point out the obvious. For there are 

none so blind as those who will not see. If his 

sycophantic worshippers didn’t remove their 

blinders and see him for who he really was, then 
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they’d end up following him right off the edge of a 

cliff and straight into the pits of hell. All he could do 

was continue doing what he’d been doing by praying 

for their souls and that the blinding scales be 

removed from their eyes. 

There wasn’t a lot of public information available on 

Maximus. What little he’d found out about him was 

written in his journal. However, the more he learned 

about the president’s actions, the more he became 

convinced that he was the son of Satan. 

Lucius Belvedere Maximus was born in Babylon, 

Massachusetts, a suburb of Salem, on June the sixth, 

nineteen-sixty-six, making him fifty-nine years old. 

Married to Odessa with no children. His childhood 

education was provided by some of the best private 

schools in the country. Graduated from Wharton 

with a master’s degree in Business. The only child of 

Daidamia and Doyle Maximus, both deceased. That 

was the extent of available personal information. 

Prior to his run for the presidency, he’d been a 

successful business executive who’d made himself 

quite wealthy. Perhaps the reason for the lack of 

information was because he was a nobody before 

getting elected. Yet two-plus years post-election, no 
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further data, personal or otherwise, had been added 

to his online repertoire. One would think that the 

American citizens would demand to know more 

about the man running their country, but they didn’t 

seem to care. In their eyes, he was perfect. 

It wasn’t coincidental that unusual and 

unprecedented events had increased ever since 

Maximus’ election. Causing chaos, divisiveness, and 

dissention were all part of Apollyon’s plan to destroy 

and bring down humankind by turning them against 

one another to the point of self-annihilation. His 

staunch and dedicated supporters had turned on their 

loved ones who’d dared to question why they 

vehemently backed him. Years-long relationships 

and friendships had ended because of differences in 

beliefs and opinions. People from all over the world 

were rioting in the streets in the name of social 

justice. There were rumors of domestic terrorist 

groups arming themselves with weaponry to defend 

his honor, taking to the streets and threatening to 

shoot and kill anyone who stood in their way. Some 

were even calling for civil war, supporters against 

non-supporters, good against evil. Gun owners 

strapped themselves to the gills with rifles and 
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handguns just to walk into a grocery store. There 

were times he felt as though he were living in a third-

world or dictator run country instead of the United 

States of America. 

He’s who the people had elected, and he still had a 

year and a half remaining in office. That was plenty 

of time to cause irreparable damage and destruction 

along the way. He’d be rejoicing and smiling with 

every successful blow to America and her people, 

ripping it all away piece by piece until not a shred 

remained. 

Biblical prophecy claims that during the end of days, 

people will choose the side of either good or evil, 

with each side believing the other to be the wicked 

ones, accusing each other of blasphemy, slander, and 

unadulterated hatred for everyone. 

That had already happened. 

Maximus’ followers hated those who stood against 

him, and those who defied him were constantly 

trying to find ways to get his followers to turn away 

from him by pointing out his vile and evil ways. They 

weren’t interested in hearing any of it, believing the 

non-followers were telling lies about him simply 

because they hated him. Unfortunately, their choices 
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were already made, and there would be no changing 

their minds.  

Although he had no credible proof to back up his 

belief, he was certain those who worshiped, loved, 

and adored Maximus had already accepted the mark 

of the beast and were doomed to eternal damnation. 

Pastor Erwin sighed as he flipped to a blank page and 

carefully taped his newest article inside the book. 

The story had just broken that morning with a byline 

from a reporter in Washington, D.C. named Fay 

Bennett. The content of the story had sent a chill 

down his spine. 

“I’m keeping an eye on you,” he’d whispered while 

reading the article. For now, it was being reported 

that the deadly virus was contained in Wuhan, China, 

where it originated from. It was several thousand 

miles away and currently not a threat to any other 

country. If anyone was naïve enough to believe that 

a virus could be corralled and contained in a specific 

area, then they were sadly mistaken and didn’t 

understand the first thing about how viruses 

operated.  

It was an issue he intended to monitor closely and 

would continue to check the papers and listen to the 
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news every day to see if there were any fresh 

developments. 

Pastor Erwin had a feeling that if CORVIR-1 started 

spreading as he suspected it would, then it’d do so 

with maddening rapidity, leaving thousands upon 

thousands of dead bodies in its wake, as it’d already 

done in China. 

A majority would see the spread of a deadly disease 

as nothing more than that. To Pastor Erwin, it was 

pestilence, another sign that the end of time was nigh. 

If a highly contagious and lethal virus made it into 

the United States, the country was likely to 

experience an event that had the potential to eradicate 

the human species, giving President Lucius Maximus 

the opportunity to put one more notch of destruction 

in his belt of chaotic achievements. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

 

Canal Point, Florida 

“Pick out a couple of your favorite toys, Kirk,” Jamie 

told her son. 

“Are we going on a trip, mommy?” 

“Yes, honey, we are.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“To see Grandma.” 

“Oh, boy!” Kirk squealed with delight. “I get to see 

Grandma. I get to see Grandma,” he chanted while 

jumping up and down.  

“You sure do.” Kirk had seen the coverage of the 

storm on the news while Jamie and Ben were 

watching, but he was too young to understand the 

seriousness of it, only that they were having to leave 

home because of it and would come back once the 

storm had passed. At least that’s what they’d told him 

because trying to explain to a five-year-old that they 

may not have a home to come back to was difficult. 

“Can I take him, mommy?” Kirk asked, holding up a 

brown teddy bear with black eyes and a red and white 

polka-dotted bow tie. 
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“Yes. But only the bear and the other two you’ve 

already picked out. We need to leave room for 

clothes.” 

“Okay, mommy.” 

Ben was outside putting up the storm windows, for 

whatever good that would do. As predicted, the two 

Atlantic hurricanes had merged into one and were 

packing maximum sustained winds of over three 

hundred miles per hour. That was equivalent to an F5 

tornado, the only difference being that a tornado 

blew through in a matter of minutes. A hurricane 

took several hours. With such high winds and 

torrential rainfall, Jamie doubted there’d be much of 

anything left in their small town when the hurricane 

had finished eating. 

Colorized graphics from the National Hurricane 

Center depicted the colossal size of the storm as 

being larger than the entire state of Florida, and with 

an inlay of the storm over the state, it was completely 

covered from the Keys to Tallahassee, and from the 

east coast to the west. No one knew what to expect 

because no one had ever dealt with the merging of 

two active storms. If a Category Five hurricane’s 

maximum sustained winds capped off at 150 miles 
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per hour, which were catastrophic winds, then what 

were three hundred plus miles per hour capable of?  

Cities would be demolished. Commercial and 

residential buildings would be leveled. Trees would 

be uprooted and tossed miles away as though they 

were nothing more than toothpicks. Both humans 

and animals alike would perish, either from the 

winds, the flooding, or a combination of the two. 

She’d know eventually because she’d continue to 

watch for updates and follow the news coverage. 

From a safe distance. God help those who refused to 

heed the advice of experts and evacuate. Once the 

storm made landfall, it’d be too late. 

Mandatory evacuations were already underway for 

the Keys, coastal residents, Lake Okeechobee, and 

mobile home parks. As with any other hurricane, 

there were tons of boneheads who refused to desert 

their homes, opting instead to batten down the 

hatches and ride it out like a cowboy trying to tame a 

wild Mustang. Spectators and beach goers were 

being warned to stay away from the beaches and 

coastlines because of thirty-foot storm surges and 

waves. Again, the dipshits wouldn’t heed the 

warnings because curiosity would get the best of 
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them and render them incapable of following safety 

precautions. Thirty-foot high waves didn’t happen 

every day, and they weren’t about to give up their 

only chance to see them. Nothing says, “I told you 

so,” like getting sucked up by the whirling winds and 

surf and tossed into the raging, churning sea waters 

of the Atlantic Ocean.  

Their suitcases were already packed and loaded in 

the car. They’d be on the road by midnight, hopefully 

avoiding an onslaught of bumper-to-bumper traffic. 

As Jamie stood at the kitchen counter making 

sandwiches for their trip, she was overcome by the 

sinking feeling it was the last time she’d ever be 

inside her home. 

If Jamie Donaldson had known at that moment about 

the multiple tragedies she’d soon face, she would’ve 

never left Canal Point. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

 

Benedict, Maine 

Harvey rocked slowly back and forth in his old, 

squeaky rocking chair as he sat in front of the 

fireplace staring thoughtlessly at the dwindling pile 

of wood, regretting that he hadn’t brought in more 

when he’d had the chance. After three trips back and 

forth from the cabin to the shed, he was in agonizing 

pain, unable to make a fourth run. Hopefully, the six 

logs he was able to bring in would be sufficient 

enough to last throughout the night. If his arthritis 

would allow him to, then he’d haul in the remaining 

firewood the next morning. Weather conditions were 

much too dangerous now for him to attempt a walk 

outside. With his aching, arthritic back and hands, 

attempting to carry any more wood would be a 

struggle. If he slipped and fell on the ice, he’d either 

break his neck or freeze to death in the icy snow. 

He wasn’t inclined to keep firewood inside or piled 

by the shed in the middle of the summer. What he 

had on hand was left over from his winter supply. At 

the moment, the weather felt more like January than 
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it did July. In all his years, he’d never seen anything 

like it. The temperature had plummeted forty degrees 

in only a couple of hours and would continue to drop 

throughout the night. 

Snow had been falling long enough that most of the 

ground and tree limbs were covered. However, it 

wasn’t the accumulating snowfall that had him on 

edge. The wind was blowing so forcefully that it 

whistled through the thin cracks in the walls of his 

small log cabin. I’m gonna huff, and puff, and blow 

your house down, he thought, calling to memory one 

of his daughter’s favorite fairy tales. There certainly 

wasn’t a hungry wolf at his door, but the pounding 

wind had the capability of doing exactly what the big 

bad wolf had done to three little frightened and 

unsuspecting pigs, leaving them unsheltered and 

vulnerable to the wolf’s ravenous appetite. 

He wouldn’t feel so rueful over the wood if the power 

hadn’t gone out. Although he didn’t like running the 

thermostat unnecessarily and wasting precious 

money he didn’t have to pay a high electric bill, it 

had at least been a comfort knowing he could’ve 

turned it on if the need arose. Unfortunately, the need 
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had arisen, but with no electricity, he was screwed 

six ways from Sunday. 

Perhaps a tinge of paranoia was setting in because a 

shortage of wood had never concerned him, not even 

in the wintertime. If he ran out, all he had to do was 

make a phone call and have more delivered. He 

couldn’t even do that now. Perhaps the thought of 

that was making him more nervous than necessary. 

A well-fed fire would keep the living room and 

kitchen warm enough to be comfortable. That is, if 

the few logs he had left were enough to get them 

through the night.  

He always kept extra blankets on his bed to provide 

added warmth inside the bedroom. Heat from the fire 

didn’t reach that part of the cabin. But that was 

during the winter, when an ample supply of firewood 

remained on hand. Who the hell ever stocked up on 

firewood and lit their fireplaces in the summertime?  

Other than the glow from the fire, the only other light 

in the small room was provided by a few scattered 

stick candles and an old kerosene lantern. Pedro lay 

on a rug in front of the fireplace, oblivious to the 

storm but enjoying the warmth that the fire provided. 
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Blankets and pillows from his bed were now piled on 

the couch. They’d sleep in the warm living room for 

the night. Without extra wood to keep the fire going, 

it’d only be a matter of time before the small fire died 

out completely, leaving them completely without 

heat. 

With any luck, the bundle of blankets would be 

adequate in keeping him warm and safe throughout 

the night. When the fire finally died and Pedro 

realized how cold it was in their cabin, he’d join him 

on the couch and bury himself beneath the covers 

like a smart dog should. 

He wondered about the availability of wood in July, 

and how many around town had found themselves in 

the same predicament as him, either low on or 

completely out of wood. If that were the case, then 

everyone who needed it would scramble to get to it 

first. Without a working phone, he couldn’t call to 

have any delivered, and since he could no longer 

drive, he had no car to drive into town to pick it up 

himself. What if he couldn’t find any wood and the 

power wasn’t restored for days? He’d freeze to death. 

Inside his home. In July, dammit. 
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The cold air inside the cabin was raining hell down 

on his arthritis. His hands and fingers ached so badly 

that he could barely move them. His back was as stiff 

as an ironing board from all the lifting and carrying 

of wood he’d done earlier in the day. Not being a 

young man anymore, the things that’d once been 

simple to accomplish now only reminded him of just 

how old he’d gotten. 

Whether it was the sound of the wind, or the snow 

piling up outside, or the lack of light inside his home, 

he’d never felt so lonely or alone in his life. 

Before the power outage, his daughter still hadn’t 

called. He didn’t know whether she’d evacuated or 

stayed. With the phone out, even if she tried calling 

him now, she’d never get through. How he wished 

he’d taken her advice and gotten one of them cell 

phones she kept telling him about. That way, even if 

the power went out, he’d still have a way to 

communicate and call for help if he needed to. 

If something went wrong now and he got injured, 

he’d likely succumb to the injury with no way to call 

emergency services. 

“Don’t do anything stupid,” he muttered. “Stay still 

and don’t wander around in the dark unnecessarily.” 
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Something heavy struck the door with a loud thud!, 

startling Harvey and sending Pedro into a barking 

frenzy. He wasn’t about to open the door to see what 

it was. More than likely it was debris picked up and 

tossed around by the raging wind, but in his mind, he 

envisioned a large, hungry bear or a giant moose 

standing at the door, either of which had the strength 

to overpower him. Hell, at the moment, even tiny 

Pedro could do that because his aching body 

wouldn’t allow him to fight back, even if his life 

depended on it. 

The silence inside the cabin was overwhelming. No 

television to watch, no radio to listen to, not even 

enough light to read. 

Harvey slowly rose from the chair, grunting and 

groaning as he made his way to the couch. 

With nothing to do to keep him occupied, he laid 

down on the couch and crawled under the trove of 

warm blankets. Comfortable and happy with the heat 

currently being provided by the fire, Pedro remained 

on the rug in front of the hearth. 

Lulled by the comforting sound of crackling embers, 

Harvey and Pedro slept soundly.  
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Outside, heavy snow began falling as the howling 

wind screeched like an angry banshee. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

 

Widow’s Peak, Washington 

Dr. Underwood turned into the restricted access 

entrance, a dirt road accessible only to city and 

county government employees. Prior authorization 

had been granted at the request of Herb Winwood. 

Before agreeing, the Mayor had a request of his own. 

Any and all findings were to be reported to him 

without delay. It was an agreement Herb was 

reluctant to give but agreed to in order to coax the 

Mayor into granting permission that allowed him to 

get a closer look at Mount Cereubus. 

“Don’t tell that Mayor anything without my 

approval,” Herb told him. “Any information relayed 

to him will be at my discretion.” 

The pine tree lined dirt roadway leading to the base 

of the mountain was rocky and bumpy terrain. The 

rough ride was worth the trouble because it would 

provide Dr. Underwood the ability to get as close as 

he could and take measurements and gather 

important data that he’d use to compare with the 

readings he’d taken the day before. Even the slightest 
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of changes in recordings could indicate a probable 

eruption. The information would then be relayed to 

and discussed with Herb, who would then instruct 

him on the next steps to take, whether it was to alert 

the town, or pack up his gear and head home. 

His team wouldn’t arrive on the site until later in the 

day, but the data he could gather on his own 

beforehand would provide him with preemptive and 

decisive answers. 

Dr. Underwood pulled off the roadway and parked 

his truck a mile away from the volcanic perimeter 

and unpacked his equipment. 

Even from as far away as he was, he could see steam 

rising from several areas along the baseline, an 

assured sign that fissures had formed along the 

surrounding ground, the steam a result of hot lava 

flowing beneath the surface. The heavy stench of 

rotten eggs revealed that sulfur oxide, a highly toxic 

gas that was always a precursor to an assured 

eruption, was present.. 

“Hold your horses there, girl,” Jake said as he bolted 

and secured the seismograph to the ground. “Don’t 

go erupting on me while I’m this close. At least give 

me a fighting chance to escape.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

199 
 

The needle on the machine instantly began dancing 

wildly across the roll of paper, but Jake didn’t need 

the machine to tell him it was recording tremors. 

They were strong enough that he could feel the 

steady rumbling beneath his feet. And if the tremors 

were already that strong, then it was only a matter of 

time before the hot volcano generated a full-blown 

earthquake that would inevitably lead to an explosive 

eruption. 

Jake glanced back and forth between the 

seismograph and the mountain, then at his 

surroundings as he attempted to make an educated 

guess about how long it would take the flowing lava 

to reach the town. By his estimation and considering 

the proximity of the closeness between the city limits 

and the mountain, about thirty minutes. Although he 

was concerned about a flowing river of fiery lava 

burning its way down the mountain and into town, he 

was even more worried about the event that would 

follow. The powerful and destructive pyroclastic 

blast that would succeed the initial eruption would 

level anything in its path. Everything that the molten 

fire didn’t incinerate would be bulldozed by the 
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powerful explosion. And that included trees, 

buildings, animals, and humans. 

Jake knew the volcano was a ticking time bomb, and 

that the town of Widow’s Peak was in danger and 

needed to be evacuated immediately. Failure to do so 

would inexorably result in multiple unnecessary 

deaths. 

Quickly packing his equipment, he tossed the 

suitcases into the bed of the truck and jumped behind 

the wheel, his heart pounding, adrenaline pumping. 

Before he could phone Herb to relay the information, 

Herb called him instead. 

“I have to put your team on hold, Jake.” 

“Not that it matters because I was about to call and 

tell you not to send them, but why?” 

“I’ve got everyone who’s available on standby.” 

“Standby for what?” 

“We’re receiving an unsubstantiated number of calls 

from our sister facilities all over the world reporting 

questionable volcanic activity in their area. Weird, 

huh?” 

“Weird?” Jake questioned. “Impossible is more like 

it. Volcanoes aren’t synchronized. They don’t send 
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messages or signals to let each other know when to 

blow.” 

“I don’t have a lot of information right now other 

than what I’ve told you, but I’ll keep you posted. 

How are you faring there?” 

“Mount Cereubus is getting ready to go, Herb. You 

need to call the mayor and have him issue evacuation 

orders immediately. I counted at least ten fissures at 

the site already emitting steam, and sulfuric oxide is 

leaking into the atmosphere.” 

“You’re right,” Herb stated. “That’s a sure sign that 

it’s almost showtime.”  

“Wouldn’t surprise me if it happened any minute 

now.” 

“I’ll make the call to the mayor. You get the hell out 

of there, Jake.” 

“I intend to,” he replied. “Herb? Out of all those 

reports you’ve received, have you gotten any from 

Wyoming?” 

“As of now, no, thank God. Let’s hope we don’t.” 

Forget hoping. People had better pray that no activity 

was reported there. 

Yellowstone National Park was a beautiful place that 

attracted millions of tourists wanting to see Old 
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Faithful. Extending from Wyoming into Montana 

and Idaho, the park was filled with several species of 

animals that roamed the grounds freely. 

There were also active geysers.  

Beauty wasn’t Yellowstone’s only claim to fame. 

It was also home to the only super volcano on earth.  

An eruption at Yellowstone National Park wouldn’t 

only be apocalyptic and deadly, it’d cause the end of 

civilization. 

Another thought remained on Jake’s mind as he 

headed back into town. 

If Herb was right about volcanoes suddenly waking 

up all over the world, what had caused such an 

unparalleled phenomena? 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

 

Rafael’s Point, California 

Tania Brock ordered a double scoop of Rocky Road 

ice cream and sat down on a wooden bench on the 

pier, people-watching while she enjoyed her cone. 

It was both enlightening and entertaining to see just 

how different people could be from each other. Their 

body language, the way they dressed, the way they 

spoke, the color of their hair. 

She smiled when an elderly couple sauntered past 

her, hand in hand, as they made their way back 

towards the boardwalk, wondering how long they’d 

been married or if they had any children. When the 

time came for her to wed, if she ever did, she wanted 

a marriage that lasted forever, a partner who 

cherished their vows and loved her no matter what. 

She didn’t even know if that kind of love truly 

existed. If it did, it was extremely rare. The problem 

with couples these days was that too many of them 

went into marriage with divorce on their minds. If 

things don’t work out, we can get a divorce. If you 

don’t support my dreams and goals, we can get a 
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divorce. If you spend more time with your friends 

than you do with me, we can get a divorce. With that 

kind of attitude towards what was supposed to be a 

lifetime commitment, she wasn’t surprised that so 

many marriages actually ended in divorce. 

She wanted the type of husband who would treat her 

the way her father treated her mother, and vice versa. 

With kindness, respect, and genuine love. 

Tania sighed. Why had marriage even crossed her 

mind when she didn’t even have a boyfriend? 

Moreover, she didn’t want one. Her education was 

her top priority and having a boyfriend would do 

nothing but throw a wrench in the gears because all 

they’d ever want to do was go out on dates or spend 

time together talking and watching movies. If she 

allowed herself to get seriously involved with 

anyone, they’d demand too much of her attention and 

not leave her with enough time for studying. If she 

couldn’t study and pass her classes, then she could 

kiss her career with the FBI goodbye. No boy or man 

was worth that. 

Not to say that she hadn’t been out with a few guys 

since arriving in California, because she had. 

Unfortunately, they’d all proven to be tremendous 
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disappointments. Partying and drinking to the point 

of falling-down inebriation seemed to be the “in” 

thing to do on her campus. She wasn’t interested in 

living that kind of life. In fact, she found drunkards 

to be rather revolting. Surely, there was a nice, sober 

guy out there for her somewhere. She just needed to 

be patient until they crossed paths, which was fine by 

her because she wasn’t in a hurry for romance. 

She’d considered going to the party she’d been 

invited to and had even gone as far as walking to the 

house where it was being hosted. Once she’d arrived 

and saw how many people were there, both inside 

and outside in the yard, she’d quickly turned around 

and walked back to town. She hated big crowds more 

than she disliked parties, especially where copious 

amounts of alcohol were being consumed and 

marijuana joints were being passed around. She 

knew they were smoking pot because she’d smelled 

it. Undoubtedly, there was probably a lot of sexual 

activity going on as well, if what she’d been told by 

classmates was true.  

As she stared out at the ocean, she thought about how 

badly she missed her family, wishing she could see 

them, talk to them, hug them. She’d never been away 
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from them for so long of a period, and even though 

she was happy with her school in California, she was 

feeling homesick, eager for the holidays to arrive so 

she could go home for a visit. 

Until then, she’d muddle through her classes and 

schoolwork, aiming high for the goals she’d set for 

herself years before, and enjoy it while it lasted. 

Tossing her napkin into the waste bin, Tania began 

her walk back to her empty apartment, where she’d 

lay on the couch and watch television until she fell 

asleep, only to awaken the following morning to 

begin her normal daily routine. 
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A SERIES OF FORETOLD PROPHECIES 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

 

Washington, DC 

“Are you sure about this, Paisley?” Fay asked in a 

faint voice. “Is it possible that someone is mistaken 

or didn’t get their facts straight?” 

What her friend was telling her was unbelievable. 

Even more so – horrifying.  

CORVIR-1 had breached the Chinese borders and 

was rapidly spreading throughout Asia and Europe. 

Multiple countries had already been infected. The 

United Kingdom, Italy, and Spain were reporting 

active cases. The virus would continue to spread as 

long as people walked, talked, breathed, and 

traveled. 

According to the information Paisley had given her, 

thousands of deaths had already been reported, and 

the death toll would inevitably continue to rise as 

long as the virus raged out of control with absolutely 

no way to rein it in to prevent the spread. 

Since she’d broken her story, multiple news outlets 

had joined the cause and begun their own digging 

into the story and reporting their findings, so learning 
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about the massive number of fatalities didn’t come as 

a surprise.  

Fay concluded that with such a rapid spread, it was 

only a matter of time until it found its way into the 

states, if it hadn’t done so already. So far, none of her 

colleagues had reported any American infections, but 

just because none of them were aware of any cases 

didn’t mean there weren’t any. It simply meant that 

the higher-ups were keeping facts concealed. 

Translated, that would mean the truth was being 

covered up, which is never a good thing, especially 

during what was sure to become a pandemic instead 

of an epidemic. Having knowledge of an outbreak 

that could cause an ongoing public health crisis and 

refusing to alert the public and issue what could be 

life-saving information, was not only wrong, but 

criminal. She was putting her cart before her horse 

with no known cases being reported inside the states 

but having knowledge and experience in dealing with 

the ways and actions of the current administration 

under the control of Lucius Maximus, nothing they 

did or said surprised her. Not alerting the public of a 

crisis would be par for the course with those goons. 
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“Keep me posted, will you?” Fay requested before 

hanging up, immediately turning to her computer, 

typing an update article based on what she’d just 

learned. Once completed, she’d submit it to her 

editor for approval. With any luck, it’d run in the 

afternoon issue. 

She needed to bring Clay up to date on the viral 

spread. Just as she’d asked Paisley to do for her, Clay 

had requested that she do the same for him, but she 

didn’t want to call him at work and discuss it over 

the phone. That was a conversation that needed to be 

held in the privacy of their home, just between the 

two of them. 

“Hey,” she said when he answered his phone. “You 

feel like picking up Chinese food tonight?” 

“From our usual spot?” 

Fay gave her suggestion some thought before saying, 

“Scratch that.” Call it paranoia or good old-fashioned 

intuition, but she no longer had a desire to dine on 

Asian food. “How about pizza instead?” 

“Sounds good,” Clay told her. 

“You’re going to love what I have to tell you 

tonight,” she teased. 

“Can’t wait,” he replied sarcastically. 
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“See you at home.” 

Fay printed her story and dropped it on the editor’s 

desk for his publication approval. Had he been in his 

office, she would’ve stood in his doorway until he 

signed off on it. Not knowing where he was or how 

long he’d be gone, she returned to her desk and 

answered her ringing phone. 

“Fay Bennett here.” 

“Are you sitting down?” 

Fay was surprised to receive another call from 

Paisley only minutes after they’d previously spoken. 

For whatever reason she was calling again so soon, it 

must be extremely important. She detected the sound 

of alarm in her voice. 

“I am now,” she answered. “What’s wrong?” 

“It’s here, Fay,” Paisley said. “CORVIR-1 is inside 

the United States. According to the intel I’ve just 

received, it’s been here for almost two months now.” 

 

* * * * * 

Bethesda, Maryland 

Fay fiddled with her slice of pizza, picking off the 

black olives and laying them on the side of the plate. 
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Odd, considering that she loved them. Her strange 

behavior didn’t go unnoticed. 

“Why aren’t you eating, mom? You’ve had that same 

piece of pizza on your plate since we sat down.” 

“Have I?” she asked, smiling to ease her son’s 

concern. “Guess I must be deep in thought.” 

She’d lost her appetite after speaking with Paisley 

and wasn’t at all interested in eating. She’d told 

Darby the truth about being in thought because she 

was. She’d been unable to shake the feeling of dread 

that’d overcome her since learning that the virus had 

spread to the states. She was desperately worried 

about the safety and well-being of her family and 

friends. 

Clay knew something was on her mind and that it 

was bothering her. Whatever it was, she didn’t want 

to discuss it in front of the boys. 

“Are you two finished?” Clay asked. 

“Almost,” Dylan replied over a mouthful. 

“Finish up and clean up your messes. Mom and I 

have something we need to talk about.” 

“I picked up that new game you’ve been wanting to 

play,” Fay told them. “I put it on top of your gaming 

system.” 
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“Thanks, mom,” they said in unison, rushing from 

the kitchen into the living room. 

Clay waited until he heard revving engines from the 

television before speaking. “What’s on your mind, 

Fay?” 

“Is it that obvious?” 

“Yes, it is.” 

“I was made privy to some very interesting, and 

disturbing, information today.” 

“From Paisley?” 

Fay nodded. “It appears as though the deadly virus is 

already here, Clay. Paisley told me it’s been here for 

weeks.” 

“I don’t understand,” Clay said, folding his arms on 

top of the table. “According to the reports I’ve read, 

it’s confined to Asia and Europe. Have you seen the 

number of deaths being reported from over there?” 

“I have. That’s what has me on edge. Apparently, this 

virus is extremely contagious and easily 

transmittable. I can’t help but wonder if we’re going 

to see high death tolls here as well. Now that I know 

it’s here, I suspect there are already deaths we don’t 

know about yet because they’re not being accurately 

reported.” 
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“We both know that President Maximus is a horrible 

man, but do we really believe he’d be evil enough to 

hide that type of information from the public?” 

“Yes,” Fay stated matter-of-factly. “He’s the type of 

person who’d have the members of his 

administration lie about it and cover it up. He’d never 

allow anything to go public that would tarnish his 

pristine image. And if what Paisley said is true, then 

he’s failed those he swore to protect.” 

“Pristine, my ass,” Clay huffed. “As much as I 

despise the man, I don’t want what I’m about to ask 

to sound like I’m defending him, because I’m not. 

With that said, does Paisley know for a fact that he 

has knowledge of the virus and is intentionally hiding 

it from the public? How confident is she about the 

information she received? Does she trust the person 

who disclosed it to her?” 

“Clay, she works for the DHS, so I’m assuming that 

they, as an agency, obtained the information while 

performing their duties, which would include 

monitoring an outbreak. Do I believe her? 

Absolutely. Is she confident that it’s true? There’s no 

way in hell she would’ve ever called me and 

divulged that kind of information based on a hunch 
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or a rumor. Not as my friend, and certainly not as a 

DHS employee.” 

“Fay, do you realize what a dangerous dereliction of 

duty it would be if Maximus knew that a deadly virus 

had found its way into the U.S., and he didn’t alert 

the public to take necessary precautions to protect 

themselves? If this information turns out to be true, 

he could face impeachment over it. Possibly even 

prison.” 

“I wouldn’t bet on that,” Fay replied huffily. “I’ve 

never seen, or covered, an American president that 

lies as much as that man does and gets away with it. 

I know he speaks lots of mistruths because I’ve 

caught him doing it many times myself. His 

administration and cabinet rush to his defense 

regardless of what he does or says. I can’t imagine 

that going along with an impeachment would be any 

different. They’ll find some way to turn the tables 

and make him into a martyr.” 

“I’ve never liked or trusted the guy. There’s 

something about him I can’t quite put my finger on, 

but whatever it is makes me extremely 

uncomfortable.” 
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“He’s scheduled to give a live speech at six from the 

Rose Garden,” Fay said. 

“About the virus?” 

“Among other things.” 

“Who’s representing the Chronicle?” 

“Jason. I wrote down a few questions I want him to 

ask if he’s called on. But you know how Maximus 

feels about journalists.” 

“That I do. He makes it perfectly clear at every single 

conference he holds,” Clay stated. 

“Today should be interesting.” 

“And we’ll be watching, right?” 

“How else will we know how many lies he tells?” 

Fay asked with a shrug. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

 

Cedar’s Grove, Oklahoma 

Not a single crop remained. 

The locust swarm destroyed everything in Clairmont 

County. 

Gone was a year’s worth of work, entire annual 

incomes, and personal livelihoods. 

Jim and Estella drove first to Rocky’s farm because 

she couldn’t rest until she could see with her own 

eyes that Rocky had made it home safely. 

The windshield of the truck he’d driven was covered 

with locust guts. Dozens of carcasses were trapped 

beneath the windshield wiper blades. The entire bed 

of the truck was covered with dead locusts. 

Rocky was standing in the backfield with his parents 

staring at the destruction when Jim and Estella 

walked up and stood beside them. 

“I see you got hit hard, too, Glenn,” Jim said. 

“Is there anyone in Clairmont County that didn’t?” 

Glenn asked without looking at Jim. 

“Probably not.” 
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Glenn shook his head. “Where in tarnation did those 

damn things come from, anyway? I’ve lived here in 

Oklahoma all my life. Been a farmer damn near all 

of it. I’ve never seen anything like this. Nothing even 

close. What do you think, Jim?” 

“Honestly, Glenn, I don’t know what to think, but it’s 

certainly unusual.” 

Glenn removed his straw hat and scratched his 

partially bald head. “Don’t know what we’re going 

to do,” he said, pulling a red bandana from the back 

pocket of his jeans and wiping his sweaty forehead. 

“That’s a year’s worth of growth down the drain. 

Can’t plant again until next season. Ain’t like I got 

another job that provides income. This is my job,” he 

stated, putting his hat back on. “Just look at this 

mess. Not even an ear of corn left. Not one stalk of 

wheat. How am I going to feed my family?” 

“Don’t worry, daddy,” Rocky said, putting an arm 

around his father’s shoulder. “I’ll find another job to 

help us out. You’ll see.” 

“I appreciate the offer, son, but I don’t think you’ll 

be finding any work around here no time soon.” 

“I’ll walk into town if I have to. I can get a job at the 

grocery store there.” 
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“Rocky, that’s over ten miles away, son. You can’t 

walk that far, and I’m guessing that the truck engine 

is kaput after you had to drive through that swarm of 

grasshoppers. Won’t know for sure until I look under 

the hood, but that’s not really a priority of mine right 

now.” 

“I understand, daddy, but I’ll walk if I have to. I’d do 

anything for you and momma.” 

“Glenn, if there’s anything Stella or I can do for you 

and your family, you just let me know. I’ll do 

whatever I can to help.” 

“I appreciate that, Jim, but unless you can magically 

make my crops reappear, there’s really not much you 

can offer.” 

Estella took Maureen’s hand in hers and patted it. 

“Jim means what he says. Don’t you ever be afraid 

or ashamed to come to us. We love your son like he 

was our own.” 

Maureen turned to Estella with tears in her eyes. As 

she was about to say thank you, she covered her 

mouth to stifle a succession of sneezes, followed by 

a brief bout of dry coughing. “Sorry,” she said, 

wiping her mouth with a tissue. “Hay fever. I get it 

every year. Drives me nuts.” 
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Estella hugged Maureen tightly. “There’s no need for 

thanks,” she whispered. “That’s what friends do.” 

Jim and Estella left Rocky and his parents still gazing 

disbelievingly at their losses, both of them eager to 

evaluate how far the excessive damages stretched. 

Dead locust bodies crunched beneath the tires of 

Jim’s truck as he drove slowly along the ten miles of 

county road. 

As far as the eye could see, what should’ve been ripe 

and ready to harvest crops looked like a machete 

wielding madman had gone on an erratic chopping 

spree, leaving only bare and trampled stalks in his 

wake. 

On a normal day, the fields would’ve been full of 

harvesters and combines, the drivers throwing up an 

arm in a neighborly wave as he passed by. 

But it wasn’t a normal day. Everything that’d 

happened in Clairmont County that day was anything 

but normal. 

“This is a nightmare, Jim,” Estella said quietly from 

the passenger seat. “I can’t figure out how something 

like this could’ve happened.” 
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“Nor can I,” Jim replied. “I’m interested in finding 

out how far the damage extends. Was it just here or 

was the entire state affected?” 

“Hopefully, the power will be restored soon, and we 

can watch the news and find out.” 

“Don’t expect it to be today,” Jim huffed. “Wouldn’t 

surprise me if the power didn’t get restored at all this 

week. In the meantime, I need to find a newspaper. 

One that reports on stories all over the world and not 

just around here.” 

“You suppose the Department of Agriculture will 

show up to assess all the damage?” 

“Probably, but I’m not counting on the damn 

government to tell me the truth. Besides, I’m more 

interested in learning whether any other state has had 

this problem or if it was simply a freak of nature that 

it happened here.” 

“What difference does that make?” 

“Depends on how you look at it, Stella,” Jim replied 

as he glanced at her. “If the government knew the 

swarm was coming and didn’t warn the farmers of 

disastrous losses, they’d be liable to pay for the 

damages.” 

“And if they didn’t know?” 
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“Then they’re the ones who need to figure out where 

in the hell they came from and how to prevent it from 

ever happening again.” 

Jim turned into the gravel parking area of a small 

general store over twenty miles from their house. 

“You want anything?” he asked. “A cold soda, ice 

cream?” 

“A soda sounds nice. With lots of ice, please, if they 

have it. If not, a bottle of water will be fine.” 

As Jim exited the truck and made his way to the 

screened door entrance, Estella sneezed. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

 

Cedartown, Georgia 

Pastor Erwin was inside the church sanctuary 

replacing hymnals on the backs of pews when he 

developed a strange feeling that he was being 

watched. 

“Hello?” he called out, his voice echoing off the 

walls of the empty room. 

Feeling that he wasn’t alone, he slowly began 

walking up the middle aisle of the church towards the 

vestibule, checking all the pews to see if someone 

had slipped inside the church to sit and pray or 

meditate. 

Lying atop the blue velvet cushion of a back row pew 

was a book. Believing it to be a hymnal he’d 

overlooked, he picked it up intending to put it back 

into its allotted slot when he realized it was a black, 

leather-bound copy of the Holy Bible, obviously left 

there by one of the church’s attendees. 

Opening the Bible to the first page, written in blue 

ink, was “Property of Lucinda Stern. If found, please 
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return.” Below that was a pre-printed adhesive label 

with her address on it.  

“How about I return it to you on Sunday,” Pastor 

Erwin said. “Might be the last time I see you, 

anyway.” 

A folded sheet of notebook paper stuck out halfway 

from the middle pages of the Bible. Never being one 

who was nosy or meddlesome, if he hadn’t felt 

compelled to read what was written on it, he 

wouldn’t have. The compulsion to read the paper was 

as strong as the feeling of being watched. 

Pastor Erwin sat down and opened the Bible, 

removing the paper and unfolding it. 

Written with near perfect penmanship was a brief 

note Lucinda had written to herself. 

“Must speak with Pastor Erwin about these feelings 

I’ve been having lately, and the voice I’ve heard 

speaking to me. I almost approached him at our last 

service, but when I got up to talk to him, I got scared. 

I fear he won’t believe me, or worse, think I’m crazy. 

But I’m not. I know I’m not. And if the voice belongs 

to who I think it does, then I must learn why God 

would choose to speak to me. I’m not special and 

have no hidden talents to speak of. I’m nothing more 
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than a run of the mill, simplistic woman. I’m 

confused and need someone to talk to, but I don’t 

even know where to begin. 

What I know is this. Jesus is coming, and He’s 

coming soon, yet I do not know the day or hour. No 

one does. The seventh seal is about to be broken, and 

when it is, the seven trumpets shall sound, their peals 

signaling the end. Don’t ask me how I know this, for 

that would be the equivalent of asking why the sun is 

yellow or why the grass is green. The simple answer 

is because God made them that way. If I apply that 

same logic to the truth I know, isn’t that the same 

thing as saying God told me so?” 

Pastor Erwin stared blankly at the note after he 

finished reading it, wondering if perhaps Lucinda 

had intentionally left her Bible behind, knowing he’d 

be the one to find it. The note to herself was possibly 

her way of telling him her secret without having to 

face him and take the chance of being laughed at. 

If only Lucinda knew. 

He’d make it a point to address her on Sunday, in 

private, and tell her he didn’t think she was crazy at 

all. If she was, then so was he because the same 

things were happening to him as well. 
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At the bottom of the page, Lucinda listed Bible 

verses, the first one being Luke 21:11, with a side 

note asking, “haven’t all of these prophecies 

happened already? And more are continuing to 

happen even now.” The second verse was Matthew 

24:11 with her added note saying, “President Lucius 

Maximus is the Antichrist!” The third and final verse 

was from Revelation 1:7. “Behold, He is coming with 

the clouds, and every eye will see Him, even those 

who pierced Him, and all tribes of the earth will wail 

on account of Him. Even so. Amen.” 

Pastor Erwin didn’t need to refer to his Bible or 

concordance for verification. He already knew 

exactly what each of the scriptures meant. Lucinda 

Stern was showing and telling him, through the use 

of Bible passages, what he already knew. 

The end of the world was imminent. 

Before tucking the note back inside the Bible and 

putting it back where he’d found it, Pastor Erwin 

jotted down a note of his own. “We need to talk 

ASAP. M.E.” 

Continuing to search the sanctuary, he realized he 

was alone afterall, yet the overwhelming feeling that 

he wasn’t remained strong. 
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He could say that the presentiment was a tinge of 

guilt pecking at him over the sermon he’d be 

delivering Sunday because his parishioners might 

view it as harsh or judgmental, but he was only doing 

God’s work, obeying His orders, and for that, he had 

no reason to feel guilty. He’d never been one to talk 

condescendingly to anyone or make them feel 

embarrassed or ashamed. Nor would he ever outright 

point an accusatory finger at an individual and call 

them a sinner. Unless he was commanded to do so. 

He preferred doing it in a more subtle way by 

preaching it to a group and allowing them to sum it 

up on their own. 

“You can’t save them,” a voice whispered. 

Pastor Erwin spun around, facing the pulpit where he 

preached, located directly in front of the baptismal 

bath. 

“Who’s there?” he shouted. 

He’d clearly heard the soft voice of a man. And it 

wasn’t his imagination. 

“If someone’s in here, please show yourself,” he 

said, easing his way towards the risen stage. “I’m not 

angry, but I’d like to know who’s in my church.” 
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“It’s too late them,” the voice said louder. “You can’t 

save them.” 

Pastor Erwin swallowed the lump that’d taken shape 

in his throat. Whoever was inside the sanctuary with 

him remained unseen. It wasn’t the first time he’d 

heard a similar voice, but it was the first time he’d 

heard it outside of a dream, and that cognitive 

awareness only confirmed that he knew who was 

speaking. 

“I can’t save who?” Pastor Erwin asked, staring up at 

the stained glass behind the baptismal with an image 

of Jesus Christ, his arms held out in a beckoning 

gesture. Who was it that he couldn’t save? Members 

of his congregation? The city of Cedartown? The 

state of Georgia? The world? 

Pastor Erwin was startled by the unmistakable sound 

of a woman softly weeping. He’d already checked 

the entire sanctuary. It was empty, and no one had 

entered the church. 

Glimpsing a faint shadow on the wall of the vestibule 

drew him back to the front entrance. Again, he found 

the foyer empty, making him wonder if he’d 

imagined seeing an image that was created by an 
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overactive mind because of his anxiety and 

astonishment at hearing God’s audible voice.  

Turning to go back inside the sanctuary, he paused, 

gasping in disbelief at the statue of Mother Mary that 

stood in the left corner of the entrance lobby. 

“Holy Father, give me strength,” Pastor Erwin 

breathed. 

Trailing from the unseeing eyes of the white marble 

statue were bright red stains. 

“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph,” Pastor Erwin exclaimed. 

The mother of the Lord and Savior was shedding 

tears of blood, expressing her pain and mercy for the 

souls of the lost and condemned. 

“YOU CAN’T SAVE THEM!” the voice boomed. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

 

Ames, Iowa 

Ben was at the city park with Kirk making the best 

of a warm, sunny afternoon, telling her he needed a 

break from watching what would be the worst 

possible carnage their state had ever endured. Her 

widowed aunt and parents took advantage of the 

beautiful day to go shopping at the local mall and had 

done their best to persuade her to come along with 

them, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the 

storm coverage. 

From the sofa in her aunt’s living room, Jamie 

watched the news coverage of the hurricane that was 

barreling towards Florida. The outer bands of 

torrential rainfall and high winds from the powerful 

storm were already battering the state, knocking 

down trees and power lines, and had already caused 

statewide power outages. Homes were damaged, 

roads were flooded, and the hurricane itself wouldn’t 

make landfall for another two to three hours. 

Floridians were in for one hell of a rough night. 
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According to the most recent newscast, predictions 

from the hurricane center showed it making landfall 

somewhere around Vero Beach. Even a slight shift in 

direction could push it further north or south. Sadly, 

where it came ashore didn’t matter because the storm 

was so large and powerful that catastrophic 

destruction was a surety no matter where it landed. 

I-95 was backed up for miles because residents of the 

southern part of the state had waited until the last 

minute to evacuate. Considering that it took roughly 

eight hours to get out of the state from the 

southernmost portion to the Florida/Georgia state 

line and factoring in the unknown time it’d take to 

get the traffic moving along at a steady pace, 

travelers were sure to get stuck on the Interstate as 

the hurricane struck. 

Jamie thought about places that usually got 

overlooked when evacuations were in effect. Zoos 

and animal shelters were the main two that came to 

mind. She’d only been a young child when Hurricane 

Andrew blasted through South Florida, but she 

hadn’t forgotten about all the animals that’d perished 

from the Metro Zoo, or the multitudes of domestic 

animals that’d been left inside shelters unadopted 
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and unwanted, with no safe haven to go to, or the 

ones left behind by their owners to fend for 

themselves because they weren’t allowed in safety 

shelters. Hopefully, proper arrangements had been 

made this time around to evacuate places like that 

instead of sacrificing their lives to an uncontrollable 

situation they had absolutely no idea how to deal 

with. 

Jamie was flooded with a stream of emotions as she 

stared at the graphic chart currently on the television 

screen, overcome with sadness and grief as she 

reflected on different eras of her youth. Canal Point 

had been her home since birth. It wasn’t much of a 

town to speak of population wise, and certainly 

didn’t have the amenities available that a large city 

did, but it meant everything to her. All her friends 

were there, she’d gone from elementary to high 

school there, it was the place of her son’s and Ben’s 

births, and the home it’d taken her and Ben years to 

build was there, although now vulnerable to 

becoming non-existent in the face of a destructive 

storm. 
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She thought about all her friends, hoping they’d 

made the right decision by evacuating, and if so, had 

made it safely out of the state.  

Was it a real possibility that the hurricane could 

actually erase the state of Florida from the map, 

washing it out into the ocean for eternity? Or was that 

just hyped-up rhetoric to make stubborn residents 

take heed and evacuate like they were warned to do? 

The thought of any state simply perishing, never to 

be reborn, although quite possible, was a hard pill to 

swallow. 

Jamie checked her phone, hoping to see at least one 

text message from her closest friend, Roz, but there 

wasn’t one. There weren’t any missed calls, either. 

Trying to remain optimistic, she could only hope that 

Roz was okay and had done the right thing, and that 

when things calmed down a bit, she’d eventually 

hear from her. Whether she, Ben, and Kirk could ever 

return to Florida remained unseen. The impact of the 

storm would be the determining factor in deciding 

what she and her family did next. 

When the front door opened, she expected to see her 

aunt and parents come in laughing and talking as 
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usual. Instead, her aunt was being escorted inside by 

her parents, one on each arm. 

Jamie bolted from the couch. “What happened?” 

“Aunt Ida isn’t feeling well,” her mom told her. “We 

need to put her to bed.” 

“What’s wrong with her?” Jamie asked. “Did she 

fall?” 

“No,” her mom said over her shoulder as she led her 

aunt to the bedroom. “She developed a nasty cough 

then started running a fever.” 

“Out of the blue?” Jamie questioned, following them 

into the bedroom. “She wasn’t sick before you guys 

went out.” 

“She told me she wasn’t feeling well last week and 

thought she might’ve had a touch of the flu, but that 

she felt better after a couple of days of bed rest. I’m 

thinking this is probably a relapse. She overdid it 

today when she should’ve stayed at home. I’m sure 

she’ll feel better later on.” 

“Can I do anything?” 

“Yes,” her mother answered. “Can you bring in a 

glass of water and a couple of aspirins? I saw a bottle 

in the cabinet over the stove.” 
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“Of course,” Jamie said, perplexed by the sudden 

onset of her aunt’s sickness. She’d been fine the day 

before, and even that morning before they’d gone 

out. What kind of sickness could befall a person with 

such swiftness and render them incapacitated within 

hours? 

Maybe her mom was right, and it was the flu. Aunt 

Ida wasn’t a young woman, and perhaps her age 

played a vital role in the severity and complexity of 

her illness. 

Jamie emptied two aspirins into her palm and filled a 

glass with tap water. 

“Here, mom,” she said from the doorway, hearing 

Aunt Ida moaning loudly as she tossed and turned 

restlessly atop the bed covers. 

“Thanks, honey.” Lifting her sister’s head from the 

pillow, she said, “Ida, you need to take these. They’ll 

help with your fever and body aches.” 

“Mom, if it is the flu, then you and daddy should be 

careful. I don’t want you guys getting sick, too.” 

“We’ve both had our flu shots. I’m sure we’ll be 

okay.” 

Perhaps that was true, but she, Ben nor Kirk had been 

vaccinated against it, nor had any of them ever had 
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the flu, so it’d be wise if they kept their distance as 

well. At least until her aunt recovered. 

“Feel better, Aunt Ida,” Jamie said, returning to the 

living room and the continuing coverage of the 

colossal storm approaching Florida’s east coast. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

 

Bethesda, Maryland 

Clay scowled as he watched President Lucius 

Maximus stroll to the presidential podium like some 

kind of idolized movie star sauntering on stage for 

the lustful satisfaction of his starry-eyed fans, his salt 

and pepper hair perfectly coiffed, a cocky, half smile 

showing a glimpse of his impeccably straight, white 

teeth.  

“Someone should’ve given him a once over before 

he went before the cameras,” Clay said, pointing at 

the screen. “The American flag on his lapel is upside 

down.” 

“Hm,” Fay grunted. “Knowing him, he probably did 

it on purpose.” 

In many ways, Maximus was an idol in the eyes of 

those who loved and supported him, seeing him as 

some kind of a savior or holy figure. Clay didn’t 

understand what made them see him in such a way. 

There was absolutely nothing holy about the man. To 

him, he was the exact opposite. For reasons beyond 

Clay’s comprehension, Maximus was perfection 
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personified to those who loved him, a man who could 

do no wrong, even when he did. His worshipers 

seemed to have no issues with his unpresidential 

conduct or condescending rhetoric in the way he 

spoke to others by demeaning and debasing them, 

including members of his own administration. They 

fought and crawled all over each other to see who 

could defend him first. It was sickening to watch. 

In high school, he’d had a close friend who’d joined 

what he believed to be a church. In actuality, it was a 

cult that operated by their own standards, provisions, 

and ways of life. Those standards prohibited anyone 

associated or affiliated with the “church” to speak to 

anyone outside of their so-called family, including 

friends and blood relations. They weren’t allowed to 

watch television, read books or newspapers, or even 

venture out to the grocery store alone for fear that a 

non-member, family, or friend would try talking 

them into leaving or abduct them and arrange to have 

them de-programmed. 

In the two years his friend remained a member, 

they’d lost contact with each other. When he’d 

finally decided to leave the group, Clay was the first 

person he’d called, asking him for help. At his 
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request, they’d met at the lakeside by the marina 

where Clay found him sitting on a bench alone in the 

dark.  

“Thanks for coming,” he said, briefly glancing up at 

Clay. 

“Evan, what the hell happened?” Even in the dim 

glow of the moonlight, he could see that his friend’s 

face was bruised and swollen. “Who did that to you?” 

“Let’s just say there are consequences for walking 

away,” he answered, dabbing his battered cheek. 

“Having the shit beat out of you is their way of 

saying goodbye?” 

He’d done everything he could to help Evan get back 

on his feet, even helping him secure a job and giving 

him money to help along the way. Unfortunately, the 

long-term effects of belonging to a cult had a severe 

impact on his mental state. 

Although he never returned to the church, Evan 

wasn’t the same afterwards. All the brainwashing 

he’d endured while under the spell of the cult leader 

had turned him into an overly self-aware, paranoic 

who was constantly looking over his shoulder and 

failed at every attempt to engage in a normal 

conversation or live an ordinary life. 
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One year after leaving the cult, unable to cope with 

his uncontrollable depression and anxiety, he 

committed suicide by leaping off the city’s water 

tower onto the asphalt levee below. The sect 

continued to operate for several more years until an 

undercover FBI agent infiltrated the cult and reported 

her findings. The leader, as well as many of the 

elders, were charged with multiple crimes that 

included sexual assault, sex with minors, and battery. 

They were all sentenced to prison. 

He thought about Evan now because that’s exactly 

what Maximus’ following reminded him of. A cult. 

Hailing and praising everything he did and said, 

believing only he spoke the truth to them when, in 

fact, he was a compulsive liar who never told the 

truth about even the smallest of things. It was like 

they were all mesmerized by his presence and 

smarmy disposition, which led them to shield him 

against others who didn’t see in him what they did. 

The following of Maximus might not actually be a 

cult, per se; however, their behavior around him was 

certainly cultish. 
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Maximus tapped the microphone, glanced over at 

Vice President Greg Coates, who stood as still as a 

granite statue, winked at him, then began speaking. 

Several others stood behind him; however, Clay nor 

Fay recognized any of them. 

“My fellow Americans,” he began as the camera 

moved in for a close-up. If the eyes were the mirror 

to the soul, then Lucius Maximus was absent of one. 

All Clay could see was an empty, black chasm void 

of any kind of emotion. The man had never expressed 

an ounce of empathy, sympathy, compassion, or any 

other feelings that would certify him as a human 

being. He reminded Clay of a two-bit mob moss who 

kept a horde of goons on hand that he could summon 

when needed and send them on assignments to do his 

dirty work for him so that his hands never got greasy. 

In doing so, he could never be blamed for any 

wrongdoing, although he was the mastermind behind 

the entire criminal enterprise. 

“It has been brought to my attention that there is 

unnecessary worry and concern over a virus known 

as CORVIR-1, which originated in China. If you are 

one of those who are scared or unsure of what is 

going on, rest assured that you have nothing to worry 
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about. I promise you that my team has everything 

under control,” he said, gesturing towards the two 

men standing directly behind him. 

“Liar!” Fay shouted at the TV. 

“As I stand here before you, I can say with the utmost 

certainty that only a minute number of citizens have 

been infected with this virus inside the United States 

of America, and those few are currently being 

carefully monitored and are receiving the best 

healthcare available.” 

Fay cringed when loud applause erupted at his fake 

announcement. “Idiots,” she hissed. 

Maximus smiled at the camera before continuing. 

“After being contained for a lengthy period inside 

China, the virus found its way into other parts of 

Asia, as well as several areas of Europe. Those cases 

were few and none of them were serious enough to 

warrant medical attention. In fact, I’ve been 

informed that every person who was sick has 

completely recovered and is back to doing whatever 

it is they do with their lives. It’s my understanding 

that this virus is no more serious than a seasonal flu 

or a cold, and basically has the same symptoms. I’m 

sure that, at some point in time, most of us in this 
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room have been afflicted with influenza and know 

how to take care of ourselves in the unlikely event 

we should fall ill. Therefore, I don’t find it necessary 

to issue any specific instructions or precautions at the 

moment. Everyone should continue their daily 

routines as they would any other day. If you start 

feeling like you might be coming down with a cold 

or the flu, take care of yourselves and get plenty of 

rest and drink lots of water,” he said, smiling that 

eerie, crooked grin of his. 

A female reporter who Fay recognized from the 

Gazette stood up. “Mister President, will you be 

putting together a response team or a task force to 

help combat this virus to prevent it from spreading 

any further here in the U.S.?” 

“I don’t feel that’s a necessary move at this time. 

These gentlemen standing behind me,” he said, 

turning around to face them, “are both doctors who 

specialize in viral infections. Both of them brief me 

daily about this virus. This is Dr. Eric Scott,” he said, 

pointing to a short, bald man whose glasses were two 

sizes too big for his face, reminding Clay of one of 

those yellow minion characters in the cartoons his 

sons loved. “And this is Dr. Nathan Staton.” Dr. 
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Staton barely looked old enough to be out of high 

school, much less a medical school graduate. The 

way he stood behind Maximus with his hands in his 

pockets looking lost and confused made Fay wonder 

if he even knew the difference between a virus and a 

vagina.  

“The geek squad,” Fay chuckled. “The guy looks like 

he should be selling computers instead of working in 

a bio-lab.” 

“Wouldn’t it make sense to be proactive and put 

together a team to make sure this virus doesn’t 

escalate into a pandemic?” the reporter asked. 

“A response team isn’t necessary to do that. That’s 

what these two doctors here are for, and that’s 

exactly what they’ll be doing.” 

“Who’s monitoring it to ensure it doesn’t spread? 

Are the infected ones inside the U.S. quarantined or 

hospitalized? Are they receiving proper treatment to 

help them overcome their illnesses? What 

precautionary measures are being taken to keep them 

away from those who aren’t infected?” 

Maximus’ eyes glazed over, his change in demeanor 

obvious to anyone watching. Clearly, he was irritated 

by the reporter’s rapid-fire questioning about 
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assembling a new task force to combat a viral 

invasion. “It’s under control,” he stated 

emphatically. “That’s all you need to know for now. 

I think most of you people are overreacting.” The 

tone in which he spoke to the reporter was 

undignified, but typical speech for him. Fay knew 

that “you people” meant journalists. “It’s a virus, for 

crying out loud, not a nuclear attack.”  

A reporter across the aisle from her stood up. “Did I 

hear you correctly, sir, when you said there were only 

a few cases inside the U.S.?” 

“Yes, you did,” he answered, looking down at his 

notes. 

“Can you be precise and tell us exactly how many 

you consider being a few?” 

“What’s your estimated guess, Eric?” he said, 

turning around to look at Mr. Minion. “Roughly 

twenty or so?” 

Eric pushed up his too big glasses, nodded, and said, 

“Yes, that sounds about right.” 

“And even though there are reported cases here, you 

still feel confident in telling the American people 

they have nothing to worry about?” the reporter 

pressed. 
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Maximus clenched his jaws and stared coldly at her. 

“Did I stutter when I made that statement, or are you 

afflicted with a hearing problem?” 

“Arrogant son of a bitch,” Clay muttered.  

Before Maximus could turn and walk away, Jason 

leaped from his seat and shouted, “You’re not telling 

the truth, are you, sir?” 

“I beg your pardon,” Maximus said, lifting his brows 

in disdain. “Are you calling me a liar?” 

“I would never do such a thing, sir. All I’m asking is 

whether you’re being honest because my sources tell 

me otherwise.” 

Hushed whispers filled the room at Jason’s bold 

statement to the most powerful man on earth and one 

who’d likely see that his press card was revoked 

effective immediately. No one stood up to Lucius 

Maximus and spoke condescendingly to him without 

repercussions. 

“And who might your sources be? The shoeshine boy 

down the street? The bartender at your favorite pub.” 

“None of those, sir. Actually, it was someone from 

your own administration.” 

Fay gasped. “Oh, shit. I wish he hadn’t said that.” 
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“He doesn’t have to reveal any names,” Clay replied. 

“He’s just doing his job.” 

“No, but Maximus will use that statement as an 

excuse to have his henchmen look into it and he 

won’t rest until he finds out who disclosed the 

information.” 

“And what is the name of this informant?” Maximus 

asked. 

“We spoke under the condition of anonymity,” Jason 

replied. 

“Of course, you did,” Maximus said mockingly. 

“Just as I’m sure you write for one of those crappy 

rag papers or magazines who don’t know how to tell 

the truth and wouldn’t know the truth if it ran up and 

bit them in the ass. And I might add, one that makes 

up their sources because they don’t really exist. All 

of you rag writers are exactly the same. You invent 

your so-called sources to cover your ass to justify the 

lies you constantly tell. You always seem to have 

sources, but those sources never seem to have 

names.” 

“Can you please answer my question, sir?” Jason 

asked, ignoring his demeaning comment. “It may 

have started as a few confirmed infections, but that 
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certainly isn’t the case now, is it? In fact, I’ve been 

informed that there are literally thousands of cases 

here and that a new strain of the virus has been inside 

the United States for several weeks now but has been 

kept secret in an effort not to cause public alarm. 

Besides these viral infections, there are also reports 

of multiple deaths from the virus. Is that true, sir?” 

“What the hell?” Fay said, scooting to the edge of the 

couch. “I didn’t tell him that. I didn’t even have that 

kind of information. What the hell does he mean by 

saying there’s a new strain?” 

“Apparently, he’s done some digging of his own, or 

he has inside sources like you do,” Clay told her. “If 

there is a new form of virus, it means that the original 

one has mutated. Or…” 

“Or what, Clay?” 

“Let’s finish hearing what he has to say, then I’ll 

explain what I mean.” 

“That is not true,” Maximus stated, putting emphasis 

on his statement to make his point. “Do I need to 

spell it out for you, or do you have a dictionary or 

thesaurus so you can look it up yourself?” 

“See what we have to put up with?” Fay asked. “I 

absolutely despise having to cover that man. His 
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Press Secretary is just as bad as he is,” she said with 

a shake of her head. “Hell, who am I kidding? His 

whole damn administration acts as disgusting as he 

does. They’re all peas in the same pod.” 

Dozens of hands shot up, waiting to be called on for 

the next question. Instead of acknowledging any of 

them, Maximus stormed out of the press conference. 

He was pissed, and it showed. Clay wasn’t sure 

whether he was mad because Jason had the balls to 

stand up to him, or because he’d been called out on a 

blatant lie while speaking on national television, 

worried that his dishonesty might be called into 

question by his fervent supporters. Which was total 

bullshit because it wasn’t like any of his devoted 

admirers would ever disbelieve or question him. But 

to lie about a situation like a rapidly spreading fatal 

disease could have dire consequences and result in 

the deaths of hundreds, if not thousands, of American 

citizens, including those who loved and worshipped 

him. Maybe that’s the result he was hoping for and 

why he refused to commit to putting together a 

response team. If he did that, the spread of the virus 

would be scientifically monitored and if needed, 

appropriate and immediate action would be taken to 
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quell the spread; however, if it were ignored, it would 

mushroom out of control like a rampant wildfire. 

Was it possible that he was intentionally refusing to 

prioritize the virus in order to cause chaos and 

destruction? And if so, why? Other than being an evil 

and vile person, Clay couldn’t think of a single 

reason anyone would be so irresponsible. Then 

again, being the malignant narcissist that he was, he 

wasn’t capable of caring about anyone other than 

himself. All that mattered to people like him was 

their image and whether they came out of a situation 

smelling like roses or a rotten sewer. In his case, he 

would always find a scapegoat because narcissists 

were also incapable of admitting when they’re wrong 

or when they’ve made a mistake. It would always, 

always, be someone else’s fault. 

“I’m sure I’ll be getting a call from Paisley tomorrow 

if she watched his speech.” 

“How do you know it was Paisley that gave Jason the 

information?” Clay asked. “Isn’t she your source?” 

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean she isn’t talking to other 

journalists, too. I certainly didn’t reveal her name to 

Jason. I find it highly unlikely that she contacted 

him.” 
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“Even if it was her, what are the chances of her name 

being revealed? Do you have any idea how many 

people work for DHS?” 

“And Maximus will have every one of them 

interrogated if he has to in order to find the culprit. 

He might not find out the answer today or tomorrow 

but trust me when I tell you that he won’t stop 

looking until he has a name. He’s the most vindictive 

and retaliatory person I’ve ever had the displeasure 

of knowing.” 

“He’s an ass, that’s for sure,” Clay replied, staring 

blankly at the television, deep in thought. “Because 

of what you told me earlier and after hearing our dear 

leader lie through his capped teeth over Jason’s 

allegations, something is now weighing heavily on 

my mind,” he finally said. 

“Let’s hear it.” 

“First off, how much do you trust Paisley? On a scale 

of one to ten.” 

“Fifteen.” 

“And she’s never given you any inaccurate 

information or any reasons not to believe her?” 

“Never.” 

“Then we need to start planning.” 
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“Planning? For what?” 

“Hear me out first, then see if you agree.” 

“Alright.” 

“Paisley and Jason have both confirmed that a virus 

has been inside the states for several weeks now, 

right?” 

“Yes.” 

“How do we know that the one that’s here in the 

states is the same one from China?” Clay asked. 

“Why would Jason make such a claim without 

verification? What does he know that we don’t? I’d 

be interested in knowing exactly what his source said 

to him that convinced him there’s a different virus 

out there.” 

“I’ll ask him tomorrow and see what he has to say,” 

Fay offered. “As of this moment, we don’t know that 

there is a second one. Maybe what he meant was that 

the virus from China has mutated. You said so 

yourself.” 

“I said it could have mutated,” Clay stated. “That 

doesn’t necessarily mean that it did. What if there 

actually is two different viruses going around, each 

with varying symptoms, yet both lethal? What are the 

distinguishing factors between the two that would 
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determine which strain someone dies from? Without 

knowing the symptoms and mortality rates of either, 

we’ll never know.” 

“Don’t expect anyone from the Maximus 

administration to disclose any information to the 

public, even if there are two viruses that are 

spreading. They’ve sat on this for months. I don’t see 

them suddenly having a change of heart and putting 

out public warnings.” 

“Nor do I,” Clay replied. “Which is why we’re going 

to follow our own precautions and rules, mainly 

because we have no idea what we’re up against here. 

Hell, for all we know, the second virus might’ve been 

genetically engineered intentionally right here in the 

United States and released on purpose.” 

Fay stared at Clay in astonishment. “You don’t really 

believe that a secondary virus was created for the 

purpose of biological warfare, do you?” 

“I don’t know what to believe, Fay, other than to say 

that it could be a possibility. Stranger things have 

happened.” 

“Why would the American government intentionally 

kill off its citizens? What purpose could that possibly 

serve?” 
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“I wish I had an answer, but I don’t. Let’s wait and 

see what Jason has to say about what he knows. I’m 

probably just overthinking.” 

“Let’s hope so.” 

“Back to our initial discussion,” Clay said. “Let’s 

talk about what we do know. If what Jason said about 

a new strain of the virus is true, that means that the 

viral spread is rapid and uncontrollable, because a 

few,” he said, using air quotes, “cases don’t escalate 

into hundreds or thousands if it isn’t easily 

transmittable. Viruses can mutate from host to host; 

however, at this point we’re not certain if there’s 

more than one so let’s focus on the one we are aware 

of. What I’d like to know is how it’s transmitted and 

exactly how contagious it is.” 

“If I had to take a guess, I’d say it spreads like any 

other type of virus. By human contact.” 

“But how? Touching? Kissing? Hugging? Is it spread 

by infected people coughing, sneezing, or 

breathing?” 

Fay shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. It’s a 

novel virus, meaning it’s new, so there’s not really a 

lot of information available about it yet. I’m sure the 

more the researchers discover about it, they’ll release 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

255 
 

the information and at least provide some kind of 

safety measures.” 

“What researchers, Fay? He withdrew them from 

China, he’s refusing to build a response team, so 

who’s left?” 

“The CDC and WHO.” 

“Who’s to say he hasn’t issued direct and specific 

orders to silence them? If they’re not allowed to 

speak publicly and provide updates, how will we 

ever know the status of infections and deaths?” 

Fay shook her head. “You have a point, Clay, and to 

answer your question, I honestly don’t know.” 

“Then we’ll have to keep ourselves informed. That 

shouldn’t be too hard for you with all your sources.” 

“Paisley will definitely keep me in the loop. I have 

another informant inside the White House. Sue 

Mason. She’s the administrative assistant to 

Maximus, but I haven’t heard from her in a while.” 

“Do you have a contact number for her? Maybe you 

should call her and find out if she knows anything.” 

“She calls me when there’s something she wants me 

to know, and it’s always from a blocked number.” 

“If this situation is as serious as we suspect it might 

be, as the president’s secretary, she would have 
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inside information. Let’s hope she calls you soon 

with it.” 

“I’ll tell you if she does,” Fay said. “Alright, what’s 

this plan of yours?” 

“At the risk of sounding like an alarmist, which we 

both know I’m not, but I don’t want us to get caught 

with our pants down. We should start making some 

preparations while we can and at least be ready to 

make a move if we need to, keeping in mind that if 

this virus is as easily transmittable as I’m thinking it 

might be, then it’s only a matter of time before the 

entire world is infected.” 

“That’s a pleasant thought,” Fay said with irony. 

“Preparations for what?” 

“When news of this outbreak reaches the masses, and 

it will, it’s going to cause crowd panic, and when 

people get panicked, they start panic buying, as in 

stocking up on survival supplies. If everyone does 

that in unison, shelves will be empty of even the most 

basic necessities. There are a multitude of things that 

could happen during an event like this, and none of 

them are good.” 

“What do you think we should do?” 
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“Start picking up items we’ll need. Every time you 

go to the grocery store, buy extras like toilet paper, 

paper towels, non-perishables like boxed and canned 

goods, crackers, chips, pasta. Those sorts of things. 

Get what you can when you can because everyone 

else will have the same notion and start buying the 

same things, so popular items will disappear fast. 

You may have to increase your visits to the store. 

And go to different ones. Go twice a week instead of 

once.” 

“You’re serious about this?” 

“You bet I am,” he replied, turning to look at his 

wife. “And one more thing, Fay.” 

“Alright.” 

“Start buying packs of seeds. Vegetables, fruits, and 

herbs.” 

“Are you planning on growing a garden?” 

“If it comes to that,” he said. “And it very well may.” 

“We barely have a backyard,” Fay laughed. “Are you 

planning to grow it inside the house?” 

“No.” 

“Where then?” 

“Our cabin in Virginia.” 
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“Don’t you think you might be getting a little ahead 

of yourself there, sport?” Fay asked, cocking her 

head. 

“Maybe, maybe not. I’m looking at long-term 

solutions. If the spread of the virus becomes out of 

control here and in the DC area, would you seriously 

want to stay here and risk our lives and the lives of 

our children? Or would you rather retreat to a 

secluded cabin in the mountains with no neighbors 

for miles?” 

“The latter, definitely,” Fay replied. “Clay, you don’t 

honestly think it’ll come to that, do you?” 

Clay shrugged. “I think there’s a genuine possibility, 

considering Maximus’ lackadaisical attitude about it 

and not committing to fighting against it to stop the 

spread. A contagious virus isn’t simply going to stop 

spreading on its own. It will forever look for new 

hosts, and with people unaware of the seriousness 

involved, the world will become one giant petri 

dish.” 

“Let’s hope it isn’t too late to do something about it,” 

Fay said. “If he’ll take the reins right now and guide 

the country properly, he can get a grip on it before it 

gets too out of hand.” 
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“That’s a big if, honey. He made it perfectly clear in 

his speech what his intentions are. In the meantime, 

the best thing we can do is prepare for the worst and 

hope for the best. It’s better to be safe than sorry, 

wouldn’t you agree?” 

“I’m sure glad the boys are out of school for the 

summer,” Fay said. “Maybe it’s best if we keep them 

away from everyone, make sure they stay inside and 

not allow them to go to friends’ houses and vice 

versa. At least until this thing is under control.” 

“I agree,” Clay said. “What about us? We still have 

to go to work, so we’ll be exposed to others who 

might be carriers and bring it home on our clothes or 

shoes.” 

“We need to generate a decontamination area,” Fay 

said. 

“How do we do that?” 

“For starters, by parking our cars in the driveway and 

using the garage to set up cleansing stations. When 

we get home from work, we go directly to the garage 

and disrobe, put our clothes into trash bags, spray 

them with disinfectant, then seal the bag. Afterwards, 

we scrub our hands and wipe ourselves down with 
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anti-bacterial wipes. Shoes come off outside as well 

and also sprayed with disinfectant.” 

“Sounds like an awful lot of work.” 

“It is, but it’s worth it to keep each other safe. I’ll set 

everything up and put our robes out there so that we 

don’t have to run through the house naked,” she said 

with a smile.  

“Thanks for ruining my fun,” Clay joked. 

 “From the garage directly to the shower.” 

Clay nodded. “I can live with that.” 

“It might not be a bad idea to keep a bottle of hand 

sanitizer and wipes with us at all times,” Fay 

suggested. “No matter where we go or who we come 

into contact with, there’s the possibility that an 

infected person will cross our paths without even 

knowing they’re sick, and without us having any 

knowledge of the same. It’s better to be prepared and 

cautious than not to be.” 

“Have we crossed over into the twilight zone?” Clay 

asked with a scowl. 

“You think I’m going overboard with my 

suggestions?” 
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“No, it’s not that at all,” he told her. “What’s strange 

is that we’re having a discussion about how to avoid 

contracting the plague.” 

She hadn’t considered the possibility of having or 

needing to evacuate the city. Like everyone else, 

she’d thought the virus was contained overseas and 

that they had nothing to worry about. 

And she would’ve continued believing that had she 

not received Paisley’s call informing her otherwise. 

“If I do this, buying and stocking up on supplies, 

we’re going to run out of space to put things.” 

“Then we’ll make weekend trips to the cabin to 

unload. It wouldn’t hurt to start cleaning it up and 

getting it ready. It’ll give me an opportunity to assess 

the land and decide where to plant.” 

“Have you ever grown a garden before?” 

“Nope,” he said. “Never thought I’d have to. I always 

took for granted that whatever I needed would be 

available at the grocer. That is apt to change, maybe 

sooner than we expect.” 

“I’ll make my first run tomorrow.” 

“Which means we’ll take our first drive to the cabin 

this weekend.” 
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As unnerving as the thought of a raging, out-of-

control virus sweeping across the nation was, it 

wasn’t nearly as horrifying as what she would come 

to learn in less than twenty-four hours. 

She would receive that call from Sue, but it wouldn’t 

be what she was expecting to hear. The information 

Sue would provide her with would be beyond her 

wildest imagination. 

The second call would take her totally by surprise. 

Not only because of who the call would come from, 

but because of what she’d disclose to Fay. 

Nothing could’ve prepared her for what she was on 

the brink of discovering. 

The disturbing and shocking information that would 

be disclosed to her was the kind that nightmares are 

made of. 

* * * * * 

“I want them gone,” Maximus smoldered. “Every 

last one of them.” 

“Who?” Coates asked. 

“Those fucking reporters,” Maximus huffed. “They 

make me sick. I hate all of them. They’re constantly 

trying to dig up dirt on me in an attempt to poison my 
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sheep. When they can’t find anything, they pull lies 

out of their asses.” 

Not this time, Coates thought. “Haven’t you always 

hated them?” he dared to ask. “Or are you infuriated 

now because they put you on the spot by questioning 

your effectiveness in dealing with our virus?” 

Maximus glared at Coates. “Our virus?” he hissed. 

“Choose your words carefully, Greg.” 

“Might I remind you of Operation Wormwood? The 

last time I checked, it was our virus.” 

Maximus leapt from his chair and grabbed Coates’ 

tie, using it to pull him up close. He was tempted to 

pick the weasel up by his scruff and place him on top 

of his desk so they could see eye to eye. Coates 

glared up at him, absent of fear. “Might I remind you 

who the fuck you’re talking to?” Maximus hissed. 

“I know exactly who I’m talking to,” Coates rasped. 

“Are you forgetting that I know who you really are 

and that I was personally assigned to you by the same 

one we serve? You wouldn’t want to anger the dark 

gods by harming me, now, would you?” 

Maximus released his grip but didn’t respond. 

He knew who he really was, too. He’d known since 

early childhood when visits from his real father were 
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frequent. At first, he’d been terrified of his 

appearance, believing him to be a nightmare 

boogeyman. Yet the more he visited and spoke to 

him, the more comfortable he became in his 

presence, until he reached the point of actually 

looking forward to his nighttime calls. 

From an early age, he’d known he was different in 

every way imaginable.  

Void of any type of emotions other than hatred, he’d 

never loved, or even liked, anyone. He felt no 

compassion, care, concern, or sympathy in the 

slightest. Hell, he’d never even shed a tear in his 

entire life. 

As an adolescent boy and into adulthood, he’d never 

experienced sexual urges. He desired neither man nor 

woman and had never engaged in any form of 

copulation. The act of animalistic behavior was 

beneath him. 

All through school and college, he never had any 

friends. Everyone shied away from him, seeing him 

as an uncaring, detached from reality, unusual 

individual. He was fine with that. He hated humans 

and preferred being alone. 
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He supposed he was sub-human. He was, afterall, the 

son of Satan, the offspring of a human woman and 

fallen angel. 

Daidamia and Doyle Maximus were only his 

surrogate parents, tasked with ensuring that he made 

his entrance into the world and grew into what he was 

meant to be. 

Like his adoptive parents, his father spoke often to 

him about the importance of his birth and how 

powerful he’d be one day. 

That day was now. 

He was ordained to be assigned to the most powerful 

position he could’ve ever imagined. He was the 

President of the United States, with supreme power 

to do whatever he pleased whenever he wanted. 

There were many who didn’t like him. Even hated 

him. Those were the ones that his faithful following 

would annihilate in the name of patriotism and 

political justice. They would continuously try, and 

fail, to convince the haters that they were on the 

wrong side. The do-gooders, in turn, would try to 

convince his followers that they were the ones on the 

wrong side.  
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Perhaps the do-gooders saw through his façade and 

also knew who he really was. It didn’t matter whether 

they knew or not. They could all shout it from the 

rooftops and no one would listen because no one 

cared about anything other than their own personal 

feelings and beliefs. 

Those who saw themselves as outcasts or rebels or 

supremacists or nationalists were easy prey, falling 

right into his hands. But those who believed in God, 

or some other higher superpower would never come 

to his side because they’d never be swayed in their 

own beliefs. They’d continue to stand strong and 

fight against him. 

He hated God and everything having to do with him 

or Christianity. Since becoming president, he’d done 

everything within his power to eradicate the 

existence of God-loving Christians. Thus far, 

nothing had worked. 

Not forbidding prayer in public places, including 

schools and workplaces. Not taxing churches in the 

highest tax bracket he could get away with. Not 

abolishing the National Day of Prayer. Christians 

were like fucking cockroaches. No matter what type 

of threat or catastrophe they were exposed to, 
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nothing killed them. They always came back, 

stronger and more determined than ever to survive. 

Being strong or weak, good or evil, for or against him 

meant nothing in the end. 

There wasn’t a damn thing anyone could do to stop 

the tribulation that was coming. 

What was meant to be would be. 

His mission was to fulfill a foretold prophecy, and 

nothing would stand in his way. 

Not reporters. Not news anchors. Not Greg Coates. 

No one. 

“I can have their press badges revoked,” Greg 

offered.  

Maximus continued to fume. “That isn’t enough to 

satisfy me,” he hissed. “As of this moment, 

standardized press briefings are history. Unless I 

personally request one to discuss particular issues, 

the press room is off limits. Close and lock all the 

doors and don’t allow anyone to enter. Pull all press 

badges from journalists and revoke them all. 

Reporters are no longer welcome on White House 

grounds.” 

“Sir, with all due respect, they don’t work for you. 

The news agencies they work for assign their 
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journalists to specific beats, including the White 

House.” 

“Then they can do their reporting from the sidewalk, 

a park bench, or standing beneath a cherry blossom 

tree. I don’t give a fuck one way or the other, but not 

a one of them will ever step foot inside my house 

again.” 

Coates felt the urge to tell Maximus that the White 

House belonged to the people of the United States of 

America, not him. That he was only a temporary 

resident. At the risk of choking on his tie again, he 

let it go. 

“Put the message out immediately,” Maximus 

barked. “And make sure copies of the memo are sent 

to every single news agency in the DC and 

surrounding area.” 

“Yes, sir,” Coates replied. “I’ll take care of it right 

now.” 

“Before you leave, Greg,” Maximus said, swinging 

his chair around to face him.  

“Yes?” 

“That female reporter that kept firing all those 

questions at me, do you know who she is?” 
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“By name, no,” Coates answered. “But I know which 

agency she works for.” 

“How about that smartass reporter that asked all 

those questions about viral deaths? Do you know 

him?” 

“Only that his name is Jason. He works at the 

Chronicle with Fay Bennett.” 

Maximus leaned back in his chair and sneered. “You 

don’t say? Then he’s a colleague of hers?” 

“Yes.” 

“She’s probably the one who told him to ask all those 

questions,” Maximus concluded. “Tell you what, 

Greg. Bennett needs to be taught a valuable lesson 

about running her mouth and meddling in my affairs. 

Therefore, along with that female reporter, take care 

of him as well. Make sure it’s done before he can get 

back to his office and tell that bitch everything he 

knows.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And Greg?” Maximus said. “Get me the name of the 

person who disclosed all that statistical data to him. 

I want to know who betrayed me.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

 

Cedar’s Grove, Oklahoma 

“Estella, honey, I made you something to eat,” Jim 

said, placing a tray with a bowl of chicken noodle 

soup and crackers on the bedside table. “Can you sit 

up?” 

She’d fallen ill two days after the swarm that’d 

destroyed their farm. At first, he thought she’d 

overworked herself by spending hours cleaning up 

the mess that the locusts left behind, but it’d taken 

only hours for her condition to worsen from cold-like 

symptoms to being completely bedridden. He was 

more worried about her than he’d ever been. In all 

the years they’d been together, he’d never seen her 

so sick and lifeless. Whatever was ailing her had 

absolutely nothing to do with the amount of cleaning 

she’d done. Housework wasn’t contagious, but 

whatever illness was cultivating around Cedar’s 

Grove most assuredly was. Rocky’s mother had 

experienced the same symptoms as Estella before she 

succumbed to the illness one day after coming down 

with whatever it was. Rocky’s father now had it and 
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was on his deathbed. Although Rocky had contracted 

whatever the hell the sickness was, he continued 

looking after his father and tending to his needs the 

best way he knew how. If not for his Estella being so 

poorly, he’d be over there helping Rocky with what 

would be a tough situation for anyone, but especially 

challenging for someone with Rocky’s below normal 

intellectual ability.  

Estella was running a dangerously high fever. Sitting 

inches away on the side of the bed, he could feel the 

heat radiating from her skin. 

“You’re burning up,” he said, gently placing a hand 

on her forehead. 

Estella groaned as she tried, and failed, to open her 

eyes. 

He needed to take her temperature, but he didn’t 

know where she kept the thermometer. Or if they 

even owned one. Neither of them had ever been sick 

enough to require the use of one. Perhaps Estella, in 

her infinite wisdom, had deemed it a necessary 

household item to keep on hand and had purchased 

one at some point. Just in case it was ever needed. 

Like now. 
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Jim didn’t want to leave her bedside, but he had to 

find it. 

Opening the door to the medicine cabinet, he moved 

bottles of lotion and shaving cream aside, checking 

to see if it was stashed behind any of them. When he 

couldn’t find it there, he searched the bathroom 

drawers one at a time, pulling out towels and 

washcloths, thinking maybe she’d put it beneath the 

linens. Then he remembered the small first aid kit she 

kept in the bathroom closet. It wasn’t much of one, a 

small white box with a red cross on the lid, stocked 

with band-aids, gauze, and thank God, the 

thermometer. 

Jim removed it from its plastic case, shaking the 

mercury down as he headed back to the bedroom. 

Estella had tossed the covers aside, exposing her 

sweat-soaked nightgown and urine soiled sheets. 

“Stella, I need you to open your mouth so I can take 

your temperature.” 

Jim stared lovingly and with deep concern into the 

face of his progressively deteriorating wife, thankful 

she wasn’t coherent enough to realize she’d pissed 

the bed for the fifth time that day, and that the linens 

currently on the bed were the last clean ones and he 
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had no way to do laundry. Had she been aware, she 

would’ve been mortified and embarrassed beyond 

consolation. 

None of this was her fault. Not her sickness, not 

being bedridden, not repeatedly wetting the bed. She 

didn’t choose any of it and never would have. As 

much as he loved her, it was taking every ounce of 

strength he had remaining to stay inside the room 

with her. She was emitting a most offensive odor that 

wasn’t caused by her urine, her sweat, or even her 

feces. It was something else entirely. It was the 

stench of decaying human flesh. His precious wife 

was literally decomposing while still alive. 

Lesions had formed on her face, arms, and legs, all 

of them oozing blood and yellow pus. He’d seen 

something similar in a documentary once that was 

filmed in the poor villages of Zaire, Africa. There 

was no way in hell she could have what those people 

had. It was impossible that she’d contracted Ebola. 

Whatever was killing her might very well be similar 

in nature, but to become infected with it, she 

would’ve had to have direct contact with bodily 

fluids from an afflicted person, and she hadn’t. As far 

as he could recall, the only person she’d been around 
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was Maureen, and she’d hugged her. Which made 

him wonder if Maureen had developed the lesions 

before she’d died, or if Glenn or Rocky also had 

them. He recalled Maureen coughing and sneezing, 

but she’d attributed her symptoms to hay fever. 

Considering everything that’d happened since that 

day, he thought it was a safe assumption that she’d 

been wrong, and whatever had been ailing her, she’d 

passed it on to his wife and her own husband and son. 

Estella’s lips slightly parted, but not far enough for 

Jim to slip the thermometer beneath her tongue. If 

she wasn’t able to open her mouth on her own, then 

he’d have to pry it open and pray he didn’t fracture 

her jaw, or that she didn’t bite down on the glass and 

break it off inside her mouth. His only other choice 

was to roll her onto her side and take it the other way. 

He hated the thought of violating her like that. 

“Don’t let the horses out of the gate!” Stella shouted 

suddenly, startling Jim. “That scarecrow’s walking, 

Jim! Did you see him jump off his stake? He’s 

running away! Catch him, Jim! Catch him!” 

Jim was alarmed by her sudden, non-coherent 

babbling, afraid the high fever was causing her to be 

delusional. A fever high enough to do that could 
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ultimately result in permanent brain damage. Dear 

God, he thought. How high was her temperature that 

it could cause her to act in such a fearsome manner? 

She wasn’t even aware of what she was saying. 

“What’s that crawling up the wall, Jim?” Estella 

asked, lifting a trembling hand and pointing. 

He needed to get her to the hospital immediately. The 

phone lines were still down, so he couldn’t call for 

an ambulance. His only alternative was to get her 

there himself, and that would not be an easy task. 

First, he’d have to get her out of bed, carry her 

downstairs and outside to the truck, then drive the 

distance to the emergency room. 

It wouldn’t be simple, but he’d move heaven and 

earth if that’s what it took to get her there and save 

her life. 

“Momma!” Estella screamed, springing up in bed 

and holding out her arms in an embracing gesture. 

Jim was horrified by her outburst. Seeing horses and 

creepy crawly critters on the wall was very different 

from seeing her mother, who’d been dead for thirty 

years. 

Estella smiled and fell back onto the pillow, her chest 

heaving as she gasped for breath. 
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“Stella,” Jim said softly, giving her a gentle shake. 

“Stella, wake up!” 

Jim held his wife in his arms and wept as she drew 

her last breath, silently cursing the mysterious and 

sudden illness that’d claimed her, wondering how the 

hell she could’ve been healthy one day and dead the 

next. What kind of sickness did that? 

Jim tenderly laid Estella’s head back onto the pillow 

and pulled the covers up to her chin. He didn’t have 

the heart to conceal her beautiful face, the one that’d 

greeted him with a smile every morning when he 

came downstairs to breakfast, the one that would 

never smile at him again. She looked so peaceful, as 

if she were only asleep, dreaming about the dozens 

of jars of goodies she’d sell at the county bazaar. 

Except that she wouldn’t. Never again. She was 

gone. His precious Estella had left him, and now he’d 

have to face the rest of his life alone without her. 

He’d eventually need to drive to the funeral home 

and arrange for her to be transported. It could wait. 

He didn’t feel the need to do it right away.  

Picking up her hand, he held it to his tear-soaked 

cheek, savoring every second he could spend with 
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her before having to say goodbye forever, never 

seeing her again. Not in this life, anyway. 

“We’ll be together again soon, my love,” Jim 

whispered, using a tissue to tenderly wipe away the 

stream of blood that ran from the corner of her 

mouth. 

Jim sighed heavily as he rose from the bed, collected 

the tray of uneaten food, and tossed used tissues into 

the bowl of soup to be disposed of. 

On his way downstairs, Jim Hardy was unexpectedly 

overcome by a bout of raspy, violent coughing. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

 

Rafael’s Point, California 

Tania had no regrets about forgoing the party she’d 

been invited to. The salty smell of the Pacific Ocean 

was more to her likings. She could only guess that 

many who’d attended the soiree’ were either passed 

out drunk, well on their way, or as high as a kite. 

Before leaving home, her mother had warned her 

about facing the obstacle of peer pressure, making 

her promise that she wouldn’t allow herself to be 

persuaded to partake in habits she wouldn’t normally 

practice, like drinking and experimenting with 

recreational drugs. Although she’d been invited 

many times to indulge in both, she’d kept her 

promise. 

Strolling out onto the pier, she leaned against the 

railing next to an angler who was struggling to reel 

in his catch, loosening the line, then tightening it up 

again as he pulled back on the fishing rod. 

“Must be a big one,” Tania said, peering over the 

railing, but not seeing anything in the dark water 

below. 
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“You think?” the man huffed. 

She knew nothing about the sport and had never held 

a rod and reel or a fishing pole in her life. She 

actually found it to be rather cruel, ripping the poor 

fish’s mouth apart with a hook while it struggled to 

remain in its natural habitat and not end up in 

someone’s frying pan. She didn’t know and didn’t 

really care how many species of aquatic animals 

swam around in the ocean. As far as she knew, he 

could be struggling to land a huge shark. 

“Damn!” the man grunted. 

“He’s not giving up,” Tania said. 

“Yeah, well, neither am I. I’ll fight him all night if I 

have to.” 

Tania watched the man in anxious anticipation, 

curious to see what was on the other end of the line 

that was giving him a run for his money, eager to give 

the fish a round of applause and congratulate him for 

hanging in there and fighting back. 

Tania felt a slight vibration beneath her feet, the same 

sensation she’d felt on the gymnasium floor at her 

high school senior prom when the bass of the music 

had gotten so intense that it made it feel like the floor 

was shaking. 
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Her attention focused on the angler, she gave little 

thought to the odd feeling, believing the scores of 

people walking back and forth across the pier were 

causing it. 

Not until she felt the same quiver beneath her grip on 

the railing did she become concerned. 

“What is that?” she asked. 

“What is what?” the fisherman asked, briefly 

glancing over at her. 

“You don’t feel that?” she asked, taking a step away 

from the rail. 

“Feel wha…?” he started, when a mass of spectators 

began running down the dock, away from the water 

and towards dry land. 

“GET OFF THE PIER!” they shouted as they ran by. 

“EARTHQUAKE!” 

The wooden planks shook beneath her, reeling back 

and forth as they screeched in protest. 

“Go!” the man said, dropping his rod and reel and 

giving her a forceful shove. “Run!” 

The pier collapsed before they could make it to shore, 

plunging them into the ocean. 

“Help me!” Tania screamed, choking on the salty 

water as she struggled to stay afloat. “I can’t swim!”  
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“Hold on,” the man called as he swam towards her. 

“Stop fighting and put your arms around my neck,” 

he instructed her. “Relax and don’t panic. If you do, 

you’ll cause us both to drown.” 

Tania obeyed the man’s instructions, keeping her 

eyes closed while he swam to shore. If she opened 

them and saw nothing but water around her, she 

would panic. 

“You can let go now,” the man said, releasing her 

arms from his neck as he plopped down on the sand. 

“Thank you,” Tania gasped. “You saved my life.” 

“You live in California, and you don’t know how to 

swim?” he asked. 

“I’m not from here. I came out here for college.” 

“Where are you from?” 

“The east coast.” 

“Last time I checked, there was an ocean there, too.” 

“There is,” she said. “I’m just not fond of water.” 

“You really should learn how to swim,” the man said 

as he stood. 

“Was that really an earthquake?” she asked. Before 

deciding to transfer there, she’d known that 

earthquakes were a commonality in California, but 

she hadn’t let that discourage her. It was no different 
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than retirees relocating to Florida knowing that the 

Sunshine State is prone to hurricanes.  

“Nah,” he answered. “That was just a tremor.” 

A low rumbling arose from deep inside the ground, 

gradually increasing in intensity and volume until it 

became a droning roar. 

“Lay down flat on your stomach,” he shouted. “And 

cover your head.” 

“What’s happening?” she cried. 

“This, young lady,” he said. “Is an earthquake.” 

The blacktop parking lot began caving in after long, 

jagged cracks appeared on the surface. Within 

seconds, large chunks of the asphalt fell into the open 

craters, taking vehicles, bicycles, and scooters down 

with it. The roof of the pavilion over the picnic area 

fell away like a tossed aside Frisbee as the support 

beams shifted and snapped from the trembling and 

movement of the earth, the building itself imploding 

with a loud crash as metal and wood collided. 

Honking horns and sirens blared in the distance as 

she lay still on the ground, suddenly realizing that the 

earthquake had extended far beyond the boardwalk. 
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Downtown was only blocks away, as was her 

apartment. She needed to get home and make sure 

everything there was okay then call her mom. 

“My phone!” she said in a panicked voice as she sat 

up and searched the surrounding area before 

realizing that her purse was still strapped across her 

shoulder. Unfortunately, she wouldn’t be using her 

phone anytime soon, if ever again, because it was 

completely waterlogged. Placing it in a bowl of rice 

would remedy the problem if it were fresh water, but 

she couldn’t attest that it would have the same effect 

on salt water. “I have to go,” she said, rising to her 

feet. 

“You need to sit back down and wait,” the man said 

to her. “Aftershocks can be as damaging as the 

earthquake itself.” 

“I’ll be okay,” she replied. “I don’t live too far away. 

If I feel one, I’ll seek shelter. Thank you again. 

You’ve been extremely kind. Too bad we’ll never 

know what you had hooked out there.” 

“Tell me about it,” the man grunted. “You be careful 

out there, kid.” 

“I will,” she said. 
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Several of the people who’d been on the wharf at the 

same time as she was, were now either lying face 

down on the ground or huddled together in small 

groups.  

Whoever had driven into the park wouldn’t be 

driving out because there wasn’t a salvageable 

vehicle remaining. 

Carefully stepping over piles of debris and sizeable 

fragments of jagged black asphalt, Tania set out 

towards home. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

 

Benedict, Maine 

He needed to get up from the couch and bring in the 

remaining firewood, but his body was too sore and 

stiff to move. Every effort he made brought 

excruciating pain to every joint in his old, crippled 

body. A dose of his arthritis medicine would help 

alleviate some of the pain, but instead of using his 

brain and putting it on the table next to the couch, 

he’d left it on the kitchen counter, never expecting to 

face such difficulties getting to it. The fire had died 

out hours before, leaving not even a fragment of a 

single smoldering ember. The cabin was icy cold and 

felt like the inside of a meat locker. 

Pedro lay at his feet beneath the covers, the warmth 

of his body heat not enough to prevent his tiny body 

from shivering.  

After several attempts, Harvey finally raised himself 

onto one elbow, grunting and groaning with every 

movement. 

“Sum’bitch,” he moaned, struggling to push himself 

up. If he could just get himself into an upright 
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position, he could use the coffee table as leverage to 

assist him in getting to his feet. 

Pedro whimpered, shifted positions, and laid back 

down beneath the blankets. 

“Easy for you to say,” Harvey said. “Just wait until 

you’re as old as me.” 

After what seemed an eternity, he was finally able to 

get himself into an upright position, the shift 

worsening the pain in his rigid back. 

“Sum’bitch,” he moaned as he held onto the edge of 

the coffee table and pulled himself forward, then ever 

so slowly, to his feet. 

Although the kitchen wasn’t far away, in Harvey’s 

condition, it felt like a hundred-mile-trek. He had no 

choice. Even if it took him all day to complete the 

task, he had to make it to the kitchen so he could take 

his pills. If he didn’t, he’d be in too much pain to lug 

firewood, and if he didn’t bring a load inside and get 

the fire going again, he and Pedro were sure to freeze 

to death. 

He needed to take a piss, but first things first. The 

thought of exposing his willy to sub-zero 

temperatures was not an exciting thought, yet his 

only alternative would be to piss his pants, and that 
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was an even more disturbing thought. However, it’d 

provide much welcomed warmth, if only for a few 

minutes. 

Harvey slowly shuffled his way to the kitchen, 

holding onto his aching back, puffing and panting 

until he reached the counter. Two pills would be 

better than one, he decided, removing the pop-off 

cap, pouring them into his palm, and dry swallowing 

them, planning to wash them down with a gulp of 

water. “Sum’bitch,” he huffed angrily when he 

turned on the faucet and got nothing but metallic, 

clanking noises. 

The pipes were frozen solid. 

Now that he was up and about, his joints seemed to 

be a little more cooperative than they had been, 

making it less painful to shuffle the short distance to 

the bathroom. What a relief it was to finally empty 

his full bladder, oohing and ahhing until he shook off 

the last drop of piss. 

Pedro was still buried beneath the blankets when he 

returned to the living room, refusing to leave his 

comfortable space. 
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Harvey didn’t blame him. If he didn’t have chores to 

do, he’d jump right back under there with him. But 

he had to get that wood, come hell or high water. 

“Sum’bitch,” he gasped when he opened the door. 

Several feet of snow had fallen overnight, the depth 

midway to the door of the cabin, blocking his exit. 

It was likely just as bad at the back door, and if he 

went out that way, it’d be twice the work to make his 

way to the front where the shed was. 

There was no way he could trudge through that much 

snow to reach the firewood. He’d have to make a 

path in order to make it to the shed. 

There was just one problem with being able to do 

that. 

The snow shovel was in the shed, and the shed was 

inaccessible. 

“You lunkheaded dipshit,” he scolded himself. “Why 

didn’t you bring it in last night?” 

He supposed he could put on his winter gear and start 

digging his way through, but even if he could 

physically do that, it’d take hours to do it by hand. 

He racked his brain, trying to think of any gadgets he 

might have on hand that he could use to get through 

the snow. Other than silverware, and using a spoon 
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sure wouldn’t do the trick, all he had were a few pots 

and saucepans that he used for cooking. 

One of those might work. He could scoop a pot full 

at a time, toss it aside, and continue doing that until 

he dug his way through to the edge of the shed. It’d 

take several hours to dig through the snow one pot at 

a time, but it had to be done to get to the firewood. 

As he stood at the door staring at the pile-up and 

mulling over his plan, he thought about the many 

things he wished he had, some that would come in 

handy right about then. A full-size gas stove with an 

oven instead of a two-burner countertop one. If he 

had one, he could at least turn on the oven, lower the 

door, and warm the kitchen that way. Or a portable 

kerosene heater that he now regretted not buying 

when it’d been on sale last week down at Halloran’s 

Hardware. Of course, when he’d been there, he 

hadn’t known he’d be needing it so soon. If only 

foresight was as clear as hindsight, he and Pedro 

would be warm and toasty right now instead of on 

the verge of dying from hypothermia. 

“Won’t get it done standing here thinking about it,” 

he grunted. 
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Pedro poked his head out from beneath the covers, 

curious to see what his master was up to and why he 

insisted on holding the door open when it was 

freezing out. Too cold to watch him any longer, he 

disappeared back into his hidey hole. 

Harvey held the pan by its handle, dug out a pot full, 

and tossed it aside, barely making a dent in the pile. 

He had never wished so badly in all his life that a 

concerned neighbor would drop in, see the 

predicament he was in, and leap into action to help 

him. No one was coming. They all had their own 

snow and other issues to deal with, like finding 

firewood or figuring out a way to heat their own 

homes since the power was still out. 

Unless the temperature miraculously rose into the 

eighties or nineties within the next few hours, it’d 

take days or weeks for the snow to melt away. Until 

then, to each his own. 

Harvey wrapped his neck scarf loosely around his 

mouth and nose, leaving enough space to breathe, 

and continued digging with the pot, kicking and 

stomping on large clumps of snow that fell into his 

path from the continually growing barricade that was 

forming around him.  
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After clearing a path away from the door, he closed 

it behind him to keep the cabin from getting any 

colder. Poor Pedro had already nearly shaken himself 

into a seizure. No sense in making it any worse than 

it had to be. 

Halfway to the shed, he turned to face the cabin door. 

“Almost there, Pedro, old boy. We’ll be warm 

tonight.” 

He was relieved that he’d been able to get to his 

medicine and pop a couple of those pain pills. Either 

they’d adequately done their job, or frostbite had set 

in, stifling his ability to feel the arthritic pain. Other 

than the excitement of finally reaching his 

destination, he didn’t feel a thing. 

Which is why he didn’t realize until it was too late 

that his legs had grown numb and were about to 

crumple beneath him.  

Surprise was the only thing Harvey Wiseman felt 

when he slipped and fell face first into the snow 

embankment, bringing down the powdery walls of 

dug out snow, burying him beneath its weight and 

freezing iciness. 

Inside the cabin, Pedro whimpered and shivered 

beneath the covers. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

 

Ames, Iowa 

Jamie paced back and forth across the kitchen, 

wringing her hands nervously, her anxieties on high 

alert as she assessed the situation she and her family 

were in. 

She’d followed the coverage of the hurricane all day, 

eager to know Florida’s fate. Meteorologists usually 

provided live updates as they broadcast from ground 

zero of landfall, but because of the severity of the 

storm and potentially deadly sustained wind and 

wind gusts, they’d all ceased on the ground coverage, 

packing up their gear and evacuating out of the state. 

Some networks had set up live-feed video cameras 

across the region to view the storm remotely, but 

within only a couple of hours of the hurricane 

making landfall, the devastatingly high winds had 

wiped out every single one of them. A few satellite 

images had been provided, but they were too blurry 

or unfocused to provide an accurate depiction of the 

actual damage. 
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She still hadn’t heard from any of her friends and 

didn’t know if they’d evacuated or stayed. 

Hopefully, within the next day or so, news networks 

could report from Florida and show images of the 

destruction. 

Even though she was dreadfully concerned about the 

aftermath of the hurricane, that’s not what was 

making her feel so uneasy.  

The mysterious ailment that’d invaded her aunt’s 

body was contagious enough that it’d found its way 

to everyone else in the house, all of them 

experiencing a range of different symptoms, from 

coughs and fevers to heavy chest congestion that 

made breathing tremendously difficult, leaving her to 

wonder how she’d escaped being infected since she 

was the sole caregiver and had been in close contact 

with all five of them. 

For the past two days, she’d run herself ragged taking 

care of and tending to her parents, Ben, and Kirk. She 

supposed maybe it was possible that she’d been too 

active to have the time to get sick and would likely 

fall prey to the illness once the merry-go-round 

stopped spinning and she could get off. 
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Her aunt had become so ill the day before that she’d 

had to call for an ambulance to take her to the 

hospital, unable to do so herself because she couldn’t 

leave her ailing family alone. 

The doctor who’d treated her called that morning to 

inform her that her aunt had succumbed to her illness, 

wanting to know which funeral home they preferred. 

She didn’t know what to tell him. Discussions about 

after death plans and arrangements were certainly 

never a subject that’d arisen in any of their 

conversations. Explaining to the doctor that she 

knew nothing about Ames or the availability of the 

facilities there, she’d requested that the doctor use his 

discretion in deciding then to let her know which one 

was chosen. 

“Doctor, do you have any idea what my aunt was sick 

with?” 

“Nothing definitively, and I’d prefer not to 

speculate.” 

“Was it some variant of the flu?” 

“None I’ve ever seen. Flu doesn’t cause the body to 

deteriorate in the manner your aunts did.” 
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“Whatever it was, it happened quick,” Jamie told 

him. “She was fine one minute and unconscious the 

next.” 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Fine. My family, not so much. I’m doing my best to 

take care of them as properly as I can.” 

“I have a question for you, and hope you can answer 

it,” the doctor said. “As I was examining your aunt 

after she came in, I noticed several lesions on her 

skin and was wondering if you know how long 

they’ve been there, or when she might’ve developed 

them?” 

“Lesions?” Jamie asked in a puzzled tone. She had 

no clue what he was talking about. 

“Yes. Raw, open sores.” 

“I know what they are. I just wasn’t aware that my 

aunt had them.” 

“That’s understandable, I suppose, considering they 

were concealed beneath her clothing. At any rate, I 

took samples for analysis and sent them to pathology. 

Should have the results in a few days.” 

“You’ll let me know, won’t you?” 

“Yes, I will.” 
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What strain of flu would cause a person to develop 

open wounds on their bodies? Certainly, none she’d 

ever heard of. It didn’t take a college educated, board 

certified physician to know that the combination of 

the two wasn’t normal.  

Neither of her parents were well enough to be told 

that Ida had died. Devastating news such as that 

would set back any progress they may be making. 

Once her mother was fully recovered, she’d let her 

know that her sister was dead. 

Jamie found the entire situation both mysterious and 

frightening, raising a whole new level of concern 

about her family. If they’d contracted whatever had 

killed her aunt, what was the probability that any of 

them would survive? 

“No,” she scolded herself. “Stop thinking like that. 

They’re going to be fine in a couple of days.” 

It disturbed her that even a doctor couldn’t give her 

an explanation for her aunt, or even elaborate on 

what he thought it could be. Lab results would take 

days, and in that span of time, would her family 

become sicker, or would they show signs of 

improvement? She needed to know now, dammit, not 

tomorrow or next week. Exactly what was she 
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dealing with? And what could she do to treat it and 

make sure that her family recovered from it? 

Apparently, her aunt wasn’t the only Ames resident 

that’d gone to the hospital seeking medical treatment 

for an illness with the same similarities. According 

to the doctor she’d spoken with, their emergency 

room had been inundated with hundreds of patients 

who were sick with what he believed to be the flu. 

Some of them, he’d told her, required hospitalization 

while the less ill were sent home to self-medicate. 

None he’d examined thus far had any open wounds 

anywhere on their bodies. 

Trying to ease her concern about the death of her 

aunt, the doctor had made an off-handed joke about 

it, telling her that if patients didn’t stop coming in, 

they were going to run out of space and have 

nowhere to put them except for the empty beds in the 

morgue. 

Although Ben and Kirk were quite sick, her elderly 

parents were much worse, leaving her to wonder if 

she should call an ambulance and have them both 

transported to the hospital. 

It appeared as though they both had pneumonia or 

some other type of respiratory infection because 
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they’d been coughing, running fevers, had difficulty 

breathing, and complained of excruciatingly painful 

headaches. 

Quietly slipping into the bedroom to check on them, 

Jamie put a hand over her nose and mouth to shield 

against an offensive odor that hadn’t been present 

when she’d last checked on them. 

Her mother was groaning and thrashing about in her 

sleep. The bed covers lay in a heap on the floor, her 

mother’s bare legs exposed. 

On her mother’s right thigh was a large, raw sore, 

blood and pus seeping from the gaping hole in her 

skin. The fluids ran down the side of her leg and onto 

the sheet, leaving a brownish-yellow stain. Sores had 

also developed on her face and forearms. The 

overwhelming stench of rotting flesh was nauseating. 

Her dad lay on his side next to her, his back facing 

the doorway. Tiptoeing to his side of the bed, Jamie 

immediately noticed that her dad had the same type 

of wounds on his right cheek and neck. His, too, were 

discharging odorous fluids that streaked from the 

wound, ran across his nose, and dripped onto the 

pillow. 
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“What in God’s name is going on?” Jamie 

whispered. 

Her mom continued to moan while her dad slept on, 

undisturbed by his wife’s restlessness. 

Ben was asleep in the spare bedroom, Kirk on the 

couch. She didn’t want to wake them up, but it was 

important that she conduct body checks. Ben wore 

only his briefs, his arms and legs sprawled wide, 

making it easy to examine him. Jamie was relieved 

to see that no lesions had formed on her husband. 

“Jamie?” Ben moaned as she set out to leave the 

room. 

“I’m here, honey,” she said, sitting down on the side 

of the bed. 

“It hurts, Jamie,” he said, his voice barely above a 

whisper. 

“What hurts, Ben?” 

“Everything. I feel like I’m on fire inside.” 

“That’s because you’re running a fever,” Jamie 

explained. “Would you like a glass of cold water?” 

Ben nodded. 

“I’ll be right back.” 

Kirk was cuddled on the couch with his teddy bear. 

Dressed in nothing but a pair of shorts, it was easy to 
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see that he had no visible abscesses, but he was still 

running a fever. Jamie brushed his damp hair away 

and kissed him on the forehead. “I love you, baby,” 

she whispered. 

“Here, honey, drink this,” she said, returning to the 

bedroom with Ben’s water. 

“I can’t move my head,” he groaned, his eyes 

fluttering. “Help me.” 

Gently lifting his head, Jamie held the glass to his 

mouth. “Sip it, Ben. You’ll get strangled if you try to 

gulp it.” 

Ben struggled to take a drink, darting his tongue in 

and out of the glass. 

Jamie wanted to laugh at her husband for trying to 

lap the water like a dog because God knew she could 

use a merry chuckle after the hell she’d been through 

for the past couple of days. Instead, she smiled and 

tilted the glass until the water spilled over the side, 

running down Ben’s chin and onto his bare chest. 

“More?” she asked. 

“No,” he answered. “How’s your mom and dad?” 

“Improving,” she lied. “We’ll talk about everything 

once you’re feeling better. Right now, you need to 

rest.” 
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“Rest,” Ben repeated. 

“I’ll be back later to check on you,” she said, leaving 

the room and closing the door. 

From the hallway, she could hear her mother talking. 

Maybe her dad had finally awakened, and they were 

discussing how each other felt. 

Curious, she walked down the hallway and eased 

open the bedroom door. 

Her mother was sitting upright in bed staring at the 

wall while carrying on a conversation with someone 

only she could see. 

“You remember that time we went up to Miller’s 

Creek and went skinny dipping?” she asked, a smile 

spreading across her face. “That water was so cold I 

nearly froze my tits off.” 

Jamie stifled a giggle as she imagined her mother 

swimming naked in a cold creek. That was a story 

she’d have to ask her about when she was well. 

Her mother nodded as if she were answering 

someone’s question. “Yes, my goodness, I remember 

that just like it was yesterday,” she said. 

“Mom?” Jamie called softly as she stepped into the 

room. 
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Oblivious to her presence, her mother continued her 

conversation. “We had some good times back then, 

didn’t we? Wouldn’t it be something if we could go 

back just for a day?” 

“Mom?” Jamie called louder. “Who are you talking 

to? 

“Shh,” her mom said, putting a finger to her mouth. 

“Don’t say anything else.” 

Abruptly, she threw herself backwards onto the 

pillow, bucking and heaving like an epileptic in the 

throes of a seizure. 

“Mom!” Jamie screamed, bursting into tears before 

running into the living room and snatching up the 

receiver and punching in 9-1-1. 

The phone rang once before a recorded message 

came on. “We’re sorry. Due to the high volume of 

calls that we’re receiving, this emergency line isn’t 

available at the moment. Please try your call again 

later.” 

“Who the hell shuts down emergency phone lines?” 

Jamie yelled, slamming the receiver down into its 

cradle, understanding for the first time that the 

medical situation in Ames had to be much worse than 

she’d thought. 
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“Mommy?” Kirk said groggily. 

“It’s okay, honey,” Jamie told him. “Mommy didn’t 

mean to be so loud. Go back to sleep.” 

What was she supposed to do now with no 

ambulances available? Let her parents die side by 

side in their bed? She wouldn’t be able to get them 

into the car on her own. And even if she could, Ben 

and Kirk were too sick to even consider leaving alone 

for what would undoubtedly be hours. 

This is what it means to be between a rock and a hard 

place, she thought. 

“Shit,” she spat, taking Ben’s glass into the kitchen. 

Putting it in the sink, she noticed that the water had a 

strange color to it. It’d been clear when she’d taken 

the glass of water to Ben. 

Holding the glass up to the light, Jamie gasped when 

she saw that the water had a pinkish tint to it, 

discolored by Ben’s blood. 

There was only one place the blood could’ve come 

from. If he were spitting or coughing it up, that could 

only mean one thing. 

Ben was hemorrhaging internally. 

There wasn’t any known strain of flu that would 

cause that to happen. 
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Unfortunately for Jamie Donaldson, her nightmare 

had just begun. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

 

New Albany, Indiana 

As if three days of steady rainfall hadn’t been enough 

to raise the water levels of the Ohio River, streams, 

and creeks in Floyd County, even more rain was on 

the way. 

What remained of the devastating Florida hurricane 

would make its way through the central parts of the 

U.S. within the next day or two, bringing several 

more inches of rain to an already saturated area. 

Estimated sustained winds of over sixty miles per 

hour, with even higher gusts, was causing justified 

alarm amongst the citizens of Darlene’s small 

midwestern town. Many of its patrons had already 

danced to the beat of the flood song and didn’t want 

to get back out on the floor again for a repeat 

performance. 

Which was why plenty of New Albany, 

Jeffersonville, and Clarksville residents had already 

evacuated the area and headed for higher ground, 

away from any water source that might be an added 

threat if the danger of flooding arose. 
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“Are we going to leave, Corey,” Darlene asked, 

sitting down on the sofa beside her husband, whose 

attention was on the local evening news. 

“No reason to,” he answered without looking away 

from the television. 

“The water’s already high, and we’ve got that 

hurricane heading this way.” 

“It’s not a hurricane anymore, Darlene,” Corey 

corrected her. “It’ll barely be a tropical storm by the 

time it reaches us.” 

“Weatherman’s saying there’s going to be a lot more 

rain and destructive winds.” 

“Nothing we haven’t seen before.” 

“I’m worried about what several more inches of rain 

can do, Corey. Aren’t you?” 

“Not really,” Corey said with a shake of his head. “I 

think you’re worrying over nothing.” 

“Am I?” She didn’t think so. She’d seen the 

destruction a flood could cause, watched in tears 

from the rooftop of her own home as damaged 

structures and vehicles were washed away by raging 

floodwaters. It’d only been three years before when 

she’d gone out during a torrential thunderstorm to 

make a run to the grocery store, thinking nothing of 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

307 
 

it when she’d left the house. Halfway there, she’d 

driven through a dip in the road, believing the 

standing water to be only a puddle. But as she drove 

through it, her car was blitzed by a sudden gush of 

water from a nearby, overflowing stream, the flash 

flood powerful enough to send her vehicle skidding 

off the side of the road and into a huge pool of 

standing water produced by heavy rainfall. When the 

car suddenly began filling with water, gushing in 

through the windows and vents into her lap and face, 

in a panic she’d struggled to get her seatbelt off, 

finally having to cut it away with the scissors she 

kept in the console. Once freed, she’d been able to 

climb out the driver’s side window and onto the roof 

of her car, where she’d remained, with the pouring 

rain pummeling her, until a good Samaritan 

happened along, saw her wildly flailing her arms, and 

pulled her to safety. She’d never been more thankful 

or grateful for the kindness of a stranger in her entire 

life. 

Remembering that incident was enough to remind 

her that she never wanted to experience anything like 

that again. That’s why she was more determined than 

ever to convince Corey that they couldn’t stay in 
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their small home and simply hope for the best. They 

both needed to be proactive and take preventative 

safety measures while they had a chance. Once the 

probability of a flood was imminent, it’d be too late 

to act. 

Floods weren’t like hurricanes or tornadoes, both of 

which either had a way to track them or an alert 

system for issuing warnings. When the alarm sirens 

blared during a flood, it meant that the rising waters 

had already breached all barricades and were flowing 

freely beyond its borders.  

For the past several nights, she’d expected to be 

awakened to the sound of those awful sirens. So far, 

they’d been fortunate. That was apt to change with 

the hurricane remnants rapidly approaching. 

“I think we should consider evacuating, or at least be 

prepared to leave.” 

Corey laughed. “You can’t be serious.” 

“I am serious, Corey.” 

“Let me explain something to you, Dar,” he said, 

turning to his wife and taking her gently by the 

shoulders. “Do you have any idea how much rain it 

would take to cause the river to rise so high that it 

would breach not only the riverfront barriers but also 
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the floodgates? I’ll admit that the river is quite high 

right now because of all this rain we’ve been getting, 

but it’d literally take a typhoon to dump enough 

water into the river to increase it to the point of 

flooding the Ohio Valley.” 

Darlene chewed her lip thoughtfully. “Are you sure 

about that, Corey? Are you factoring in the wind?” 

“I’m sure,” he said, giving her a hug. “You’re 

overthinking this. You need to relax and stop 

worrying so much.” 

She wanted to believe what he was saying, but she 

didn’t. Not completely. She knew he was only trying 

to comfort her and make her feel more at ease. Even 

if he knew for certain that they were staring down the 

barrel of a potentially deadly event, he wouldn’t have 

told her until he absolutely had to because he knew 

she’d fret over the possibility, worrying herself into 

an unnecessary frenzy. She appreciated his attempt 

at calming her, but it hadn’t worked.  

Nothing could erase the unease she felt, sensing that 

something bad was headed their way. 

Darlene Padgett would soon learn exactly how 

accurate her instincts were. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 

 

Widow’s Peak, Washington 

On the last phone call he’d had with Herb, Dr. 

Underwood had assured him that he’d leave 

immediately and head home. After considering the 

town’s dire situation, he decided to stay, not wanting 

or willing to desert the residents of Widow’s Peak 

and abandon them in the middle of an oncoming 

disaster without putting up a fight to get the hard-

headed, stubborn mayor to issue mandatory 

evacuation orders as he’d been warned to do. 

It’d been two days since Herb had placed a call to the 

mayor and given him details about the imminent 

eruption and every reason he should heed the 

warnings. 

Apparently, he still hadn’t followed them because 

he’d seen no steady moving traffic heading out of the 

area, and residents were going about their daily 

routines like any other day, oblivious to the 

predicament their small town was facing. 

Roger, the owner of the fine establishment he was 

staying at, knew because he’d told him the truth 
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exactly as he’d told him he would. Within minutes of 

learning the news, Roger and his wife had their bags 

packed and loaded into their car, wasting no time 

hightailing it out of town. 

If the mayor wouldn’t warn the people, then he’d be 

forced to find another way to alert them. He’d never 

considered being a town crier, but if that’s what it 

was going to take, then he’d go buy a bullhorn and 

walk up and down the sidewalks shouting out the 

warning. 

Before making such a drastic move, he’d first pay a 

visit to the mayor himself and do his best to convince 

him he was making a huge mistake by not clearing 

the townspeople out of the path of impending danger. 

As he entered the lobby of town hall, Jake was 

greeted by a green uniform wearing city water 

employee. 

“What can I do for you, sir?” the man asked. 

“I need to see Mayor Donnelly.” 

“He’s not here. His office has been temporarily 

moved across the street to the Chamber of 

Commerce,” he offered, pointing to a beige building 

on the corner directly across from town hall. 

“Renovations are being done on his office upstairs to 
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remove mold, or mildew, or some other shit he’s got 

growing up there. All I know is he can’t be inside his 

office for at least two days.” 

“Okay,” Jake said, turning to leave. “Thanks for the 

information.” At the door, he stopped, turned around, 

and approached the man. “Bill,” he said, reading the 

name embroidered above his shirt pocket. 

“That’s right.” 

“You live inside the city?” 

“Yes.” 

“You got a family?” 

“Yes. A wife and two kids.” 

“Here’s what I want you to do, Bill,” Jake began, 

then stopped, changing his mind about how to deliver 

his word of warning. “Nevermind,” he said, moving 

to the center of the lobby. “Can I please have 

everyone’s attention?” Jake shouted while clapping 

his hands loudly. 

Murmurs and whispers erupted from the employees 

and customers who stood at the counter paying their 

water bills. 

“My name is Dr. Jake Underwood,” he announced. 

“I’m from the geological survey office. Your mayor 

was instructed to issue evacuation orders for this 
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town but refused to do so. I want all of you to listen 

to me very carefully and take heed of what I’m about 

to tell you.” Jake hesitated for a moment, giving 

everyone time to quiet down and turn their attention 

to him. “Mount Cereubus is most definitely going to 

go off. While I cannot give you an exact time, I can 

tell you it could happen at any moment. My advice 

for all of you is to go home, collect your families, 

pack enough to survive for a few days, and get the 

hell out of here before it’s too late.” 

That should piss the mayor off pretty good, he 

thought as he watched everyone inside the building 

desert their posts and rush out the door. 

“I’m here to see Mayor Donnelly,” he said as he 

entered the Chamber office. “Tell him it’s Dr. Jacob 

Underwood. He knows who I am and why I’m here.” 

“I’m sorry, Dr. Underwood,” the receptionist 

answered, “but he’s in an important meeting with 

investors and can’t be disturbed.” 

“Get him out of the meeting,” Jacob stated tartly. 

“What I have to talk to him about is a hell of a lot 

more important than anything those investors have to 

say.” 

“I’m sorry, but I have strict instructions,” she said. 
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“Are you his secretary?” 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps you can answer a question for me then.” 

“I’ll try. What would you like to know?” 

“Has he issued the evacuation orders yet?” 

“Evacuation orders?” she asked, frowning. “For 

what purpose?” 

“Forget it,” he said in an agitated tone. “You just 

answered my question. Where is he?” 

“Please, Dr. Underwood,” she pleaded in a quiet 

voice. “I have a young son at home. Why do we need 

to be evacuated?” 

Jake studied her for a moment. Her expression was 

one of fear and concern. 

“Mount Cereubus is about to erupt,” he told her. “If 

your mayor had done what he was told, you would’ve 

known that. Why don’t you tell me where he is then 

you get out of here. Go home, get your son, and 

leave. Don’t even bother to pack.” 

“There,” she said, pointing to one of two closed 

doors before hurriedly snatching up her purse and 

bolting for the exit. 

“I beg your pardon,” Mayor Donnelly protested as 

Jake burst through the door. He was seated at a 
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conference table with three other men, a large 

blueprint of the city spread out in front of them. “I’m 

in a meeting.” 

“So I see,” Jake said as he neared the table. “Too 

busy to heed our warnings, but not too busy to 

mislead potential investors by refusing to disclose 

the problem you have here?” 

Donnelly’s face reddened with anger as his guests 

stared at him with curiosity. 

“Who is this, Wes?” a Stetson-wearing man with a 

thick southern drawl asked. “What’s he talking 

about? Warnings about what?” 

“I’ll answer that for you. My name is Dr. Jacob 

Underwood. I’m a volcanologist employed by the 

United States Geographical Services. I was sent here 

to monitor Mount Cereubus after receiving reports of 

unusual activity from this town’s volcano.” 

“It’s nothing to worry about,” Donnelly said with a 

wave of his hand. 

“Perhaps,” the man said. “I’d still like to hear what 

he has to say. Go on, Dr. Underwood.” 

“I’ve been in Widow’s Peak for three days now, 

gathering water samples, measuring seismic and 

atmospheric activity, checking for the release of 
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gases associated with an imminent eruption. From 

the very first day, I knew this town had a problem, 

but I waited until I had enough accurate information 

before notifying my boss and telling him what was 

going on here. My boss then contacted Donnelly here 

and gave him a full report, encouraging him to issue 

mandatory evacuation orders. Instead of acting on 

professional advice, he ignored it and refused to issue 

the orders.” 

“In my defense, your boss couldn’t state with 

certainty when or if there was going to be an 

eruption. I can’t evacuate an entire town based on a 

gut feeling.” 

“Gut feeling?” Jake shouted angrily, moving closer 

to the table. “Scientific data that provides adequate 

seismic activity readouts, the presence of gases in the 

atmosphere, and fumaroles around the area of a 

volcano are not gut feelings, dipshit. They’re facts. 

And what did you do with those facts when they were 

presented to you? You ignored them, and now you 

and every other person in this town are possibly in 

danger. And for what?” he asked, glancing down at 

the blueprint. “Revenue you’ll receive for building 
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that mall or whatever it is you’re discussing with 

these gentlemen? I hope the money was worth it.” 

“Dr. Underwood?” the man in the hat said as he 

stood. “Are you telling us that the volcano here is 

about to erupt?” 

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you.” 

“When?” the man asked nervously. The other two 

men who’d been seated at the table now stood up as 

well, grabbing their coats off the backs of the chairs. 

“Soon,” Jake answered. “It might be today, or it 

could be tomorrow or next week. The point of the 

evacuations were to get people out of the way and to 

safety before she blows.” 

“See?” Donnelly said, shaking a finger at Jake. “You 

can’t even say for sure when it’s going to happen, 

and you expected me to evacuate my town?” 

“Not with pinpoint accuracy, I can’t,” Jake replied. 

“I can, however, state with certainty that Mount 

Cereubus is going to erupt. When it does, it’ll rain 

fire, fury, and devastation down on this city and will 

destroy everything within a hundred-mile radius. 

You, Donnelly, had the chance to make this right, but 

you chose instead to focus your attention on money 

and try to make a fortune instead of being concerned 
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about the value of human lives. I hope you’re able to 

live with their blood on your hands. When this thing 

goes…” Jake abruptly stopped speaking. 

At the precise moment that the water in the glasses 

on the conference table started rippling, Jake felt the 

steady vibrations beneath his feet. The tremor sent 

ink pens rolling off the table and onto the floor. Table 

and chair legs rocked unsteadily against the 

pulsations. 

Donnelly and his guests stared blankly at Jake, eyes 

wide, mouths agape. 

“It’s too late now,” Jake exclaimed as he turned and 

ran for the door. “It’s already happening.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

 

Cedar’s Grove, Oklahoma 

Jim Hardy could barely move. Every attempt to shift 

his position sent shock waves of searing pain through 

his body. 

His head felt like it was about to explode. His insides 

were a flaming inferno, his skin hot to the touch. 

Boils had formed on his face and arms, the blisters 

bulging with yellow pus that were ready to rupture. 

He was so weak that he scarcely had the strength to 

keep his eyes open. He’d repeatedly soiled himself 

because he didn’t have enough strength to get up 

from the couch and go to the bathroom. The odor that 

consumed him was repulsive and embarrassing, but 

he was too sick to care. On the bright side of things, 

there wasn’t anyone who would see him in his 

current state. What difference did it make, anyway? 

He knew he was dying and had already accepted the 

unfortunate truth that he was going to die alone and 

there wasn’t a single person left that would even 

know about it. 
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Seemed to him that everybody in Cedar’s Grove had 

up and disappeared with no explanation. 

On the day his precious Estella left him, and he’d 

driven to the funeral home to arrange having her 

picked up, he was greeted by a sign on the door that 

stated, “CLOSED UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE.” He 

should’ve figured it out then that something wasn’t 

quite right in his small country town. He’d been so 

overcome with grief over the loss of his wife that it 

hadn’t fully dawned on him at the time. 

Unfortunately, he’d learned a lot since that day. 

Without assistance from a funeral parlor, he was 

forced to return home and take care of business 

himself. He’d driven over to Rocky’s intending to 

ask for his help in getting Estella down the stairs, but 

when he’d gotten out of his truck and was 

immediately struck by the stench of human decay 

emanating from his house, he got back in his truck 

and drove home, sadly aware they’d all succumbed 

to whatever sickness was making its way around 

Cedar’s Grove killing every single person it touched. 

It hadn’t been easy getting his wife down the stairs 

alone. He’d had to take a break and a deep breath 

every couple of steps to help ease the tedious task. 
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The empty thud of her bare heels striking the stairs 

as he dragged her along was a sound that’d haunt him 

for the rest of his life. And that wouldn’t be much 

longer. 

His plan had been to bury her in the garden she’d 

loved so much, but while he’d been laboring to get 

her from the house to the yard, he’d suddenly fallen 

ill himself, overcome by extreme nausea, a low-

grade fever and body aches. 

His condition hadn’t worsened as rapidly as Estella’s 

had. She’d died within hours of becoming ill. He’d 

been hanging on for three grueling days. 

Initially, he’d thought it was from the tiresome and 

physical labor of moving Estella or from the 

unbearable heat since the house was still without 

power. In no shape to dig a six-foot hole, he’d placed 

her inside the barn and covered her with mounds of 

hay, hoping he’d feel better the following day, or at 

least well enough to bury his dead wife. 

Except that instead of improving, he continued to 

decline by the hour, until he’d collapsed on the 

couch, fatigued to a degree that’d left him without an 

ounce of energy to move, and he’d remained that way 

ever since. 
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He’d thought about a lot of things during his 

moments of mental coherency. Things like why the 

power hadn’t been restored yet, or why a funeral 

home had closed without notice, or why there hadn’t 

been a single vehicle that’d passed by his house in 

the last two days when, on any given day, dozens of 

cars and trucks drove up and down the highway 

going back and forth to town and to work. 

By his calculations, there was only one explanation 

for that. 

They were all dead. 

There was one hell of a disease making its way 

around those parts, and whatever it was, it was 

deadly and had absolutely nothing to do with the 

locust swarm. 

Once he’d given it some thought, it only made sense 

that the power couldn’t be restored if there were no 

living souls to operate the power plant or drive 

service trucks. The funeral home couldn’t function if 

there was no one alive to oversee the services. And 

cars and trucks couldn’t zip up and down the road if 

there was no one left to drive them. 

He was disappointed and angry that he was going to 

die without knowing what’d happened in his small 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

323 
 

town yet rejoiced at the thought of being with Estella 

again. 

If he had the strength, he’d walk to the barn and lay 

down beside her just so he wouldn’t have to be alone 

during his last moments on earth. 

Jim closed his eyes. 

And waited for that precious moment of glory when 

he’d be reunited with the only woman he’d ever 

loved. 

  



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

324 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

 

Washington, DC 

“Did you get my package?” Sue gushed before Fay 

could say hello. 

“No,” Fay answered. “I haven’t received anything 

from you.” 

“You will. It should arrive sometime today, 

depending on when the messenger runs.” 

“What kind of package?” 

“You’ll find out soon enough. I’d hoped to be gone 

from this town before you got it, but I got delayed 

because I was made to work over the weekend. I 

called in sick today so I can get my shit together and 

get out of here.” 

“What’s going on, Sue?” Fay asked, puzzled by the 

tone of hurriedness in her voice. 

“I’ll give you a condensed version in a few minutes, 

Fay. Suffice it to say that the package that’s on its 

way to you contains documents and records I think 

you’ll find most interesting. Once you read them, 

you’ll have a better understanding of the situation. 
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They’ll explain everything to you much better than I 

ever could.” 

“Alright,” Fay answered. Covering the phone’s 

mouthpiece with her hand, she leaned over to the 

cubicle next to her. “Albert? What time does the 

messenger usually deliver packages here?” 

“Right about now,” he answered, glancing at his 

watch. 

“Can you do me a favor and go check to see if I have 

one?” 

“Sure.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Can your phone record a conversation?” Sue asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Good. I’ll tell you when to turn it on. I officially 

want to go on the record with what I’m about to say.” 

Sue’s request was highly unusual. In the hundreds of 

conversations she’d had with her over the past couple 

of years, not once had she ever requested to go on the 

record. Quite the contrary, in fact. Her willingness to 

go public meant that whatever she was going to 

disclose was extremely important, possibly a matter 

of national security or the threat of an impending war 

with an adversarial country. 
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“The information I’ve provided to you will back up 

my story. When you publish your article, you can cite 

me as your source.” 

“Sue, I don’t know if you…” 

“I mean it, Fay. I don’t care anymore. Something 

awful has happened, and people deserve to know the 

truth. They need to be told what’s going on,” she 

exclaimed with urgency in her voice. 

Fay was stunned by Sue’s request. Citing her as a 

source wouldn’t only cost her a job but would likely 

result in criminal charges being filed against her for 

the disclosure of confidential information. Facing the 

likelihood of being sent to prison for openly and 

voluntarily divulging top-secret intelligence to a 

journalist was enough to convince Fay that what Sue 

was on the verge of telling her exceeded a level of 

seriousness she hadn’t been privy to before. 

“The documents in the package were acquired from 

multiple departments by staff who have legal access 

to them. They’re all official. Some of the Interoffice 

memorandums were sent to me anonymously, but 

they’re all on White House letterhead, so there’s no 

question about their authenticity. I sent individual 

copies to you and a couple of other reporters. Just in 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

327 
 

case,” she added. In case something happens to you 

for screwing around with Maximus? Fay wanted to 

ask but dismissed the urge. She didn’t need Sue to 

verify what she’d meant. She already knew. “The 

first thing you need to understand, Fay, is that I’m 

not the only person who isn’t a supporter of this 

president. There are many of us, all in various 

departments throughout the administration and other 

institutions, including inside the Oval Office. We’re 

all members of P.A.M.” 

“Pam?” Fay asked. “Who’s she?” 

“Not a person, a private group. It stands for Patriots 

Against Maximus. We occasionally meet at a 

clandestine location and talk about what’s going on 

in our respective departments.” 

“Is that because each department has access to 

distinct types of information?” Fay asked. 

“Yes. We tell our stories, share our information and 

experiences, then see if it’s collaborative.” 

“And?” 

“There may be some variances in the wordage, but it 

all comes down to the same thing.” 

“What does it mean, Sue?” 
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“Since his election, Lucius Maximus has been up to 

no good, and he isn’t working alone,” Sue replied. “I 

don’t have any factual evidence to prove it, but I 

believe he’s responsible for whatever virus is 

wreaking havoc here in the states.” 

“Sue, the virus originated in China,” Fay reminded 

her. “It isn’t the result of a lethal illness cooked up in 

a laboratory somewhere.” 

“Are you sure about that?” Sue asked, pausing long 

enough to close her suitcase. “The original virus may 

have started there, but the strain going around here is 

a mutated version. You’ll see what I’m talking about 

when you read the reports I sent you.” 

“Mutated how?” Fay suddenly felt a knot forming in 

her stomach, recalling the conversation she’d had 

with Clay the night before. It wasn’t unusual for any 

type of virus to mutate in the course of its reign. 

However, she had a strange feeling that Sue was 

referring to something much more than a normal 

mutation. Was it possible that Clay had been right 

about the possibility that there were two separate 

viruses being spread around? “Can you give me an 

idea of what to expect?” 
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“The virus in China is definitely lethal, but the people 

there didn’t die within hours of becoming infected. 

They also didn’t break out in boils and start decaying 

while still breathing.” 

“Dear God,” Fay gasped. “Have you read actual 

reports confirming that?” 

“Yes. To keep from implicating you in a federal 

crime, I won’t disclose how I obtained them. Let’s 

just say I have a way of gaining access to multiple 

servers and leave it at that.” 

What Sue meant was that she’d hacked into 

departmental servers or had someone do it for her. 

She’d obtained the reports illegally. The crime, if 

discovered, would send her to federal prison for 

years, if not for the rest of her life. Fay was 

appreciative that she hadn’t disclosed that to her. By 

doing so, even though she hadn’t been present while 

the crime was being committed, would make her an 

accomplice, guilty by association. In turn, she too, 

would be facing prison. “When you say boils, are you 

referring to blister-like pustules like what you’d see 

with chicken pox?” 

“Yes. I’ve read reports coming in from Oklahoma, 

Kansas, Indiana, and Iowa. I’m sure there are many 
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other states affected, but the ones I named are the 

only ones I know about. Doctors and health facilities 

from multiple counties in those states have reported 

their findings to the CDC. What Maximus and his 

administration choose to do about it is a whole 

different story. Knowing him, he’ll quash all the 

reports and keep the information from the public.” 

“What exactly are the doctors reporting to the CDC 

symptom-wise?” Fay asked. 

“They’re inundated with patients seeking medical 

attention for what they thought was a strain of flu. 

During examinations, the attending physicians found 

that several of the patients had multiple boil-like 

lesions on various parts of their bodies. When they 

ruptured, they released a yellowish mixture of blood 

and pus. According to several of the doctors’ reports 

that I read, the stench of the drainage was so 

overwhelming that they had to don hazmat suits to 

complete their physical examinations. Several of 

them compared the odor to rotting human flesh, 

saying that the skin beneath the lesions had decayed. 

There are no such reports coming out of China with 

these kinds of symptoms, Fay. Only here in the U.S. 
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In my opinion, there’s only one way this could’ve 

happened, and it wasn’t by accident.” 

Fay was speechless and frightened more than she 

cared to admit. If what Sue was telling her was true, 

and this particular variant of the CORVIR virus was 

only being reported inside the states, then Sue may 

be on to something more sinister than the world had 

ever faced. Maximus could very well be behind the 

mutation, but he sure as hell hadn’t done it himself. 

As usual, he would’ve used a patsy. Finding out who 

that patsy was would be more difficult than finding 

an invisible needle in a gigantic pile of horse shit. 

The symptoms Sue had described to her weren’t 

associated with any type of flu virus that she was 

familiar with, but they were connected to another 

deadly virus that she was acquainted with because 

she’d covered an outbreak of it in the U.S. several 

years before. 

Ebola. 

She wasn’t a doctor or a scientist, but to her 

knowledge, one had nothing to do with the other. 

They were two completely different viruses. 

Unless. Was it possible that somehow, some way, the 

two had been combined into one deadly infection? 
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She made a mental note to conduct some research to 

see if combining the two was possible. And if so, 

what the end results would be. 

“Our group has always felt something was off about 

that man,” Sue said. “Something nefarious and 

wicked. Once you read all the documents, you’ll see 

for yourself what I’m talking about.” 

“What about the other memos?” Fay asked. “The 

ones that were sent to you anonymously?” 

“First of all, they’re not from anyone associated with 

P.A.M. My guess is that they’re from staff who 

works extremely close to the president, perhaps a 

secretary to a top official who knows about me and 

the others and who has witnessed criminal behavior 

from the Office of the President, had the documents 

to back up what they were saying, and wanted to 

expose it to the public without getting involved 

personally.” 

“Are the others in your group aware that you’re 

giving me this compilation of information?” 

“Yes.” 

“And they’re okay with that?” 

“It’s what we all want, Fay. We’ve been watching 

and documenting suspicious activities and goings-on 
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by this president and his entire administration for 

months, hoping to find enough evidence that we 

could turn over to the Department of Justice that 

would prompt the Attorney General to open an 

investigation. Lucius Maximus is a deplorable man, 

but we never expected to uncover what we did or 

having to go public with our findings so soon. What 

we’ve learned is not the kind of information to be sat 

on. It needs to get out to the American people that the 

President of the United States has in the past, and 

continues to, intentionally make erroneous decisions 

that are destructive not only to our democracy, but to 

the country. The most recent example of such a 

decision involves CORVIR-1, and that’s only part of 

it.” 

A cold chill ran down Fay’s spine after hearing Sue’s 

comments. She had a million questions swarming 

through her mind. Instead of asking Sue to explain 

each one individually, she’d let her spill her guts 

about what she knew and perhaps get the answers she 

was looking for that way. 

Albert returned from the mailroom. “You don’t have 

any packages.” 
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“Thanks,” she mouthed. “Sue, before we get started, 

when did you send your package?” 

“Late Friday afternoon.” 

“Which messenger service did you use?” 

“Albertsons.” 

“On Barclay?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“Nothing has been delivered.” 

“Give it until tomorrow since I mailed it so late in the 

day. I’m not sure if weekends are included in the 

delivery time.” 

“You may be right,” Fay answered. “Okay, Sue. I’m 

ready. Let’s get started.” 

“Only my name is to be used in your story. I don’t 

want anyone else’s name mentioned. Even though 

they’re all patriots who love their country and hate 

what is happening, I have no desire to put them in 

harm’s way or in a position of being retaliated 

against.” 

“I understand. Is there any proof in that forthcoming 

package that verifies what you just told me about the 

reported cases of the mutated strain that causes 

boils?” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

335 
 

“Yes. I put them in a separate red file folder and 

placed it on top of the stack. I figured if I did that, 

you’d read it first.” 

“Red definitely would’ve caught my eye,” Fay said. 

“Smart move.” 

“I’ll go in order, starting from the very beginning and 

ending with what I’ve learned just within the past 

few hours. Forgive me if I sound rushed or winded. 

I’m packing while talking.” Sue sighed heavily. 

“Here goes,” she said. “You can turn your recorder 

on now.” 

“Even though you’ve sent the documents to verify 

your story, I’d still like you to repeat everything 

you’ve told me so far. I’d like to have it on a digital 

recording.” 

Fay pressed the record button and placed her phone 

back up to her ear, listening with disbelief as Sue 

began relaying to her the most eerie, unbelievable, 

and shockingly horrifying story she’d ever been told. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 

 

Rafael’s Point, California 

The destruction along the few short blocks home was 

heartbreaking and devastating. 

Residents of the area stood around on sidewalks and 

in the street, covered from head to toe in white 

concrete dust from building collapses, crying as they 

stared at the rubble.  

Apartment complexes were in tatters, either 

destroyed completely or heavily damaged. Cars were 

obliterated from toppling structures, squashing them 

beneath their weight like bugs. Roads were fractured 

and split open, sharp chunks of asphalt protruding 

from deep, black craters. 

The entire block looked like a bomb had detonated 

and taken out the entire neighborhood. Undoubtedly, 

it was the worst destruction she’d ever seen. 

Many of the people she saw along the way were 

injured, but she didn’t know how badly, or whether 

anyone had been killed because of the earthquake. 

With all the debris blocking all entrances, it would 
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be impossible for first responders to reach the area, 

unless they parked away from the scene and walked. 

As she glanced around at all the destruction, she 

wondered if the event had been reported on the news 

back home. And if so, had her mom seen it? 

She really needed to talk to her and hear her 

reassuring voice telling her how much she loved her 

and that everything was going to be okay, but her 

phone was damaged from taking an unexpected dip 

into the Pacific. Surely someone in the crowd had a 

phone they’d let her use long enough to let her mom 

know she was alright. She just needed to find 

someone who would help her. 

Her apartment building was still standing but had 

suffered extensive damage. Lengthy cracks covered 

the white stucco exterior, extending from the corner 

of the roof to the foundation. Once erect, it was now 

lopsided and looked like it was ready to fall over. 

“Hey!” she heard a man’s voice shout as she 

approached the front entrance. Tania turned around 

to see an elderly man she didn’t know by name but 

had seen on multiple occasions walking the apricot-

colored toy poodle he now had cradled in his arms. 

“You can’t go in there. It’s not safe.” 
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“I’ll only be a minute. I left something in my 

apartment that I must get.” 

“Is it worth risking your life for?” She hadn’t noticed 

his injury until he approached her. Up close, she 

could see a stream of blood running from a cut on the 

left side of his forehead. 

“To me, it is.” 

“Don’t do it,” the man warned. “You need to wait 

until the emergency crew gets here and checks it out. 

They’ll either clear or condemn it. The latter one 

being my guess.” 

“Do you have a cell phone I can use?” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“That’s too bad. I really need to call my mom.” 

“You don’t have one?” 

“Yes, but it’s waterlogged.” 

“You got a phone in your apartment?” the old man 

asked. 

“No.” 

“Then why are you going in there?” 

“I told you, there’s something in there that I have to 

get. Can you please try to find someone with a cell 

phone while I’m gone?” 
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“Little lady, you ought not do that. If you go in that 

building, you’re taking a mighty dangerous risk.” 

“Then I’ll be careful,” she said before stepping 

through the doorway. 

Using the elevator wasn’t an option. She’d have to 

take the stairs to the third floor. She didn’t see any 

physical damage to the steps or the metal handrail 

other than a heavy coating of dust that’d fallen from 

the ceiling. The stairway looked steady enough to 

hold her without toppling down. 

Cautiously, she made her way to the first-floor 

landing, then to the second, and finally, the third, 

where most of the internal structural damage was. 

The floor was wobbly and slanted downward in the 

center. Several of the apartment doors had been 

dislodged from their hinges and hung askew in their 

doorways. 

Tiptoeing down the hall towards her apartment, she 

halted when she heard a creaking sound, like a door 

with rusty joints that needed to be oiled. Satisfied that 

she wasn’t in immediate danger, she continued 

cautiously down the hall. 

She knew the old man outside thought she was crazy 

for coming into an unsafe and unsteady building, but 
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she didn’t expect him to understand since he’d been 

guardedly holding onto his prized possession. If the 

tables were turned and the dog needed rescuing, he’d 

probably take the same chances that she was. 

Her most cherished possession was in her room, and 

she refused to let it get destroyed. 

It wouldn’t mean anything to someone else, but it 

meant the world to her because the emerald and ruby 

brooch had been her grandmother’s favorite piece of 

jewelry and had given it to her only days before she’d 

died. It was the only thing of her grandmother’s that 

she had left, and she wasn’t about to let a damn 

earthquake take it away from her. 

Tania gasped when she stepped inside her apartment. 

The entire ceiling had collapsed into the living room, 

spilling sheets of pink insulation and clumps of 

ceiling tile into the room and onto her furniture. The 

television lay face down on the floor, the screen 

shattered to pieces. 

Tania stepped around the wreckage and 

painstakingly headed toward her bedroom. The 

jewelry box that held the brooch was on top of her 

dresser just inside the doorway. It’d only take her 

seconds to retrieve it, then she could get the hell out 
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of there and find someone with a phone so she could 

call home. 

She didn’t know if she was disoriented or seeing a 

mirage, but the hallway appeared to be breathing, 

swaying back and forth, and up and down, while the 

sharp screeching of wood kept perfect timing with 

the movements of the floor. 

Tania dropped the brooch into her purse, ready to 

make a run for it when the ground suddenly quivered 

and shook, knocking her off balance and slamming 

her against the unstable wall. 

From outside, she heard a man shout, “TAKE 

COVER! AFTERSHOCK!” 

Inside the crumbling apartment building, the 

remainder of the already weakened roof caved in, its 

weight causing the perilously damaged floor of the 

third level complex to collapse, sending Tania and 

hundreds of pounds of debris crashing to the floor 

below, pinning her beneath the remnants of what had 

only hours before been her home.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 

 

Washington, DC 

“I’m sure you already know that within months of 

taking office, Maximus disassembled the Pandemic 

Response Team and dispersed everyone who was a 

part of it to various other departments, or fired 

them?” Sue asked. 

“Yes, but no one’s ever been able to tell me why,” 

Fay replied. 

“According to the Maximus administration, it was 

because of budget cuts, and providing funding for the 

team was a tremendous waste of money that he said 

would be put to better use by allotting the money 

elsewhere. No funding, no team, which is why one 

was never reassembled. That excuse is a blatant lie, 

and it wasn’t the real reason he nixed the team. I’m 

willing to bet that you weren’t aware of what I’m 

going to tell you.” 

“Try me.” 

“The outgoing administration provided Maximus 

and his team with a pandemic playbook that 

contained names of those to be contacted in the event 
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of a national emergency, what their roles were, and 

how to approach and handle an event like a global 

pandemic. Guess what happened to it?” 

“It was never read?” 

“You could say that. He had me shred it without ever 

opening the notebook. But there’s more.” 

“I’m listening.” 

“The outgoing administration also offered to conduct 

a mock pandemic drill with the Maximus team, but 

they declined because they had no interest in it and 

laughed at the possibility of an out-of-control viral 

outbreak happening on American soil.” 

“Conducting a mock drill is standard procedure for a 

newly appointed, incoming administration.” 

“You and I both know it’s procedure,” Sue said. “So 

does his administrative team. Apparently, Maximus 

sets his own standards and protocol, and no one 

questions it.” 

“I can’t say I’m surprised about that, considering the 

man’s extreme arrogance.” 

“Just wait. It gets better.” 

Fay couldn’t venture a guess where Sue was going 

with the information she was providing, but if she 
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was taking the time to tell her, then it must be of some 

importance to whatever point she was trying to make. 

“The United States had scientists stationed in 

China,” she began. “Epidemiologists, virologists, 

and immunologists. Their sole job there was to do 

nothing but track and report on the development of 

any new coronaviruses found in the region. They 

were placed there after the SARS outbreak to prevent 

something like that from ever happening again.” 

“Seems to me that someone was caught sleeping on 

the job,” Fay said. Thanks to Paisley, she already 

knew about the scientists being withdrawn from 

China, but she hadn’t known about their work with 

coronaviruses. 

“Not quite. It’s a little hard to track a virus when 

there’s no one there to do the job.” 

“I know about the two virologists being recalled,” 

Fay said, tapping her pen on her note pad.  

“Two?” Sue huffed. “Try six.” 

“Six? And they were all responsible for tracking 

viruses?” 

“Yes, and they were all recalled without warning. 

They also weren’t given a reason why they were 

being withdrawn. That was over a year ago.” 
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“A year?” Fay said louder than she’d intended. “I 

thought this occurred only recently.” 

“Nope.” 

“What you’re telling me then is that we have no one 

keeping track of virus developments who could tell 

us if the U.S. was vulnerable to an outbreak? One 

would think such actions would violate national 

security.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you, and it’s most 

definitely a violation. Do you honestly think for one 

second Maximus gives a damn about any of that?” 

“Why in the hell would the President of the United 

States make such a careless and dangerous 

decision?” 

“No one seems to know,” Sue replied. “Either that, 

or no one is willing to say.” 

“After hearing all this, I’m inclined to change my 

mind about something you said earlier,” Fay said, 

leaning forward in her chair.  

“Which part?” 

“The one about the possibility of this viral outbreak 

being intentional. With no one left to monitor it, 

anything could’ve happened. Hell, for all we know, 

Maximus or one of his team members could’ve very 
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well gotten their hands on a sample of the original 

virus and mutated it intentionally. Not him, of 

course, but perhaps a scientist he might’ve had his 

claws dug into who was willing to bend to his 

demands for a price.” 

“Are you thinking we might be looking at biological 

warfare?” 

“I think it could be a possibility.” 

“Why would he create a biological weapon to use 

against his own country?” Sue asked. 

“Hypothetically speaking, let’s say he already had a 

plan in motion to release a toxic virus on the 

American people and blame it on one of our 

adversaries,” Fay explained. “When the China virus 

broke out, they unwillingly became the scapegoat, 

one that Maximus could blame for the deaths of 

Americans from the virus. Maximus saw the 

outbreak in China as an opportunity to take 

advantage of the situation. That way, when 

Americans started dying, he could pin the blame on 

them. It’d be the perfect cover to justify launching a 

retaliatory attack on China. The U.S. has been itching 

to do that for years.” 
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“Why start a war with China?” Sue asked. “They’re 

a nuclear country.” 

“So are we,” Fay replied. “Think about this. Russia 

is a close ally of China. Neither are members of 

NATO. Russia, too, has nuclear weapons. Maybe 

that’s been his plan all along.” 

“Nuclear war?” Sue cried. “If nuclear-powered 

weapons are ever launched from us or either of them, 

it’d be the end of humanity.” 

“What better way to wipe out entire countries?” 

“Including ours,” Sue stated. “It’d be Armageddon.” 

“It’s just a thought,” Fay said. “Let’s hope I’m 

wrong.” 

“Damn,” Sue huffed. “Nuclear war never crossed my 

mind. With that man, nothing is out of the realm of 

possibilities. If the virus doesn’t kill you, the nukes 

will. Either way, you’re dead, I’m dead. We’re all 

dead.” 

“Not a very pleasant thought, is it?” Fay asked. 

“No, it isn’t,” Sue said. “As if this virus wasn’t 

enough to rattle my nerves, now I’ll be watching the 

skies and wondering when the missiles will start 

falling.” Sue sighed heavily before continuing. 

“Regardless of whether the release of the virus was a 
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lab accident or released intentionally, the end result 

is the same. Certain death. It might take hours or days 

for the infected to succumb to the virus, but they will 

eventually die from it. That’s a fact, and the 

documents prove it.” 

Fay stopped writing and laid her pen on top of the 

pad. “How much do you know about the virus, Sue? 

The original and the mutated version.” 

“What I know so far is this,” Sue said, clearing her 

throat. “The initial virus is very much like SARS 

because it attacks the respiratory system and 

develops into bacterial pneumonia literally within 

hours. There are a range of other symptoms 

associated with it, from a mild headache to flu-like 

body aches, high fevers, then death. I can’t give you 

a definitive explanation for the genetic markers of 

this virus because I’m not a scientist. And the 

scientists who could’ve provided the answers have 

been silenced or mysteriously disappeared. I can tell 

you with certainty that it affects different people in 

numerous ways and it's lethal to the elderly, those 

with serious underlying medical conditions, and…” 

Sue paused. 

“And what, Sue?” Fay prompted. 
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“Children,” Sue muttered. “Regardless of their age.” 

“Son of a bitch,” Fay muttered. In a serious tone, she 

said, “If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear you were 

describing a virus that was manipulated for the 

purpose of population control.” 

“I thought the same thing at first,” Sue said. “Now, 

I’m not so sure.” 

Fay’s thoughts immediately turned to Clay and the 

boys and the possibility of them becoming infected 

with a virus that no one seemed to know anything 

about. The thought of losing any of them made her 

nauseous. 

“What changed your mind?” 

“The fact that the virus kills everyone it touches,” she 

said. “Population control would apply only if it 

effected the elderly and critically ill, but no one else. 

You know, out with the old to make room for the 

new,” she said sarcastically. “This virus has no 

preferences. Old, young, middle-aged, sick, healthy, 

children, teenagers. No one is safe.” 

“Shit,” Fay gasped. 

“Tell me about it,” Sue said. “And I haven’t even 

gotten to the bad parts yet.” 

“You mean it gets worse than that?” 
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“Much worse. Are you ready for me to continue?” 

“Please,” Fay answered, curious yet fearful of 

hearing anything further, anxious about what Sue 

might say next that could be any graver than what 

she’d already told her. 

“There is a deadly virus running rampant in China,” 

Sue said. “That much we know. And it did spread 

throughout Europe and the Middle East. However, 

after reading all the reports that I did, and comparing 

the analytical data that was provided, I’m now of the 

belief that the virus there and the one here are two 

entirely different strains altogether. Hence my belief 

of Maximus’ involvement with the mutated strain as 

I stated at the beginning of this recorded interview. 

The fatality numbers by country are listed in the 

documents I sent you. Deaths are in the hundreds of 

thousands, Fay. Funeral homes have been so 

overwhelmed that they’ve had to turn families away. 

Bodies are piling up not just in mortuaries, but in 

makeshift morgues, freezer trucks, and on the streets. 

Mass graves are being dug to bury the dead and get 

them off the streets to prevent their bodies from 

rupturing in the heat and spreading infectious 

bacteria into the atmosphere.” 
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“My God,” Fay breathed. “Those poor people. What 

a horrible and devastating situation to be faced with.” 

“Foreign countries aren’t the only ones having this 

problem, Fay.” 

“Another one of my sources told me there’ve been a 

few cases reported here,” Fay told her. “The original 

strain,” she added. “Not the one you told me about.” 

“A few?” Sue laughed. “What do you consider being 

a few, Fay?” 

“Less than a hundred?” 

“More like a hundred thousand,” Sue emphasized. 

“And that amount was over a week ago. I’m sure the 

number has tripled by now if not higher, considering 

how fast the virus spreads. Cases and deaths could be 

in the millions for all I know. Like I told you earlier, 

there are probably a lot more states reporting 

incidents than the ones I told you about. I wouldn’t 

be surprised to learn that there’s some strain of the 

virus in every single state.” 

“How in the hell could something like this happen 

here without the public having any knowledge of it?” 

“Lucius Maximus and his cohorts, that’s how.” 

“Other than recalling the doctors and refusing to 

dispense necessary information, what’s his 
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connection to all this? What does he benefit from not 

alerting the public?” 

“Like you said, Fay. By keeping it quiet, he keeps the 

people in the dark. Their lack of knowledge is what 

benefits him. The less they know, the more he can 

gaslight them into believing anything he says. 

Having an entire nation angry at China for killing 

innocent Americans would draw the support from the 

Americans he needs to justify igniting a nuclear war, 

as you suggested.” 

“That is certainly possible,” Fay agreed. 

“What really pisses me off is the fact that he knew, 

Fay,” Sue stated. “He was aware of everything that 

was happening and did nothing.” 

“Knew what?” 

“Lucius Maximus has known for months that a lethal 

virus was inside the United States. He refused to take 

any kind of action that would’ve prevented it from 

spreading and forbade anyone else from taking 

precautionary measures. That’s why I told you that I 

thoroughly believe he’s neck deep in the mutation 

we’re now facing.” 

“He what?” Fay shouted, capturing the attention of 

other reporters who were busy at their desks. Fay 
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waved them off with a fake smile and mouthed 

“sorry,” before returning her attention to Sue. 

“Explain to me how he was aware of this and why he 

ignored it. It was my understanding that he only 

recently came to learn that the virus had breached 

American borders. Are you telling me that cover 

story is bogus bullshit?” 

“Yes. Why he took no action remains a mystery,” 

Sue offered. “He’s declined every suggestion from 

every health agency that’s made recommendations. 

The CDC, WHO, and the Arlington Research 

Institute. His Chief of Staff notified the head of the 

CDC on his orders and told him that in no uncertain 

terms was he or anyone else on his staff to release 

any data related to CORVIR-1. He did the same thing 

with WHO and the Institute, going as far as 

threatening to withhold their federal funding or firing 

them from their positions and destroying their 

careers.” 

Fay was familiar with all the acronyms. Centers for 

Disease Control and the World Health Organization, 

both of them staffed with highly trained medical 

experts who had several years’ experience in 

studying and treating viruses and how to prevent 
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them from spreading. The mere thought that the most 

powerful man on earth would decline help from any 

of them was appalling, unacceptable, and 

questionable. 

“Copies of all correspondence between the agencies 

is included in the package I sent you. You can see for 

yourself how many times recommendations were 

made and the equal number of times they were 

declined.” 

“If I’m hearing you correctly, what you’re saying is 

that Maximus and other members of his team 

interfered with these medical agencies to gain control 

of the data and prevent the truth from being 

revealed.” 

“That’s correct.” 

“I can’t believe his staff went along with it.” 

“Not all of them did,” Sue said. “But with Maximus 

and his thugs issuing orders stating that all 

documentation from any of the agencies must first go 

through, and be approved by him, even if they’d tried 

to issue warnings, Maximus would’ve intervened 

and prevented it from getting out. It also didn’t help 

that he threatened the heads of each agency with 

legal action if they dared to go against his orders.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

355 
 

“For the sake of enlightenment, Sue, tell me what 

some of those recommendations were.” 

“The wearing of facial covers, lockdown of 

businesses and schools for a certain period, to name 

a few.” 

“Facial covers?” Fay asked. 

“Face masks, you know, like surgeons and medical 

staff wear. The purpose of recommending their use 

was to prevent those who might be infected from 

spreading it to those who weren’t. The virus is 

transmitted through bodily fluids.” 

“In other words, by someone coughing or sneezing 

without covering their mouths?” 

“Right.” 

“If the public isn’t even aware that there’s a virus 

circulating, how in the hell could they possibly know 

to take precautions?” 

“That’s why I’m passing this information along to 

you, Fay. Share it with the public and warn 

everybody. Pass along these medically 

recommended safety measures, however flimsy they 

may seem. If we can’t stop the spread, the human 

population could be looking at total annihilation. 
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People will die without knowing what the hell killed 

them.” 

“This is unbelievable,” Fay stated. 

“Nothing surprises me if it involves that monster in 

the White House that calls himself a president. 

“His lack of action in guarding the American people 

against the invasion of a deadly virus is nothing short 

of willful and negligent homicide,” Fay said. “Or 

crimes against humanity.” 

“I couldn’t agree with you more, but the chances of 

him ever being held accountable for his actions are 

slim to none. The man’s as slippery as an eel and can 

always wiggle out of any predicament he finds 

himself in. I honestly don’t expect any repercussions 

as far as he’s concerned. You have to remember that 

he has acolytes posted in top positions in every 

department in every institution who he depends on to 

look out for him. And they do.” 

How could something like this happen in the freest 

and most democratic country in the world? How 

could a president betray not only his country, but the 

citizens that he took an oath for and swore to protect? 

Why weren’t those around him doing anything to 
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stop him? By doing nothing, they were all complicit 

and just as guilty for every single death as he was.  

Fay stared at the small wooden plaque she kept on 

her desk. It was a gift given to her by Clay as 

encouragement to guide her whenever she 

questioned herself about whether she was doing the 

right thing each time she published an article that 

exposed corruption in DC. 

Silence is betrayal. 

As far as this news was concerned, silence wasn’t 

even an option. 

“There’s no cure for this virus, Fay, and there won’t 

be. Not as long as Maximus remains in power. Take 

my advice and do whatever you have to do to protect 

yourself and your family. Adhere to the safety 

guidelines recommended by the experts and ignore 

everything Maximus and his staff say. Hopefully, 

once all this is made public, everyone who reads 

about it will take precautions, if it isn’t already too 

late.” 

“I’ll make sure this is front page news,” Fay assured 

her. “With any luck, I’ll have it ready for print by 

tomorrow morning. If I receive your package, that is. 
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I’d like to have verification of those documents 

before this article goes to print.” 

“My taped testimony isn’t enough?” Sue asked. 

“Even if you use my name as your source?” 

“It’s definitely a plus, but without those documents, 

Maximus will deny every word and very few will 

believe the story.” 

“He’s going to deny everything anyway, with or 

without the documents.” 

“I’ll run the idea by my editor and see what he thinks. 

If he tells me to wait, I’m still going to get a head 

start by having the article written based on what 

you’ve told me and have it ready to go the minute I 

receive those papers.” 

“Let’s hope you get them soon,” Sue said. “The 

quicker this goes public, the better off everyone will 

be.” 

“I couldn’t agree more.” 

“You know who a lot of people think he is?” Sue 

asked. 

“Other than an asshole?” 

Sue laughed. “Besides that, many people I’ve talked 

to swear he’s the Antichrist.” 
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“I don’t think I’d go that far,” Fay replied. “He may 

be a lot of things, but that’s one thing I don’t believe 

him to be.” 

“I was just telling you what others think,” Sue said. 

“I don’t have an opinion about it one way or the other 

myself. I’m an atheist.” 

“And a very brave one, I might add. You did an 

honorable thing here, Sue. I’ll make sure your voice 

gets heard.” 

“Thanks, Fay,” Sue said. “I guess I should get going. 

Remember that I told you I’d be packing while I 

talked, and I just finished. I’m getting ready to walk 

out the door.” 

“Are you leaving DC?” 

“Yes. I’m going to Vermont to stay with my mother. 

If I contract this virus, I might as well be with 

someone I love when I die. Besides, I’ll be able to 

look after my mom and do my best to keep her 

healthy.” 

“You have my cell number. Please keep in touch with 

me and let me know how things are going for you.” 

“I will. And Fay, please be careful out there. Not just 

as far as the virus is concerned, but once this goes 
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public and Maximus denies it all, he’ll still exact his 

revenge on you for printing it.” 

“I’m not afraid of Maximus or anyone else inside his 

circle.” 

“You should be,” Sue said. “One more very 

important thing, Fay. Whatever you do, don’t drink 

the water,” she said before hanging up. 

What’d she mean by that? Fay wondered. 

Within seconds of disconnecting with Sue, her 

intercom rang. 

“Fay, you have a call on line two.” 

“Do you know who it is?” 

“She wouldn’t give me her name, but she said to tell 

you it’s Foxfire.” 

Foxfire? Fay thought, recognizing the code name. 

Why the hell was the First Lady of the United States 

calling her? 

“Fay Bennett,” she said, picking up the receiver. 

“Can we meet somewhere private?” 

“Regarding?” 

“Not over the phone,” she mumbled. “Meet me at 

Benedetti’s in thirty minutes. I’ll be in the last booth 

on the left at the back of the restaurant. Come alone,” 

she said, hanging up before Fay could respond. 
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She didn’t believe in coincidences, but she also 

didn’t believe that Sue had anything at all to do with 

her receiving a call from the FLOTUS requesting a 

clandestine meeting with her. She couldn’t possibly 

have known about her call with Sue or what they’d 

discussed. 

Then again, she was married to the president, so 

anything was possible. 

The FLOTUS simply didn’t make spontaneous calls 

asking to meet with a reporter. The fact that she had 

was highly suspicious and unusual. Speaking to the 

press was the responsibility of the press secretary, so 

if the call really was the FLOTUS and not an 

imposter, then that meant she had something to say 

directly and not through a surrogate. Whatever she 

felt she needed to say had to be extremely important 

for her to take the risk of speaking privately to a 

journalist. 

“Let’s go find out,” she said, taking her purse from 

the desk drawer and heading out the door. 

 

* * * * * 
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Benedetti’s was located in the Blackiston Heights 

neighborhood of Anacostia. It wasn’t the worst 

neighborhood in the suburbs of DC, but certainly not 

one that’d be frequented by the First Lady of the 

United States. 

During the twenty-minute drive there, Fay wondered 

if she were being set up or ambushed, and instead of 

going to meet Odessa Maximus, she was being 

summoned by the president’s henchmen in order to 

issue her a warning to keep her mouth shut and had 

used the missus as a decoy. 

She didn’t see how that could be possible. There was 

no way anyone could’ve known about her 

conversation with Sue. Unless the phones were 

tapped and they were listening in. She’d heard no 

tell-tell signs like a clicking or buzzing in the line that 

would’ve suggested that the phone lines of the 

Chronicle were being surveilled. 

A “Parking in the Rear” sign was erected next to the 

gravel driveway beside the restaurant, an old and 

worn brick building with a handmade sign in the 

window professing to serve the best home cooking in 

all of Washington, DC. “And with the worst 
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entrance,” Fay muttered as she dodged potholes and 

large rocks to find a decent parking space. 

Behind the restaurant, two young Latino men 

wearing white tank tops and green beanies were 

laughing, talking, and shaking hands, stopping 

momentarily to watch her as she exited her car. 

Concerned that she may have interrupted a drug deal, 

not wanting to be the target of their disapproval, she 

quickly made her way to the side entrance, 

pretending she hadn’t seen them and hoping they 

didn’t approach her with intentions of malfeasance. 

In the last booth on the left side of the diner, a woman 

sat facing the wall holding a compact mirror. Fay 

wasn’t sure if it was Odessa. The lady in the booth 

had shoulder-length black hair. Odessa’s was short 

and red. 

The woman motioned for Fay to join her, then closed 

the compact and put it away. 

“Order something,” she said as Fay sat down. “So 

our meeting won’t look so conspicuous.” 

Should she tell Odessa that donning a wig, huge 

sunglasses, and an overcoat was much more 

suspicious looking than two women enjoying a lunch 
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together, and would certainly draw a hell of a lot 

more attention? 

“How did you know I was here?” 

“I was watching the door through my mirror.” 

The smell inside the restaurant reminded Fay of her 

grandma’s house at Christmastime when she’d toiled 

in the kitchen all night and day cooking. A 

combination of baked and fried foods added a certain 

ambience to the otherwise dull and drab diner, giving 

it an inviting atmosphere. 

“Are you here alone?” Fay asked as she glanced 

around the restaurant, seeing no one that looked like 

security staff. 

“Yes.” 

“How did you ditch Secret Service?” 

“Told them to fuck off,” she said, her blunt language 

taking Fay by surprise. “That I needed some time 

alone and didn’t want them up my ass all day.” 

“I’m surprised they agreed to do it.” 

“They didn’t,” she said. “Which is why I put on my 

disguise, joined a group of tourists, and walked right 

out the front door when they did. Took a cab to get 

here.” 
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“You know they’re probably looking for you right 

now.” 

“They are. I have several missed calls on my phone.” 

Odessa removed her sunglasses, revealing a swollen 

and bruised left eye. Casually, she folded the glasses, 

put them in their case, and placed it inside her purse. 

“Ouch,” Fay said, wincing. “I’d hate to see the other 

guy.” 

“This?” Odessa said, gently placing a finger to the 

corner of her eye. “It’s not what you think. Clumsy 

me ran into a door.” 

Bullshit, Fay thought. I know a fist to the face when I 

see one. 

“Why am I here, Ms. Maximus?” 

“Please don’t call me that,” Odessa retorted. 

“I beg your pardon. Madame First Lady?” 

“Odessa works just fine.” 

Fay held up a hand to silence her when she saw the 

waitress approaching their table. “Have you already 

ordered?” she asked Odessa. 

“No, I was waiting on you.” 

After the waitress took their orders, Fay waited until 

she was out of earshot before speaking. “It’s clear. 

You can go on now.” 
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“I’ve read a lot of your articles,” Odessa said, making 

eye contact with Fay. “I feel I can trust you.” 

“Trust me with what?” 

“The truth,” Odessa stated. 

“About?” 

“Everything.” 

Fay was considering letting her know she was 

already aware of the situation with the inaction on the 

virus to save herself some time when Odessa made a 

statement that took her totally by surprise. 

“I’m not really Odessa Maximus,” she stated, getting 

right to the point. “We’re not married. Lucius 

Maximus is not my husband.” 

Fay shook her head in disbelief. “Excuse me?” 

“A lot of things have been bothering me for months 

now, and I have to tell somebody what’s going on. I 

believe you’ll do just that, Ms. Bennett.” 

“Can we slow down?” Fay asked, still trying to digest 

her initial statement. “If the two of you aren’t 

married, why are you posing as Ms. Maximus?” 

“I was paid to. Of course, I had to audition first.” 

“Audition?” Fay asked. 

“Yes. When I answered the ad for the auditioning 

call, I was a secretary working at a law firm. Single, 
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no family, no one I was responsible for. I was raised 

in an orphanage until I was eighteen and went out on 

my own.” 

“In other words, you were vulnerable.” 

Odessa shrugged. “I suppose you could say that.” 

“What did you have to do to audition for this part?” 

“First, you need to understand that me and every 

other woman who answered the call thought we were 

auditioning for a part in a play because that’s what 

we were led to believe. To answer your question, the 

normal things one would expect when auditioning. 

Modeling, walking, talking. Those kinds of things. 

Once I was chosen, I had to take a course in proper 

etiquette. How to properly set a dining table, the right 

fork for eating salad, when to talk and when to shut 

up.” 

“During all this time, you didn’t know why you were 

being asked to do these things?” 

“No. The truth didn’t come until much later. By then 

it was too late to change my mind because they’d 

already invested too much time and money in me. 

Honestly, Ms. Bennett, I never expected to get a 

response in the first place what with all the other 

women I was up against. You can imagine my 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

368 
 

surprise when I was called back in to go over the 

agreement.” 

“What kind of agreement?” 

“A non-disclosure form, with a specific stipulation 

informing me of a criminal lawsuit that would ensue 

against me should I ever renege on the agreement or 

divulge any of the specifications asked of me. The 

amount stated in the agreement that I would have to 

pay is more than I could ever earn if I had a hundred 

lifetimes to do it.” 

“Yet, here you are,” Fay said, dipping a French fry 

into a saucer of ketchup and popping it in her mouth. 

“Do you have a copy of the agreement?” 

“No. One wasn’t provided to me.” 

“So if any of this was ever made public, it’d be your 

word against theirs. And I’m sure I don’t have to tell 

you who the public would believe,” Fay told her. 

“I’m well aware of the stronghold Lucius has over 

those who adore him. My God,” she muttered with a 

shake of her head. “If they only knew.” 

“Tell me something, Odessa. You said you had a job 

when you applied for this position, right?” 

“Yes.” 
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“And there were people who knew you personally, 

perhaps friends and co-workers. These same people 

that, if they saw you falsely posing as the First Lady, 

would report it to newspapers and other authorities. 

How do you explain that?” 

“Believe me when I tell you they took care of it all,” 

she said with a wave of her hand. “I was made to 

resign my job and tell my supervisor that I was 

relocating. I was then required to undergo 

reconstructive surgery to lift my eyes, narrow my 

nose, puff up my cheeks, and fatten my lips. I’m a 

natural brunette.” Odessa reached into her purse, 

removing a photograph and passing it to Fay. “That’s 

what I used to look like.” 

“Wow,” Fay said as she examined the picture. “No 

wonder you haven’t been recognized.” 

“That was the point. Some days when I look in the 

mirror, I can’t believe it’s really me I’m seeing. I 

don’t care for the new me, but hey, it’s my fault 

because it’s what I agreed to. You know I’m not 

allowed to partake in any activities that a real first 

lady would, and when I’ve attended functions 

clinging to Lucius’ arm, it was only for the sake of 
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his image. If I left his side to go to the bathroom, I 

was followed to make sure I didn’t try to abscond.” 

“You completely changed everything about yourself 

for money? Your life, your looks, your personality?” 

Odessa nodded. “I didn’t give much thought to it 

because it wasn’t like I was committing a crime. No 

one’s been harmed by my actions.” 

“Maybe not a crime, but definitely immoral. You’ve 

lied to an entire nation for over two years.” 

“And I’m ready and willing to give it all up, even risk 

my own life, to come clean and tell you and everyone 

who will listen, the truth,” Odessa said. “Afterwards, 

they can make their own decisions, but at least my 

conscience will be clear.” 

“Alright,” Fay said with a nod. “I must first ask you 

if what you’re about to tell me is on the record?” 

“On the record?” Odessa asked. “What does that 

mean?” 

“Recorded to be made public,” Fay explained. “And 

appearing in print in my newspaper.” 

“Absolutely,” Odessa said. “That’s exactly what I 

want you to do. With one exception.” 

“Which is?” 
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“That you give me at least twenty-four hours before 

you print it. Give me enough time to get out of the 

city and away from here. A head start, if you will, to 

give me leeway before he sends his mob after me.” 

Odessa was frightened, which explained the gaudy 

disguise, sneaking out of the White House, and being 

seen in a public place with a reporter, of all people. 

Not that it really mattered, because no one there 

seemed to recognize her or showed any interest in 

either of them. If they realized who she was, they 

certainly hadn’t made a spectacle by drawing 

attention to her presence. 

“I can do that,” Fay agreed, holding up her phone. 

“Do you mind? You can’t expect me to remember 

everything you say by heart.” 

“Not at all.” 

“I’d also like to hang onto the photo to run with the 

article.” 

“Keep it. I have plenty of others.” 

Fay held the phone’s microphone close to her mouth 

and softly spoke. “This is Fay Bennett with the 

Washington Chronicle. Today’s date is July the 

twentieth, two-thousand-twenty-seven. This is a 

recorded interview between me and the First Lady of 
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the United States, Odessa Maximus.” Fay placed the 

phone on the table in front of Odessa, signaling for 

her to talk. 

“My actual name is Odessa Marlene Turner, but you 

know me as Odessa Maximus. This interview was 

arranged by me because I have a story to tell that 

everyone needs to hear. You should first know that 

I’m not really the First Lady because I’m not married 

to Lucius. It’s all been one great big charade to fool 

everyone. Lucius and Greg Coates concocted the 

entire scheme. While I am certainly guilty of fraud, I 

am also a victim.” 

Fay watched and listened to Odessa as she recounted 

what she’d already told her off the record, looking 

for any signs in body language or linguistics that 

would indicate that she was being dishonest or 

fabricating any part of her story. 

She saw nothing in her mannerisms to dispute what 

she was saying. 

“Are you religious, Ms. Bennett?” 

“If by religious you mean do I go to church, then the 

answer is no. Not anymore,” she quickly added. 

“Do you believe in God?” 

“I do.” 
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“Then that means you also believe in Satan?” 

“Yes,” Fay answered. “You can’t believe in one and 

not the other.” 

“Are you familiar with the Antichrist?” 

Was the interview suddenly turning into a sermon or 

some other type of dinner table preaching service? 

What could any of these topics possibly have to do 

with anything she’d said so far? Was it coincidental 

that this was the second time in one day the 

Antichrist had been mentioned? 

“Somewhat. I know who he is and what he 

represents.” 

“Would you believe me if I told you that Lucius 

Maximus is the Antichrist?” 

Fay chuckled. “Please tell me you’re not serious,” 

she said. “I do believe that he’s a vile and evil human 

being, but I don’t believe he’s the Antichrist. That 

theory is a bit too farfetched for me.” 

“You might change your mind by the time I’m 

through telling my story,” Odessa said. “The persona 

he displays in public is no match for the real man in 

private.” 

“For argument’s sake, tell me why you believe he’s 

who you think he is.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

374 
 

“Actions, words, behavior. I’ve overheard some 

conversations he’s had with members of his 

administration when he didn’t know I was listening 

in. Even if he knew, it wouldn’t matter because he 

knows I have a binding contract with him that forbids 

me to disclose any information about him. You 

should see them behind closed doors,” she said, 

frowning. “They practically bow at his feet to see 

who can be first to serve and please him. He has an 

unexplainable amount of control over them that’s 

more powerful than anything I’ve ever seen before. 

It’s almost like they’re mesmerized or entranced by 

his presence.” 

“Tell me about the conversations,” Fay prodded, 

unenthusiastic about hearing any more about how his 

adorers groveled over him. “What does he talk about 

with his associates?” 

“The one that’s bothered me the most is about this 

virus,” she said, staring at her empty plate. “He was 

adamant about not taking any kind of action to stop 

it from spreading. In fact, his words were, ‘Let them 

all die. The world will be better off without them. 

Their deaths would be no significant loss and of no 

concern.’ Anyone who was courageous enough to 
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suggest otherwise was harshly chastised or 

terminated from their positions.” 

“Surely those who are aware of his actions and are 

no longer there would’ve spoken out by now about 

his blatant cruelty and brought it to light.” 

“No, they wouldn’t. Having the lives of your family 

threatened makes one keep their mouth shut.” 

“He’s threatened his staff with bodily harm?” 

“Yes, and Lucius doesn’t issue empty threats, Ms. 

Bennett. He follows through on them.” 

“You’ve witnessed these actions personally?” 

“No, but I’ve heard him give the orders. Understand 

this, Ms. Bennett. Lucius Maximus would never do 

his own dirty work. He has more than enough 

idolators who’ll gladly do whatever he asks of them, 

including murder.” 

“He’s given execution orders?” 

“Many times.” 

“Against whom?” 

“Journalists, news anchors, anyone who dares to 

stand up to him and call him out on his indecency.” 

“Do you know the names of any of the victims?” 

“Only one. A man by the name of Walt DuBois. I 

don’t know who he is, but I heard Lucius tell Greg 
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Coates to ‘make sure he does what he’s been 

assigned to do, collect the vial, and end him. We 

can’t risk him talking.’ That’s verbatim, by the way.” 

Fay was perplexed by Odessa’s statement. “A vial?” 

she asked curiously. “Any idea what it might’ve 

contained?” 

Odessa shrugged. “I’m sorry. I don’t know the 

answers to those questions. All I can tell you is that 

it had something to do with what Lucius referred to 

as Operation Wormwood.” 

There was something oddly familiar about the term 

wormwood, but Fay couldn’t recall where she’d 

heard the name before or why she recognized it. 

“Any specifics on what the operation entails?” she 

asked.  

“I don’t know, Ms. Bennett. I’m assuming it’s a 

project he and Coates are working on together. 

That’s all I can tell you. I’m sorry.” 

“No worries,” Fay replied. “Where were you exactly 

when you heard him say that?” 

“Standing outside his office with my ear pressed to 

the door. His secretary, Sue, allows me to listen in 

sometimes and never rats on me. I don’t think she 

cares much for him, either.” 
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You have no idea, Fay thought. “Is Sue aware of the 

information you’ve revealed to me?” 

“Not that I’m aware of. If she is, it’s not because I 

told her.” 

“Other than the obvious ones involved, am I the only 

other person who knows you’re not really the First 

Lady?” 

“Yes. At least for now. Once you publish the article, 

anyone who reads about it will know.” 

Everything Odessa had opened up to her about 

basically corroborated what Sue had told her, with 

the exception being that Sue hadn’t been aware of the 

disgusting and inhumane statements he’d made 

about letting people die. If she did, she’d failed to 

mention it. 

“He threatened to take retaliatory action against 

anyone who dared to defy him by alerting the public 

to the danger they might be facing. And those so-

called doctors who stood behind him at his press 

conference the other day were an absolute joke.” 

“They weren’t really doctors?” Fay asked. 

“They’re doctors alright,” Odessa huffed. “One’s a 

dentist and the other one’s a chiropractor. Lying 

comes as naturally to Lucius as the sun rising and 
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setting every day. He’s extremely deceptive but his 

followers see him as a Godly man. I’m telling you 

from experience that there is nothing Godly about 

him, unless you consider having knowledge of and 

being able to recite from the book of Revelations to 

be Godly.” 

“Revelations?” Fay asked. She may no longer attend 

church, but she hadn’t forgotten what she’d learned 

in a place of worship that believed wholeheartedly in 

preaching about the dangers of hellfire and brimstone 

to sinners, reminding parishioners every Sunday that 

without Jesus, they were facing eternal damnation 

and would forever burn in a pit of fire. The entire 

book of Revelations was about the Antichrist, the 

Apocalypse, and the end of the world. “Why that 

book in particular?” 

“Are you kidding?” Odessa asked with surprise. “It’s 

the major book in the Bible that talks about his 

emergence and destruction. The opening of the seven 

seals, you know?” 

Here we go again with the Antichrist theory, Fay 

thought. Was she speaking hypothetically when 

referring to Maximus as the King of Hell, or did she 
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genuinely believe that he truly was who she 

considered him to be? 

“Odessa, being ornery, mean, or hateful, doesn’t 

make one the Antichrist,” Fay said. “I know you have 

potent feelings about it, but that’s not something I 

can print. I’d have to have proof and we both know I 

don’t and never will.” 

“Then I’m telling you all this for nothing?” 

“Not at all,” Fay answered. “I’ll write your story, but 

I’ll leave out the part about the Antichrist.” 

“He thinks he rules the entire world, you know. 

Going as far as making sure that no information is 

released from the CDC and other medical 

institutions, demanding to review any type of 

correspondence whether it’s interdepartmental or 

outgoing. There’s something seriously wicked about 

that man, something vile and evil. If he isn’t the 

Antichrist, then he missed a damn splendid 

opportunity. I sometimes wonder if he’s even human. 

I mean, think about it for a minute. Allow your mind 

to consider some things.” 

“Such as?” 

“He possesses every characteristic that the Bible 

warned us of. Power, deceit, worshipped by many. I 
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could go on, but don’t take my word for it. Do your 

own research. Read the lists of attributes that the 

Antichrist is purported to exhibit and then tell me he 

doesn’t display every single one of them.” Odessa 

paused and took a deep breath before continuing. “I 

know dreadful things were already going on in the 

world before he took office, but they’ve drastically 

increased in intensity since then. It’s almost as if his 

election ignited the apocalypse. Think about that 

hurricane that just wiped out the state of Florida. 

There’s nothing left down there. Everything is 

destroyed and under water. Millions of people are 

dead because of it. Earthquakes happening in unusual 

places that you could’ve never imagined. Swarms of 

insects destroying crops in Africa, the Middle East, 

the Midwest, destroying those people’s only food 

supply and income for farmers. Volcanoes erupting 

all over the world and annihilating entire cities. 

People are rioting in the streets, killing each other in 

the name of justice. Friends and family members 

have turned against each other and severed all ties. 

You tell me, Ms. Bennett, does that sound normal to 

you?” 

Fay stared at Odessa in stunned silence. 
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“You probably think I’m insane, and that’s okay,” 

she told her. “Even I sometimes think I sound crazy, 

but it doesn’t change how I feel.” 

“Actually, Odessa, I don’t think you’re crazy at all,” 

Fay replied. “Honestly, I never really thought much 

about it, but I think you might be on to something 

afterall.” What she refused to tell her was that she 

agreed with her Antichrist theory, because she didn’t. 

But what if she was right about something else? 

What if Lucius Maximus were intentionally doing 

everything within his power to destroy and bring 

down the United States? Perhaps someone like a 

foreign agent that was installed by a foreign power 

and adversary, posing as a U.S. President in order to 

complete the mission they’d been trying to 

accomplish for years? 

That would certainly explain his inaction on 

controlling the spread of a deadly virus and his desire 

to control the output of information. 

She could understand the infatuation that the public 

had for him, with his reasonably good looks, his 

charm, charisma, and ability to talk smoother than a 

snake oil salesman. But what influence could he 

possibly have on those closest to him that would 
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persuade them to go along with his desire to destroy 

the nation and people that they’d sworn to protect? 

Were they all foreign actors that were part of his 

team, or had they all been drawn in by the glitz and 

glamor that working in the White House brought? An 

addiction to power, money, and notoriety perhaps? 

In politics, anything was fair game. 

One way to understand these disturbing accusations 

was to find out who Walt DuBois was, why Maximus 

had ordered a hit on him, and why he’d had a vial 

containing an unknown substance in his possession 

that was worth killing him for. 

“Take off your coat,” Fay told her when she saw a 

black SUV with darkened windows squeal into the 

parking lot and head towards the back of the 

building. 

“Excuse me?” 

“Now,” Fay demanded. “Do exactly what I tell you 

to do and don’t ask questions, you got it?” 

Odessa nodded. 

“Here, put these on,” she said, sliding her reading 

glasses across the table. “When I give you the signal, 

I want you to laugh hysterically like I’ve just told you 
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the funniest joke you’ve ever heard. And whatever 

you do, don’t turn around.” 

“Why?” 

“No questions,” Fay said, watching the door. When 

two men wearing black suits and earpieces entered, 

Fay whispered, ‘now,’ then started laughing herself, 

flailing her arms and pretending to be engaged in a 

comical conversation, watching the two men as they 

glanced carefully around the diner looking for 

Odessa Maximus. Odessa’s black wig and their 

combined faux laughter sent the men on their way, 

satisfied that their target wasn’t inside the diner. 

“They’re gone,” Fay said. 

“What was that all about?” 

“Secret Service was here. My guess is that it wasn’t 

to grab a bite to eat.” 

“Thank you for not letting them find me.” 

“No problem,” Fay said, turning off her phone’s 

recorder and putting it in her purse. “What do you 

plan on doing now?” 

“Getting as far away from here as I can,” Odessa 

answered. “I certainly can’t go back home because 

they’d find me there. Right now, I don’t know, but 

I’ll figure something out,” she said, rising from the 
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booth and putting her coat and glasses back on. 

“Don’t forget,” she said before exiting. “Give me at 

least twenty-four hours.” 

She’d keep her promise to Odessa by giving her time 

to get out of DC before running her blockbuster 

story, but she’d have Sue’s typed and ready for print 

immediately. 

As she drove back to her office, she was already 

envisioning the upheaval and chaos her article would 

cause in DC, especially the White House, once it 

went public. 

What she didn’t envision, however, was the negative 

impact the publication of the stories would have on 

her and her family. 

No one went up against Lucius Maximus without 

suffering the consequences of doing so. 

And Fay Bennett was not exempt from being the 

target of his uncontrollable wrath. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 

 

Widow’s Peak, Washington 

Jake, Connelly, and his investors rushed through the 

door onto the sidewalk as an enormous gray cloud of 

ash and smoke burst from the top of Mount 

Cereubus. 

“Dear Lord,” Donnelly exclaimed. “What have I 

done?” 

The three men who’d been at the conference table 

with him took off running towards the parking lot, 

jumped into their cars, and sped away, leaving black 

skid marks on the pavement. Unfortunately, none of 

them would escape. 

Passers-by stopped and stared into the distance, 

intrigued by what they were seeing, too frightened to 

move. 

Nearby, the squeal of screeching tires, crunching 

metal, and car horns could be heard. The first of 

many accidents to come once the roads collapsed and 

power outages resulted in inoperative traffic lights. 

Jake staggered as he struggled to remain on his feet 

as the ground shook beneath him. Connelly was on 
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his hands and knees, crawling back towards the door 

to the Chamber of Commerce. 

“No!” Jake screamed at him. “We need to get as far 

away from here as we can. We have to hurry before 

the pyroclastic blast arrives.” 

“Before what arrives?” 

“Nevermind,” Jake said, grabbing onto his arm and 

pulling him up. “That’s my truck,” he said, pointing 

to a dark blue pickup. “Run!” 

A dark mushroom cloud filled with thick ash and 

toxic gases had formed over the peak of Mount 

Cereubus. Those closest to the volcano were in the 

most imminent danger, and if they hadn’t already 

evacuated or couldn’t leave because of a lack of 

transportation, their fate was sealed. Between the 

ash, the gases, and the flow of red-hot lava, they had 

zero chance of survival. 

Jake’s truck rocked back and forth against the 

quivering ground, sending Connelly backwards onto 

the pavement twice before he could finally climb into 

the cab. 

“This is my fault,” Connelly breathed. “I should’ve 

listened. I’m so sorry.” 
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“Damned right it’s your fault!” Jake barked. 

“Unfortunately, it’s a little too late for regrets now, 

wouldn’t you say?” 

The steering wheel was difficult to control as Jake 

dodged debris in the roadway. Residents of the small 

town were running wildly up and down the 

sidewalks, confused about what was happening and 

what they needed to do to protect themselves. 

Multiple cars, trucks, and motorcycles were lined up 

on the main road leading out of town. Those stranded 

out in the open went from vehicle to vehicle, tugging 

on door handles, begging to be let inside. 

“This could’ve all been prevented if only you’d taken 

your head out of your ass,” Jake stated harshly. 

Through his rearview mirror, Jake saw the bright red 

lava surging over the top of Mount Cereubus. Rivers 

of liquid fire gushed down the sides of the mountain. 

Within a matter of minutes, the pool of fire would 

reach the city limits, incinerating homes, trees, 

animals, and humans.  

Buildings crumbled around him, collapsing and 

crashing to the ground, turning large chunks of 

concrete and steel into projectiles, hurling them 

dangerously through the air. Jake and Connelly 
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watched in horror as an enormous slate of concrete 

came crashing down on the roof of the car in front of 

them, completely flattening it. 

Of all the continents he’d ever been to, every country 

he’d sojourned through, and every volcano he’d ever 

visited either for pleasure or work, he’d always 

thought that if his life were ended by one of the 

volcanoes he’d always admired, it’d be one of the 

great and mighty ones, like Mount Ranier or Mount 

Etna, or even Kilimanjaro. Not by some measly 

molehill in a pissant town in the Pacific Northwest. 

Yet, there he was, with a minute chance of making it 

out alive, trapped in his truck with the mayor of said 

pissant town who’d refused to heed his and Herb’s 

professional warnings because money had been more 

important than taking precautions to save his town 

and its citizens. 

The smell of smoke grew heavier as the burning fires 

inched closer to town, the clouds from the fires and 

ashes enveloping the town and plunging it into semi-

darkness. Impatient and terrified drivers laid on their 

horns, as if such a desperate gesture could speed up 

the slow pace of outgoing traffic. 
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Jake turned the windshield wipers on high to clear 

away the coat of ashes that’d fallen onto the glass. 

The ashes themselves had the potential to kill if 

enough of them were ingested. It’d do no good to 

turn on the truck’s air conditioning. The motor would 

only draw the ashes inside. 

“Get us out of here!” Connelly yelled. “I don’t want 

to die!” 

As Jake glanced in his rearview mirror once more, he 

thought of all the smartass things he could say to 

Donnelly at the moment or remind him about how 

stupid he was for not taking the advice of 

professional scientists, but none of that mattered 

anymore. 

The force of the pyroclastic blast struck with the 

power of an atomic bomb, the astronomical intensity 

of the explosion lifting Jake’s truck from the 

roadway, flinging it end over end through the air as 

if it were as light as a plume. The truck came to rest 

upside down in the fractured parking lot of the 

nearby Food King grocery store, sending shattered 

glass and pieces of silver chrome sailing in all 

directions. 
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What the blast didn’t destroy, the raging fires would, 

leaving the pissant town of Widow’s Peak, 

Washington, to exist no more.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 

 

Ames, Iowa 

Florida was gone. The entire state was eradicated by 

the most powerful hurricane ever to strike land. 

She’d never return home, never speak to her friends 

again, and never feel the warmth of the wet sand 

between her toes as she waded through the surf at 

Singer Island. 

Even if Florida were still livable, she couldn’t go 

back there. Not now. 

The sorrow of losing her home had been replaced 

with a different kind of grief. The sadness of human 

loss. 

Something bad was happening, and whatever it was, 

the story wasn’t being told in the news on television 

or in newspapers, which either meant it was being 

kept secret, or there weren’t any journalists or 

newscasters left to tell the story. Even the dumbest of 

people could figure out it wasn’t natural when those 

around them kept dropping dead like flies with 

absolutely no explanation. 
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Had she not driven into town in search of fever 

medication for Kirk, she may not have ever learned 

exactly how horribly Ames had deteriorated in the 

brief time she’d been there. 

Streets were littered with trash and debris, stores 

boarded up with spray painted signs informing the 

public that they were closed until further notice. 

She’d only passed three other moving vehicles 

during her short drive, as well as a few parked and 

unoccupied ones scattered here and there in front of 

parking meters or store fronts. 

Old Town Pharmacy was on the corner of Main 

Street and Fern, directly across the street from the 

main grocery store. She chose a parking spot outside 

the grocery. If the pharmacy was closed, all she had 

to do was walk back across the street and into the 

marketplace.  

Jamie felt as if she’d entered a ghost town or a post-

war zone as she headed towards the pharmacy. The 

usual hustle and bustle of activity that she 

remembered from her visits there had been silenced, 

giving an eerie ambience to the otherwise busyness 

of a moderately populated area. 
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The bell on the door chimed as she stepped inside the 

empty drugstore, the strangeness she’d felt earlier 

growing even stronger. 

Shelves had been emptied of nearly all merchandise, 

save for the single roll of toilet paper lying in the 

middle of the paper goods aisle, a couple bottles of 

adult aspirin, and two boxes of diapers. Floors were 

littered with discarded cardboard boxes, sales 

receipts, and chewing gum wrappers, shoppers either 

too lazy, too sick, or in too big of a hurry to bother 

using the waste bin by the front door. 

“Whatever you’re looking for, I ain’t got it,” she 

heard a man’s voice say from the back of the store. 

“My five-year-old has a fever,” she answered, 

heading in his direction. 

“Like I said, I ain’t got it.” A middle-aged man 

wearing a white medical jacket leaned against the 

pharmacy counter, studying Jamie suspiciously. 

“Folks around here cleaned me out,” he said, wiping 

his runny nose with a handkerchief. “Whatever 

didn’t sell was stolen. I don’t know what’s going on 

around here, but folks are scared shitless. Lots of 

them are either really sick or already dead.” 
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Jamie kept a safe distance from him, and a clear path 

to the front door in case she needed to run. “Not just 

here,” Jamie said. “It’s going on everywhere.” 

“I figured as much. Hard to contain a contagious 

sickness in one area. Only takes one infected 

individual to make thousands of others sick, and then 

those thousands will keep infecting everybody else 

they come in contact with. Damn shame if you ask 

me.” 

As a medical expert, perhaps he had information 

about the mysterious illness that he could share with 

her. Perhaps he could tell her how to treat it, or at the 

least, tell her how to lessen the coughing and high 

fever. “Do you have any idea what it is? The 

sickness, I mean?” 

“A name for it, no. But from what I’ve seen of the 

people coming and going in here, looking for 

medicine like you are, it’s some sort of respiratory 

infection, kind of like bronchitis or pneumonia. It 

only continues to get worse and worse no matter 

what or how much medicine they take for it. Then 

they up and die. In all my years, I’ve never seen 

anything like it.” 

“How many deaths have there been?” 
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“Couldn’t tell you,” he said, wiping his nose again. 

“What I can tell you is that there’s been so many 

around here that all the funeral homes have run out 

of room to put the bodies. They had to bring in 

refrigerated trucks to store them in.” 

Unfortunately, she was all too familiar with the 

funeral home problem, but she was unaware of the 

freezer trucks. After hearing the pharmacist tell her 

that, although ashamed, she was glad she’d taken 

care of her own problem at home. 

“If you want my opinion, it’s probably another one 

of them foreign diseases that was brought here by 

illegal immigrants. Seems to me those are the ones 

that are always so deadly. I wouldn’t worry too much 

about it, though. Our great President Maximus is 

dedicated to the American people. I’m sure he’s on 

top of things and will make everything better. You 

just wait and see.” 

Jamie bit her tongue to keep from saying anything 

derogatory about Maximus. If she did, she’d end up 

getting into an argument with a man she didn’t know 

and she had no desire to engage in an unnecessary 

confrontation with a stranger. 
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Her feelings about the so-called great president were 

the complete opposite of his. In her opinion, he was 

the most arrogant, self-absorbed, and despicable man 

ever elected to run the country. She disagreed with 

everything he did and every word he spoke. There 

was something dark and sinister about him that got 

under her skin so badly that she couldn’t even stand 

to hear him speak, much less look into his dark and 

empty eyes. 

“I noticed you keep wiping your nose,” Jamie said. 

“Are you sick?” 

“Allergies,” he replied. “I feel fine. Not sick at all.” 

“Thanks for your time,” Jamie said, turning for the 

door. “I hope you feel better.” 

“No problem. Hope you find that medicine you’re 

looking for.” 

She didn’t. After going into five separate places and 

having no luck, she’d given up. Every store had been 

in the same condition as the pharmacy. Looted and 

littered with empty shelves and no idea when, or if, 

they’d be restocked. She had no time to drive to 

every single store in town. She needed to get back 

home to Kirk. She’d hated leaving him alone, but 

she’d had no choice because he desperately needed 
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medicine. He’d been sleeping when she’d left. 

Hopefully, he’d still be asleep when she got home. 

“Hey, lady, you got any spare change?” Jamie spun 

around when a hand grabbed onto her arm. She stared 

into the filthy face of an older, barefooted man 

dressed in torn jeans and an equally filthy and ragged 

t-shirt, his greasy hair matted in knots. A string of 

thick, green snot trailed from his nose to the top of 

his lips. 

“Don’t touch me,” Jamie snapped, pulling away from 

him. 

“Sorry, lady,” the man said, putting up both hands. “I 

didn’t mean you no harm.” 

The old man stared curiously at Jamie, bravely taking 

a step closer to her. “Why ain’t you sick?”  

“How do you know I’m not?” 

“You don’t look like you are.” 

“Looks can be deceiving.” 

Little did he know exactly how sick she was, but not 

with the illness that was plaguing him. 

Using the back of his hand, the man wiped away the 

string of snot, only for it to be immediately replaced 

by a fresher, thicker clot. “You ain’t sick,” he said, 

taking another step closer. 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

398 
 

“Get back!” Jamie snapped. “If you come any closer 

I’ll knock your damn head off!” 

“You can’t get away from it,” the man shouted as 

Jamie hopped into her car, slamming and locking the 

door. “Nobody can. It’ll come for you, too. Give it 

time.” 

Jamie squealed out of the parking lot and into the 

empty street, eager to get home to her sick son, 

wishing with all her might that the man’s parting 

statement was true. 

But it wasn’t, and likely wouldn’t be. He was right. 

She wasn’t sick and didn’t know how she’d possibly 

escaped being infected after having been exposed 

inside her own home, tending to those who’d fallen 

ill and died. Surely, if she were going to contract 

whatever the hell it was, she would have by now. 

Dealing first with the sudden death of her aunt had 

been heart-wrenching enough. But when both 

parents had fallen ill and died within hours of each 

other, the pain had been nearly unbearable. Then 

came Ben, her husband, the love of her life, and 

father of her only child. When he’d fallen ill, she’d 

honestly thought he would be okay because his 

symptoms weren’t nearly as severe as her aunt's or 
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parents. He had no dry cough and no chest 

congestion. His only symptoms were mild body 

aches and a low-grade fever. He’d complained of 

extreme fatigue and a headache, believing he could 

pop a couple of aspirins and sleep it off. That hadn’t 

been the case at all. 

After sleeping most of the afternoon and throughout 

the night, he’d awakened the following morning 

complaining of chest pain, telling her it felt like an 

elephant was sitting on his chest. Shortly afterward, 

he became short of breath, gasping for air as he 

collapsed to the floor, dying within minutes of the 

onset. 

Already familiar with the unavailability of funeral 

services, she’d been forced to do the unthinkable, an 

act so reprehensible that it would forever disturb her 

and be etched into her memory. 

She couldn’t let their bodies remain inside the house. 

Without an operational funeral business to retrieve 

them or a place to preserve and store them until one 

became available, she’d moved her parents and Ben 

outside to the storage shed.  

When she’d finished, she’d taken a long and scalding 

shower, scrubbing her skin with such fervor that it 
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became raw and abraded. Never had she felt so 

completely filthy and disgusted by her actions. What 

else could she do? 

The mysterious flu-like illness had already robbed 

her of her entire family, and now it was after her son. 

The thought of losing him as well and being left 

alone to mourn in solitude was more than she could 

bear to imagine.  

“Kirk, honey, mommy’s home,” she said as she 

entered the house. She’d left the television on with 

cartoons playing in the event he awoke while she was 

gone. On the screen, a deer hat wearing, rifle toting 

tiny man was telling his viewers to be vewy vewy 

quiet, because he was huntin’ wabbits. 

Jamie figured he was still fast asleep when he didn’t 

answer. Letting him continue to rest, she again 

scoured through drawers and cabinets searching for 

aspirin or cough syrup, hoping her second search 

yielded better results than the first, but it didn’t. 

There was nothing there she could give to her son. 

She cursed herself for not packing his bottle of baby 

aspirin in her suitcase when they’d left Florida. In her 

wildest imagination, she couldn’t have dreamed up 
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the nightmare scenario she’d unexpectedly landed a 

starring role in. 

With no treatment to give her son for his fever, Jamie 

decided a cup of hot lemon tea might help, adding a 

heaping tablespoon of honey to help ease his sore 

throat. 

“Kirk, baby, can you sit up for me?” she said, placing 

the cup on the coffee table and giving him a slight 

nudge. 

Kirk didn’t respond. 

“Kirk!” she called louder, shaking him harder, still 

getting no response. 

“Kirk!” she yelled, lifting his head off the pillow, 

immediately noticing that his skin was no longer hot 

to the touch. It’d turned cool and clammy. 

“NOOOOOOO!” Jamie screamed, pulling Kirk into 

her lap, clutching him close to her chest. “No, no, no, 

no,” she cried as she gently rocked him back and 

forth. 

“WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS TO ME?” Jamie 

screamed at the ceiling.  

In the blink of an eye, her world had ended. Everyone 

she loved had died within hours or days of each 

other. All she wanted now was to die herself, to feel 
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the empty void and blackness envelope her so she 

wouldn’t have to deal with the heartbreaking reality 

that’d been forced upon her. 

Jamie wept uncontrollably as she embraced her dead 

son, damning herself for leaving him to die alone. 

She should’ve never gone out when there was no one 

left to watch over him. She’d done so with his well-

being in mind, doing what she’d thought was the 

right thing to do by trying to locate the proper 

medicine that would help him get better. 

She couldn’t stand the thought of putting her five-

year-old inside the shed with his father and 

grandparents. Like them, however, he couldn’t 

remain inside. 

Her aunt’s backyard was big enough and private 

enough to dig a small grave. To get to the shovel, 

she’d have to do the unimaginable and open the shed, 

forced into looking at her deceased family lying on 

the dirt floor, their stiff bodies already decaying. 

It could wait awhile. She wanted to hold her precious 

son a little while longer. Once she laid him to rest, 

she’d never see or hold him again. 

“Why didn’t you take me, too?” she groaned through 

tears. “Why take my family and not me? Why did 
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you leave me all alone to face these tragedies by 

myself? Please, God, I’m begging you, let me die, 

too, so I can be with my family.” 

For reasons she couldn’t understand, her request was 

not meant to be. She didn’t know why God was 

punishing her so harshly. If he refused to hear and 

answer her plea, then she’d have to take matters into 

her own hands. She couldn’t envision living alone in 

her aunt’s house in a town where she knew no one 

and where a high percentage of the population had 

already succumbed to the illness or were well on 

their way to doing so. With no job, little money, and 

no one to talk to, it wouldn’t take long for her to go 

totally bat shit crazy. 

Jamie wrapped Kirk in his favorite red fire truck 

blanket, placed his teddy bear on top, and sauntered 

to the backyard. Gently laying Kirk on the grass, she 

stared at the shed, dreading opening the door. But she 

had to. She had no other choice. The shovel was in 

the corner inside the doorway. She’d seen it both 

times she’d been out there. All she had to do was hold 

her breath and open the door, reach inside, grab it, 

then quickly shut the door behind her without having 

to look at them. 
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“Can I help you with that?” Jamie looked up to see 

the man she knew only as her aunt’s next-door 

neighbor standing beside her holding a shovel of his 

own. 

“I’ve got it, but thanks,” Jamie told him. 

“No, sweetheart, you don’t,” he said sadly as he 

began digging. “Just buried my wife, so I have a 

pretty good idea how you’re feeling right about 

now.” 

Jamie remained silent as she continued digging her 

only child’s grave, not speaking a word until they 

were finished. 

“Thank you,” she said, laying a white plastic rose on 

top of the tiny mound, a single flower she’d taken 

from one of her aunt’s vases before going outside. 

“If you need anything, I’m right next door,” the man 

told her. 

“I don’t even know your name.” 

“Bud,” he said. 

“Jamie.” 

“I’m sorry for your losses,” Bud told her. “Your aunt 

was a fine woman. My wife was quite fond of her.” 
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“I appreciate you saying so,” Jamie said, brushing 

sweaty strands of hair from her face. “I have a crazy 

question for you, Bud, if you don’t mind answering.” 

“I’ll try.” 

“Did you lose your wife to this mystery illness that’s 

going around, or was it something else?” 

“The virus,” he answered, leaning on the shovel 

handle. “Damndest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. 

My wife was in excellent health, and when I say 

excellent, I mean she was anal about taking care of 

herself. Never smoked a cigarette in her life, didn’t 

drink, took vitamins, and went to the gym every 

Tuesday. Then, out of the blue, she started having 

terrible coughing spells so severe she could barely 

catch her breath in between. She thought it was 

allergies, so she took an antihistamine, but it didn’t 

do any good. She kept getting worse by the hour. 

High fever, sore throat, extreme tiredness. It got to 

where she couldn’t even lift her arm to take a sip of 

water.” 

“If you don’t mind me asking, how old was your 

wife?” 

“Forty-six.” 
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Apparently, age was of no relevance to the killer 

virus and didn’t play a factor in determining who 

contracted it or died from it. Her aunt and both 

parents had been in their sixties, Ben thirty-two, and 

Kirk only five. She might’ve considered that 

underlying health problems may have contributed to 

their contraction of the disease but considering that 

all of her family and Bud’s wife had been healthy 

prior to falling ill, that didn’t seem to play a role, 

either. Then what did? Why did some fall ill and die 

while others were spared? Immunity? Genetic 

markers? 

“But you’re not sick?” 

“Not at the moment,” Bud replied. “That could 

change with the snap of a finger.” 

“Was your wife the only person you were in contact 

with that was sick?” 

“Who knows?” Bud asked, scratching the stubble on 

his chin. “Between work and running errands, it’s 

easy to believe that I’ve been in contact with dozens 

of people who may have been infected. And you? 

You’re not sick, either.” 

“No, I’m not. We came to my aunt’s to get away from 

the hurricane. Within a day or two of us being here, 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

407 
 

she was the first one to get sick, then everyone else 

followed. Everyone, that is, except for me. It’s 

anyone’s guess who was carrying it and then spread 

it. Doesn’t really matter now, does it?” 

“Only to those of us who lost a loved one to it. I 

haven’t been out for a while, so I don’t know how 

badly our section of town was affected.” 

“I was there today,” Jamie said. “Trying to find 

medicine for Kirk. It looks like a disaster area. No 

traffic, no one on the streets or in the stores. I don’t 

know if they’re dead or staying inside.” 

“Perhaps a little of both,” Bud offered. “There are 

probably lots of folks having to do what we’ve done. 

Hospitals are overrun and struggling to treat what 

patients they have. Not knowing what they’re 

dealing with, how could they possibly know how to 

treat it? When I took my wife, the waiting room was 

full. People were sitting on the floor, leaning against 

the walls, or waiting outside to be called. Bev, that’s 

my wife, begged me not to make her sit there for 

hours knowing there was nothing they could do for 

her anyway, so I brought her back home and made 

her as comfortable as I could. She died the next 

morning.” 
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“I’m sorry.” 

“Me, too. How old?” he asked, nodding towards the 

fresh mound of dirt. 

“Five.” 

Bud shook his head sadly. “Such a shame. One of the 

worst things about all this mess is that we might 

never know what happened. Or if we’re offered an 

explanation, it’ll be a fabricated lie to cover up a 

mistake that our corrupt government or incompetent 

president made. Hopefully, one day we’ll find out. 

But I won’t hold my breath waiting. If I did, I’d likely 

suffocate first.” 

“You’re probably right,” Jamie agreed. 

“You take care now. Remember what I said. If you 

need anything, just ask,” he said as he walked away. 

Back inside the house, Jamie threw herself onto the 

couch and sobbed uncontrollably, dreading the dark 

days ahead, knowing that everywhere she looked, 

she’d see memories of all those she’d lost. Her mom 

and aunt in the kitchen cooking and laughing. Her 

dad and Ben sprawled in the matching recliners, 

engaged in a friendly argument of who they thought 

the best sports teams were. And Kirk. Her precious, 

beloved son, with his bright blue eyes and radiant 
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smile, making choo-choo noises as he played with 

his train and cars. 

Gone. All of it. Everyone wiped out in a flash, and 

she didn’t even know what’d taken them from her. 

What was going on that was causing so many deaths 

that it was practically erasing entire populations? 

What mysterious illness had taken her family away? 

And why wasn’t anyone talking about it? Shouldn’t 

something that serious be of grave concern to every 

person on the planet?  

Was it possible that Bud was correct in assuming that 

the president had something to do with it? No, she 

told herself, dismissing the thought. She despised the 

man sure enough, but she didn’t believe he could 

create and manipulate a virus to where it would kill 

everyone it touched, regardless of age or health 

status. He wasn’t a scientist or even a doctor. The 

idiot probably didn’t even know what a flask or 

Bunsen burner was, much less how to create a deadly 

virus strain. 

He could, however, control the flow of information 

that was released to the public. Reports and data 

could certainly be manipulated, and he had the power 

to do exactly that, either by doing it himself or 
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appointing one of his cabinet members to do it. Why 

release the truth when a lie was so much better and 

easier to control? Had the President of the United 

States taken such a vile approach in dealing with the 

virus? If so, why would he want to hide something 

from the world that might annihilate an 

overwhelming fraction of the earth’s population? 

Her mind was spinning with all the questions she 

wanted answers to. She really should get up and write 

them all down so she wouldn’t forget any of them, 

but she didn’t want to move. 

Why hadn’t it affected her? Or the pharmacist? Or 

Bud? 

What made them any different from all the others? 

Jamie cried herself to sleep, physically and mentally 

exhausted. 

Before drifting off, she made one last plea to God, 

begging him to take her, too. 

If she were still alive when the morning came, she’d 

start looking for critical answers. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 

 

New Albany, Indiana 

Darlene was anxious and restless, too afraid to fall 

asleep. 

Corey had shown no concern or worry that a 

disastrous flood might be imminent, continuing to 

feel confident that they were a safe enough distance 

from the river not to warrant any unnecessary alarm. 

After dinner, he’d proceeded with his normal routine 

of watching the news then an hour of his sports 

channel. Afterwards, he went to bed, slipping into 

dreamland and snoring within ten minutes of his head 

hitting the pillow. 

She’d been nervously pacing the floor all night, 

chain-smoking as she paced back and forth from the 

couch to the window, looking and listening for any 

strange noises, concerned that she might not hear the 

siren if it went off.  

Flood warnings had been issued for New Albany and 

the surrounding areas, putting residents on high alert, 

encouraging them to be prepared for the possibility 

of impending danger. 
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The Ohio River was already on the verge of cresting 

the levee, and the heavy downpour they were 

currently receiving only added to the water’s depth, 

making the likelihood of flooding even more 

probable. 

The night before, she’d again pleaded with Corey to 

change his mind about evacuating for higher ground 

away from the flood zone. As usual, he refused, 

assuring her they had nothing to worry about, telling 

her that between the levee and the twenty-foot-high 

flood gates, the barriers were sufficient enough to 

keep the water at bay and prevent it from flooding 

the town. 

Wind howled through the trees, sending branches 

crashing into the sides of the house as hailstones the 

size of quarters made clinking noises against the 

windowpanes before bouncing off the glass. 

Darlene pulled her robe tightly around her as she rose 

from the couch and walked to the window, hoping 

and praying that the hail hadn’t broken any glass or 

caused roof damage that would add to the 

vulnerability of their home. 

She stood silently, her ear keenly tuned towards the 

front window facing the river, gasping in horror 
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when she heard the faint wailing of the riverfront 

warning system that she’d been dreading all night. 

“No, no, no!” she exclaimed, running to the bedroom 

and flipping on the light. “Corey!” she yelled. “Wake 

up!” 

“What is it?” he said groggily, staring at his wife with 

one eye opened. 

“The siren’s going off,” she replied anxiously. “We 

have to get out of here. Now.” 

“What?” Corey said, throwing the covers back and 

springing from the bed. “There’s no way. Not unless 

one of the barriers failed.” 

“The sirens are sounding right now,” she told him. 

“We both know there’s only one reason they’d be 

going off.” 

Dashing into the living room, Corey slipped on his 

work boots and jacket that he kept on a coat rack by 

the front door. 

“What are you doing?” Darlene asked with alarm. 

“Stepping outside to see if I can hear the sirens,” he 

answered. “I’ll be able to hear better out there than I 

can in here.” 

“I’m coming with you,” Darlene said. 
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“Don’t come outside,” Corey shouted over the 

howling wind. “Hold the door so it doesn’t get ripped 

off.” 

Stinging rain and hail pelted his face as he struggled 

to keep his balance against the forceful impact of the 

gale. 

Straining to listen over the screeching of the storm, 

Corey cocked his head in the river's direction. 

“Do you hear them?” Darlene asked. 

Corey nodded. As an employee of the city and one 

who’d helped install and maintain the floodgates, he 

knew the sound of the alarm system tolling in their 

current weather conditions meant an impending 

disaster. 

“Oh, Corey,” Darlene cried. “We’ll never make it out 

of here.” 

Over the sound of the blowing wind, Corey heard 

people screaming and shouting. However, it wasn’t 

the sound of their terror cries that sent an icy shiver 

down his spine. 

The unmistakable sound of rushing water moving 

rapidly towards them was the most horrifying sound 

he’d ever heard. Either the floodgates had failed, 

been destroyed by the crash of water, or the water 
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was so high that it’d breached the tops of the gates 

and was flowing freely into the streets. 

“Get inside!” he yelled, giving Darlene a light shove. 

They had nowhere to go to seek safe shelter. 

Climbing onto the roof would be suicidal. Their only 

option was to remain in place, hunker down, and 

hope for the best. “Get on the couch!” 

“What’s happening?” Darlene was in tears, more 

frightened than she’d ever been, more scared than 

she’d been when she’d nearly gotten washed away 

by a flash flood. 

“Put this in your lap and bury your head in it,” Corey 

instructed her, passing her a sofa cushion. “Pick your 

feet up off the floor and fold your legs beneath you. 

A flood’s coming.” 

Darlene shook her head, her lips trembling as she 

tried to speak. 

“I’m sorry, honey,” Corey said, taking a seat beside 

her with his own cushion. “Sorry I didn’t take your 

advice.” 

Darkness would spare them the terror of seeing the 

flood waters approaching. They wouldn’t even know 

it was upon them until they felt the impact. Realizing 
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as much still didn’t keep at bay the panic and horror 

that gripped them as they awaited their doom. 

The wall of water slammed into the front of their 

brick home with the force of an explosive, shattering 

windows and tearing the door from its hinges before 

ripping away the entire facade of their home. Wood, 

mud, paper, and metal debris from the riverbank and 

other structures tore through the house, washing 

everything inside away with the vigorous tide, 

tearing away walls until the home collapsed inward, 

the muddy flood waters carrying away all traces of 

what used to be.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 

 

Washington, DC 

The ink had barely dried on Fay’s article from her 

interview with Odessa when Maximus called for an 

emergency press briefing to address it, tasking a 

member of his criminal squad to call the Chronicle 

and demand that she attend. 

John Addams, her editor, declined printing Sue’s 

article until she’d received the documents to back up 

what she’d told Fay. 

“Telling Sue’s story won’t be well accepted without 

verification of her claims. Maximus will sate his 

crowd by telling them she’s a disgruntled employee 

with an axe to grind. But the wife of the president 

giving a taped confession saying she isn’t who 

everyone thinks she is, that’s a whole different 

ballgame. Not only do I want it printed, but I want it 

to run on the front page in huge bold letters.” 

“The White House cancelled press briefings,” Fay 

reminded John. “Why the sudden interest in 

resurrecting them?” 
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“They’re not. Maximus called a special conference. 

Only a select few were invited to attend. You’re one 

of them. My gut tells me the briefing isn’t to discuss 

the weather. He’s pissed at you for publishing your 

article, Fay. This is about revenge. It’s his way of 

executing his power and putting you on the spot in 

front of your colleagues.” 

“I’m not a White House reporter, John. And since I 

don’t work for him, who is he to demand my 

attendance?” 

“You’re right,” John replied. “You work for me, and 

I’m telling you that you’re going to be there. You 

know as well as I do, Fay, that he’s going to deny 

every word, call the article fake news and recite his 

favorite allegation.” 

“That we’re the enemy of the people hellbent on 

derailing his presidency.” 

“Right. I want you on site to defend not only what 

you wrote, but the paper as well. Our reputation is on 

the line here. Offer to play the recording for the 

audience if you have to. Speaking of which, make 

sure you send me a copy of the recording before you 

leave for the White House.” 
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“Are you afraid I might fall victim to Maximus and 

his henchmen and not make it back?” Fay teased.  

“No. I want to make sure there’s an extra copy just 

in case they confiscate your phone and find it. If they 

do, they’ll delete it. I’ll upload mine to a flash drive 

and store it in the safe.” 

“John, you heard the interviews I conducted with 

Odessa and Sue. You read the notes I wrote while 

talking to Sue. You know I didn’t make any of it up. 

Every word in that article is true based on what 

Odessa told me personally.” 

“I’m well aware of that. I want you at that briefing 

just the same. About that second interview, the one 

you did with the White House informant,” John said, 

tossing a file aside. “Still no documents? I want that 

article to be your follow-up.” 

“I haven’t gotten anything from her yet.” 

“How long will it be before you get them?” 

“She said she mailed them Friday from Albertson’s.” 

“That’s odd. Albertson’s usually delivers the next 

day.” 

“She used the two-day service.” 

“You still should’ve gotten them by now.” 
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“If I don’t receive them by tomorrow, I’ll start 

making some calls and follow up on the status of the 

package.” 

“Why not start making the calls right now?” 

“I’ve been summoned, remember?” 

 

* * * * * 

 

Fay clipped on her Visitor Press badge and entered 

the press briefing room. As she made her way 

towards the right third row, hoping she’d be hidden 

well enough amongst the other reporters in 

attendance that Maximus wouldn’t notice her and 

belittle her in front of her colleagues, one of 

Maximus’ aides grabbed her by the elbow and led her 

to the front row.  

“The President requested you sit here,” the aide told 

her, not releasing her elbow until she was seated. To 

ensure she didn’t change seats, he sat next to her. 

Of course he wanted her front and center so he could 

look her straight in the eye when he denied the 

allegations written about him in the article. Fay 

prepared herself for the humiliation she was about to 
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face in the presence of her most trusted fellow 

journalists. 

Once they were all seated, the Press Secretary 

stepped up to the lectern, gave instructions on 

acceptable and unacceptable conduct while inside 

the room, then stated, “Ladies and Gentlemen, the 

President of the United States.” 

Lucius Maximus, in all his fake charm and glory, 

strolled up to the lectern, opened a blue leather 

notebook, adjusted the microphone, and smiled his 

serpentine smile. 

“Thank you all for being here,” he said. “Especially 

on such short notice. The purpose of me calling this 

briefing is to address an article that was published 

today by Fay Bennett in the Washington Chronicle.” 

Fay suddenly felt every eye inside the briefing room 

focused on her, making her feel extremely 

uncomfortable. She hated briefings, but she hated 

being the center of attention even more. “An article, 

I might add, that is so full of fiction and falsehoods 

that they made me laugh. In short, not a word printed 

is true. At the moment, my attorney is drawing up an 

order demanding a complete retraction of the article. 
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After I address these issues, I will not be taking 

questions from anyone.” 

Fay glared angrily at him, her resentment escalating 

simply by looking at him. He’d blatantly called her a 

liar. Her only assurance was in knowing that none of 

her fellow journalists would ever believe she’d 

fabricated the story. And the paper had no tolerance 

for tabloid-like fodder. John would immediately 

terminate her employment if he even suspected her 

of forgery. 

“I can tell you with the utmost certainty that Odessa 

is definitely my wife, regardless of what Ms. 

Bennett’s article proclaims. I’d hoped never to have 

to divulge to anyone what I’m about to. Because of 

Ms. Bennett’s illegitimate claims against me and my 

wife, I’m being forced to.” Maximus paused briefly, 

glancing around the room of reporters before 

continuing. “Ladies and gentlemen, although this is 

embarrassing to admit, you should all know that my 

wife has a history of mental illness and has, in the 

past, received treatment for it. Odessa is prone to 

fabricating stories that simply aren’t true. It’s part of 

the mental illness she suffers from. She is masterful 

at creating alternate realities, living in fantasy worlds 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

423 
 

that only exist in her mind. Bluntly, my wife is not 

well. It pains me greatly to make her condition public 

knowledge, but now that you know, perhaps you can 

better understand the insignificance of what she 

allegedly told Ms. Bennett.” Maximus paused and 

glanced around the room, assessing the group’s 

acceptance of his deliberate lie. Satisfied that no one 

in the group was going to challenge his explanation 

or ask questions, he continued. “With that out of the 

way, I can assure you that she is currently resting 

comfortably in an undisclosed treatment facility and 

will return to the White House upon her release.” 

Fay’s heart quickened. If he was telling the truth 

about her being hospitalized, which she highly 

doubted, then that meant she hadn’t gotten away, that 

they’d found her and returned her to Maximus to face 

punishment for disclosing classified information. It 

was also possible that the complete story was another 

one of his perfected lies that he expected all his 

adorers to believe. He was more than aware of the 

fact that he could do no wrong in their eyes, even 

when he committed atrocious misdeeds. Perhaps 

she’d gotten away, they didn’t know where she was, 

and he was using the excuse of her being in treatment 
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to explain her absence without having to give details. 

The worst plausible scenario was that they had 

caught up to her and killed her to keep her quiet and 

not taken a chance on her revealing the truth to 

anyone else. The hospitalization excuse could work 

for that as well because he’d never have to provide 

an alibi for her absence if she were never seen again. 

He could continually say that she remained in 

treatment, and no one could ever disprove it. 

Chances were that he didn’t know about the 

recording she possessed. She hadn’t referenced it in 

her article; however, she did print the photo of the 

old Odessa along with the story. Maybe she should 

provide a copy of the taped interview to one of her 

news anchor friends and let them play it on the 

airwaves for all to hear. Maximus would still deny 

the allegations, but at least the recording would prove 

that everything she’d written in her article was based 

on actual information. 

If push came to shove and he continued debasing her 

in front of her colleagues, or he continued to deny the 

allegations written about him in the article, she’d 

resort to threatening the release of the audio and see 

how he liked that slice of apple pie. However, she’d 
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have to make it a point to say that the audio was 

stored in a safe place off grounds. If he thought for 

one second that she might have it with her, he’d 

demand that she be strip searched just to make sure 

she wasn’t hiding it. 

“The second issue I’ll address is the nonsense written 

about this virus that’s spreading across our great 

country. I have no idea where you got your incorrect 

information, Ms. Bennett, but I can guarantee you 

and everyone else in this room that it wasn’t from my 

wife,” he said, looking directly at her with his cold, 

dead eyes. “This ‘other source’ you cited that you so 

incorrectly said corroborated my wife’s story, if such 

a person exists outside of your imagination, I will 

find out who it is. Trust me when I tell you that I 

won’t stop looking until I find out who the culprit is. 

When I do, appropriate and severe action will be 

taken against the traitor.” 

Traitor? Fay thought. Because both of my sources 

told me disturbing information about you? All of it 

truths about you that you don’t want anyone to know. 

If you want to see what a traitor looks like, look in 

the mirror, jackass. You intentionally refused to take 

action to prevent a deadly virus from spreading and 
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killing thousands of Americans. You betrayed the 

American people and committed an atrocious 

dereliction of your duties, and you call me a traitor? 

“I will admit to you all here today that yes, there is a 

virus circulating the globe, but it’s nothing for any of 

us to worry about right now. It’s certainly not severe 

enough to take any type of precautionary measures. I 

have been in constant touch with department heads 

of various medical institutions who assure me that 

the outbreak is being closely monitored and, like me, 

they don’t believe there’s any reason to invoke any 

medical requirements at the moment. They’re all 

against wearing protective face masks or closing 

down businesses. Some of you have suggested the 

opposite in your dishonest writings. Consider my 

words as setting the record straight. This virus, like 

any other, simply needs to run its course because also 

like all other viruses, it doesn’t react to antibiotics; 

therefore, herd immunity appears to be the most 

logical choice to make. Contrary to what Ms. Bennett 

wrote in her hit piece about me, I did not ignore it, 

nor did I instruct anyone to falsify information about 

it or to remain silent. My advice to Ms. Bennett and 

every other reporter in this room is this. Before 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

427 
 

allowing a false article to be printed about me, my 

actions, or anyone else in my administration, make 

sure you have your facts straight,” he said, slamming 

his notebook closed. “Once again, thank you for 

coming. I have nothing further to say about Ms. 

Bennett or her despicable articles.” 

The son of a bitch had repeatedly called her a liar 

during his short briefing and knew that he was lying 

even as the words spilled from his filthy mouth. He 

said he wouldn’t take questions following his lie-

filled schtick, but fuck what he said. 

“Where is she?” Fay shouted as she sprang from her 

chair. “Where’s Odessa?” 

Maximus glared furiously at her. “Perhaps you didn’t 

understand me when I specifically said no 

questions.” 

“No, I understood you perfectly,” Fay retorted. “I 

still want to know where she is.” 

“In a treatment facility,” he said, turning to leave. 

“Which one? I’d like to pay her a visit and take her 

flowers.” 

“Shall I explain to you what undisclosed means, Ms. 

Bennett?” 
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“I know the meaning of the word,” Fay replied with 

disdain. “You and I both know that you’re not telling 

the truth.” 

Gasps filled the room, attendees shocked she would 

dare to speak to the president in such a disrespectful 

tone, aware that doing so could result in harsh 

discipline against her. 

The aide who’d sat beside her leapt to his feet. With 

a sturdy hand on her shoulder, he prompted her to 

return to her seat. 

“Don’t touch me,” she hissed, snatching her arm 

away. 

Maximus stopped abruptly, slowly turning back 

around to face her. “Do you know who you’re talking 

to like that?” he seethed. 

“Yes,” she answered. “Since you had no problem 

calling me a liar, I figured the least you could do is 

answer my question. Why don’t you take the time 

right now to tell everyone here how long the virus 

has been spreading inside the U.S. and how many 

deaths have been attributed to it? While you’re at it, 

tell them how long you’ve known about it? Can you 

tell me who Walt DuBois is, Mister President?” 
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Maximus was infuriated by her incessant attack 

against him. “That name is not familiar to me,” he 

stated heatedly, nostrils flaring, jaws clenching. 

“Can’t say I know him.” 

“You should, since it’s alleged that you issued orders 

to assassinate him after retrieving a vial from him. 

Tell us, Mister President, what was in that vial? What 

did Walt DuBois know that was worth killing him 

for?” 

A hush fell over the briefing room as everyone’s 

attention turned to Maximus, waiting to hear his 

answer. 

“That’s a fucking lie,” he seethed. “I’m warning you, 

Ms. Bennett, it would be in your best interest to shut 

the hell up and not say another word.” 

“Or what?” Fay pressed. “You’ll order a hit on me, 

too? Why don’t you tell the American people how 

many deaths you’re responsible for here in the U.S. 

because you failed to heed the warnings of scientific 

experts? Instead of taking the initiative to prevent the 

virus from spreading, you did nothing. You ignored 

all their warnings. Because of your absence of care 

and concern, the virus is now out of control and 

spreading like wildfire. How many more people have 
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to die before you realize it’s your duty as the 

Commander In Chief to do everything within your 

power to protect them?” 

“Get her out of here!” Maximus shouted. “Now!” 

“No need for an escort,” Fay sneered, once again 

pulling away from Maximus’ aide. “I’m leaving.” 

“Consider this to be your last briefing, Ms. Bennett. 

As of this moment, you’re banned from ever stepping 

foot on these premises again.” 

Maximus turned away, stopping long enough to 

whisper something in Greg Coates’ ear. He glanced 

at Fay, smirked, and walked out of the room with his 

master. 

“Holy shit, Bennett. You’re braver than me,” a 

fellow journalist told her as he gathered his notepad 

and recorder. “I’d be scared as hell to talk to him like 

that for fear of what he might do to me if I did.” 

“He wants us to fear him, Brian. But I’m not afraid 

of him. If more and more people would stand up to 

him and call him out on his deceit, who knows what 

we might accomplish.” 

“I read your article. Brilliant piece. And I know you 

well enough to know that I don’t have to question its 

legitimacy. I am curious, though, about how you 
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came to obtain all your information about his refusal 

to take action against preventing the spread of the 

virus.” 

Fay smiled and gave him a wink. “A good reporter 

never reveals her sources.” 

 

* * * * * 

 

Maximus stormed into his office with Coates close 

behind, slamming the door and angrily hurling his 

briefing notebook across the oval office, knocking a 

lamp off the desk before striking a bookcase, then 

landing face up on the blue carpet with a dull thump. 

“That bitch,” he seethed with clenched fists. “How 

dare she speak to me that way?” 

Coates remained silent. He’d seen this movie before 

and knew not to speak unless spoken to. 

“That Bennett woman may not have gotten the 

documents intended for her, Coates, but she knows 

what we’re doing. Why else would she ask the 

questions she did?” 

Maximus stood at the window behind the resolute 

desk looking out, hands shoved deep inside his 

pockets. 
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“Sue must’ve revealed to her what she knew and 

promised to follow up her claims with proof,” he said 

more to himself than to Coates. “Between Sue and 

that idiot Odessa, I wonder how much they 

divulged.” 

Coates still didn’t say anything. 

“Are you fucking deaf?” Maximus spat, turning 

away from the window. 

“My apologies, sir. I wasn’t sure if you were 

directing those questions at me or simply pondering 

them.” 

“As my second in command, I’d like to know what 

you think.” 

“About what?” 

Son of a bitch, Maximus thought. Sometimes this 

man is stupider than a wet pile of mud. 

“Do you have any thoughts about what Sue and 

Odessa might’ve told that Bennett woman?” 

“How should I know?” Coates shrugged. “Does it 

really matter now?” 

“That Bennett bitch called me out about my wife on 

national television.” 

“She’s not your wife.” 
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“You know what the fuck I mean, Greg. Bennett 

backed me into a corner.” 

“You handled it well for someone who was taken by 

surprise,” Coates sneered. “You told her and every 

other reporter in the room what they wanted or 

needed to hear.” 

“That Bennett woman isn’t going to let this matter 

rest. I’m more than familiar with her reputation for 

pursuing answers.” 

“Let her try,” Coates offered. “She’ll never find out 

anything.” 

“What makes you so sure of that?” Maximus asked, 

dropping into his chair. 

“What’s there for her to find out? Even if she calls 

every single treatment facility on the planet, she’ll 

never learn of Odessa’s whereabouts. Between your 

strict orders and medical rules about divulging 

personal information about patients, she’ll never find 

what she’s looking for.” 

“What if she uncovers the fact that Odessa isn’t in 

treatment? What if she finds out what really 

happened to her?” 

“She won’t. Trust me.” 
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Maximus groaned. “What you’re saying might be 

true, but it still doesn’t erase the fact that the Bennett 

woman knows something. That’s why she pushed me 

so hard about Odessa’s whereabouts.” 

“My advice is that you continue doing what you do 

best,” Coates said. “Deny everything, admit to 

nothing. Bennett can assume all she wants. Without 

proof of any wrongdoing on your behalf, that’s all it 

is. Assumptions.” 

Maximus rubbed his chin in thought. Nodding, he 

said, “Did you dispose of her properly?” 

“What do you think?” 

“I think I’d like a fucking answer from you, Greg. So 

I’ll ask again. Was she properly disposed of?” 

“Yes.” 

“How?” 

“Do you really want to know?” 

“Didn’t I just fucking ask?” 

“Let’s just say she went to pieces,” Coates chuckled. 

“And those pieces are currently on a cargo ship in the 

Atlantic. She’ll be shark bait by nightfall.” 

“Good. And the Mason woman?” 

“It’s taken care of as well.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

435 
 

“Your next project is destroying Fay Bennett,” 

Maximus said. “I want a warrant issued for her arrest 

immediately. It’ll be your duty to ensure she never 

makes it to jail, if you understand what I mean.” 

“Are you sure that’s a smart thing to do?” Coates 

asked. “She’s a renowned journalist with a husband 

and family. Don’t you think if she suddenly 

disappeared after confronting you at a press briefing 

that all eyes and accusations would be pointed in 

your direction?” 

“Then arrange for an accident to happen while she’s 

being transported. Make sure it’s bad enough to 

make survival impossible. I don’t want her to have 

the opportunity to print what she thinks she knows 

about me in her shitty paper.” 

“On what grounds is she being arrested?” 

“How the fuck should I know?” Maximus shouted. 

“Isn’t that your job? Make something up. I have 

friends at the justice department. Consult with one of 

them and get their input. Make sure whatever you 

come up with are charges worth filing a warrant for. 

In other words, Greg, how about you not fuck this 

one up? I want Fay Bennett to pay for what she did 

today. Is that clear enough for you?” 
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“Indeed, it is.” 

“Good. Now get the fuck out of my office and get it 

done. The sooner the better. Keep me apprised of the 

progress.” 

“Don’t I always?” Coates asked stiffly. 

“Dumb fucking dwarf,” Maximus huffed when 

Coates left his office. 

He couldn’t wait to get his hands on Bennett. Instead 

of giving the orders for her execution, he might just 

do it himself.  

Watching her die would bring him great comfort and 

joy. 

 

* * * * * 

 

“You’ll probably be receiving a call from the White 

House requesting that you take disciplinary action 

against me,” Fay told John as she entered his office. 

“Especially since I’ve been expelled from the White 

House.” 

Glancing up over the top of his glasses, he asked, 

“Who’d you piss off now?” 

“The President.” 
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John removed his glasses and placed them on his 

desk. “How?” 

“By holding his feet to the fire after he publicly 

called me a liar.” 

“In other words, you asked him uncomfortable 

questions that he didn’t want to answer, so he 

deflected and turned the tables on you.” 

“You could say that.” 

“I just did.” 

“You were right about him denying everything.” 

“He always does, especially if the accusations or 

allegations make him look bad in the public eye.” 

“According to him, Odessa has struggled with 

mental illness in the past and is currently receiving 

treatment at an undisclosed facility.” 

“Bullshit.” 

“That’s what I said, but with a different choice of 

words.” 

“As of this moment, no one’s called complaining. 

Maybe it’s not as bad as you think it is.” 

“Oh yes, it is,” Fay told him. “As pissed as he was, 

he’s probably taking a cold shower to cool off,” she 

smiled. “Or planning his retaliatory strategy against 
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me. I know it’s coming, so I won’t be surprised when 

it happens.” 

“I wouldn’t worry too much about him,” John said. 

“The president’s an asshole.” 

“With a filthy mouth,” Fay said. “He was quite 

abrasive with his language at the briefing. He even 

dropped the F-bomb a couple of times.” 

“In public?” John asked. “In front of all those 

reporters? That’s highly unusual and beyond 

unprofessional.” 

“Yep. And I’m sure every reporter there had their 

phones turned on to record the briefing.” 

“If he used that kind of language at a press 

conference, it means you pissed him off enough to 

bring out the real man that he is.” 

“I’m pretty sure I did. Both versions of him are 

disgusting.” 

“No arguments here,” John said, putting his glasses 

back on. “Go do some work. Maybe you’ll find some 

more enlightening information about that prick 

occupying the White House.” 

Fay opened her address book, picked up the phone, 

and punched in a number. 
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“Albertson’s Messenger Service,” a woman’s voice 

said. 

“This is Fay Bennett at the Washington Chronicle,” 

she said. “I’m expecting a package to be delivered. 

The sender informed me that she mailed it on Friday, 

but I haven’t received it. Is there any way you can 

check the status?” 

“Hold a moment, please,” she said. Fay could hear 

the woman’s fingernails clicking against the 

keyboard as she typed in the information. “Ms. 

Bennett?” 

“Yes?” 

“We received a package on Friday to be dispatched 

to you; however, according to the processing log, the 

packages were later retrieved.” 

“Retrieved?” 

“Yes, ma’am. There were three packages, actually.” 

“And all three were reclaimed?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“By the same person who sent them?” 

“No, ma’am.” 

“Does your log tell you who took possession of the 

packages?” 

“No, ma’am. Only the purpose given for retrieval.” 
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“What was the reason?” 

“Sent in error.” 

They knew, Fay thought as she hung up the phone. 

Someone at the White House knew Sue had 

incriminating evidence against the Maximus 

administration that she was going to use to expose 

them, had tailed her to observe her movements, 

followed her to the messenger service, then 

recovered the packages that were meant for her and 

two other journalists. 

Which meant that Maximus knew as well. Even 

while spewing his lies at the briefing and threatening 

to act against the culprit who’d leaked the 

information about the severity of the virus to her, 

he’d known it was Sue. 

Having the knowledge that it’d been his private 

secretary who’d betrayed him, things wouldn’t turn 

out well for Sue Mason. 

She should’ve waited until she was ready to leave 

town before dropping off the packages. In her 

defense, when she’d mailed them on Friday, she 

probably hadn’t expected to be called in to work on 

the weekend. Considering that she’d been followed, 

making her report for duty on what should’ve been 
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her days off, had likely been an intentional act 

perpetrated by Maximus to prevent her from leaving. 

Fay had a sinking feeling that Sue never made it out 

of DC, much less to Vermont to be with her mother. 

“Oh, Sue,” Fay breathed. “I hope you’re okay.” 

Fay typed the name Walt DuBois into the search tab 

and hit enter. The first item on the return page was a 

link to his obituary, but it provided little information 

about him, other than listing his survivors and the 

location of funeral services. Scrolling down the page, 

a headline from a local, and much smaller, 

newspaper caught her attention. Supervisor of 

Metropolitan Waterworks Found Slain Inside Plant, 

it read. 

Fay clicked the link and began reading the story. 

“Son of a bitch,” she muttered, printing a copy of the 

article and rushing into John’s office with it. 

“Read this,” she said, handing him the printed copy. 

“So?” he asked after reading it. “What’s so important 

about this?” 

“John,” Fay said, taking a seat in front of his desk. 

“Walt DuBois is the name of the man that Odessa 

told me she heard Maximus issue the hit on. Do you 

see where this man worked?” 
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“Metropolitan Waterworks. Again, so?” 

“Why would the supervisor of a water treatment 

plant possess a vial of any kind? A plant supervisor 

doesn’t perform safety tests on the water. They call 

in scientific experts for that, just like people who 

have pools call in the pool boy when the water is 

unbalanced. Which begs to question, what was in that 

vial? Who gave it to him, and for what purpose? Was 

he offered a hefty sum of money to introduce some 

kind of a poisonous liquid into the town’s water 

supply? Perhaps some type of chemical mixture that 

would have an adverse effect on unsuspecting 

consumers who ingested it? If that’s what actually 

happened, then why. What purpose could it possibly 

serve? Was it to make people sick? Or to kill them? 

What if it was a sample of the mutated strain of the 

virus that Paisley told me about, and everyone who’s 

drank or used the water has contracted the mutated 

version and passed it to others? Afterall, millions of 

people visit the city every single day. And what if, 

instead of paying him the money that they likely 

promised him to perform their dirty deed, they 

reneged and killed him instead to ensure that he 

never talked about it to anyone. Then, after killing 
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him, the assassin snagged up the only evidence that 

could’ve conceivably been traced back to the ones 

responsible.” 

“Bennett, you’re rambling like a lunatic,” John said. 

“Am I?” Fay replied. “You know how I am when my 

mind goes into overdrive.” 

“You sound like one of those conspiracy theory 

kooks that you despise so much. Although I do have 

to say that it sounds like a nice plot for a good horror 

novel.” 

“That’s just it, John,” Fay said, leaning forward in 

her chair. “What if it is a conspiracy, plotted and 

hatched by none other than Lucius Maximus 

himself?” 

“Why would he do something like that? I know you 

don’t like the guy but come on, Bennett. Alleging 

that an American president conspired with a water 

plant supervisor to infect millions of Americans with 

a mutated strain of virus with the intent to kill them?” 

“You don’t like him either,” Fay reminded him. 

“No, I don’t, but I’m not the one accusing him of 

plotting to poison the water supply that services half 

of DC.” 
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“I didn’t accuse him,” she said. “I intimated that he 

might have. What if DuBois’ death was a coverup? 

Afterall, if the man who actually did the poisoning is 

dead, how can he ever reveal who bribed him to do 

it?” 

John picked up his mug of coffee, glanced into the 

cup, then set it back down on the desk. “Thanks, 

Bennett. I’ll never enjoy the office coffee again.” 

“What’s wrong, John?” Fay smiled. “You’re not 

afraid to drink it, are you?” 

John grunted in agitation. 

“Right now, it’s only a theory,” Fay said. “But what 

if I’m right about the whole thing? Sue said 

something strange to me on our last call. At the time, 

I didn’t understand what she meant. Now that I know 

all this, it makes me wonder if she knew something 

else that she never got a chance to tell me. I think the 

matter needs to be looked further into.” 

“What’d she say to you that was so strange?” 

“She told me not to drink the water.” 

“Son of a bitch,” John muttered. “Why didn’t you tell 

me that before you let me drink that cup of coffee?” 
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“I only just now thought about it,” Fay shrugged. 

“So, do I have your permission to delve deeper into 

this?” 

“Tread carefully, Bennett,” John warned her. “I’m to 

be apprised of any and everything you find out. 

Nothing, and I mean absolutely nothing, goes to print 

without my approval. This isn’t an average, everyday 

citizen you’re dealing with,” he reminded her. 

“You’re about to poke an extremely angry grizzly 

bear. Are you prepared to handle the fallout?” 

“Yes. Just because he’s the president doesn’t mean 

he’s above the law. If he’s committed a crime, then 

he needs to be held accountable.” 

“Find the proof first. Not feelings or allegations of 

wrong-doing, Bennett. Actual, bona fide proof.” 

“I won’t stop until I do,” she said, rising from her 

chair. Pausing at the door, she turned back to John. 

“You don’t have anything to worry about with your 

office coffee. Enjoy it to your heart’s content. It’s 

always made with bottled water.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 

 

Ames, Iowa 

Fresh tears flowed as Jamie stared at the small dirt 

mound through the backdoor window. Never had she 

experienced such deep pain and grief. With no one 

else around to provide her with any sense of comfort, 

she was forced to face it alone. 

For the past three days, she’d barely been able to 

move from the couch, weeping while staring blankly 

at cartoons, mourning the loss of her family. 

She was empty inside. No life, no spirit, no desire. 

Again she’d scavenged her aunt’s cabinets, drawers, 

and medicine chest in search of something, anything, 

that would permanently rid her of the heavy sorrow 

she’d been dealt. Unfortunately, there was nothing 

there she could take, compelling her to live with her 

pain and suffering. Unfortunately, she’d have to 

continue to do exactly that until death came for her, 

which she’d repeatedly prayed would happen soon. 

How she missed everyone and longed for their 

return, aching to cradle Kirk in her arms one more 

time while singing him a lullaby, to tell Ben how 
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much she loved and missed him. But none of those 

things were ever to be. They were all gone. Forever.  

Glancing at the shed, she considered burying her 

family instead of leaving them in the shed in the 

blazing heat to decay. As badly as she wanted to, 

digging three separate graves was not a job she could 

do on her own. The second choice would be to dig 

one grave deep and wide enough to hold three bodies 

and bury them all together. That was a more 

comforting thought than the one she’d had of leaving 

them exposed in the shed. If she dug at night when it 

wasn’t so hot, she could finish it within a few hours. 

Then it’d be done, and she wouldn’t have to worry 

about it anymore. 

God, she thought. I can’t believe I’m even having to 

consider such a horrible thing as having to bury my 

own loved ones in a pompous fucking grave. 

Although it wasn’t much solace, she knew she wasn’t 

the only person going through such a tremendous 

loss. It was happening all over the world, and the 

most agonizing thing about it was not knowing 

exactly what they were dealing with. She’d not been 

able to find any detailed information about it, so she 

assumed the disease was a deadly viral strain. What 
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few news stories she’d seen about it were vague and 

only reported an unprecedented number of deaths 

due to ‘flu-like symptoms,’ but with no specific 

details. 

In the same sense that there’d been an extremely high 

number of deaths, surely there were also more people 

than her, Bud, the snotty-nosed man, and the 

pharmacist who’d survived, so where in the hell were 

they? There’d been no one in the pharmacy when 

she’d gone there, and only a few cars in the parking 

lot at the grocery store across the street. Was 

everyone in Ames dead or had survivors chosen to 

stay inside, fearing that if they ventured out into the 

open, they’d be stricken down, too? How many 

residents had abandoned their homes and jobs and 

left town? Although Ames wasn’t a vast city, it still 

had a population of nearly seventy thousand. Surely 

there had to be other survivors. When she’d driven 

into town, she’d done so with only one thing on her 

mind – finding Kirk medication to bring his fever 

down. Community inspection had never even 

crossed her mind. Now that she was alone in a city 

that wasn’t her home, one that she was only vaguely 

familiar with, and a place where she had no friends, 
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she felt the urge to find out. She had to know, and she 

wouldn’t be able to rest until she did. 

The city she remembered from childhood had 

changed over the years, growing and expanding 

commercially and denizen-wise. That much was 

obvious during her trip to the drug store. Although 

she was basically a stranger in Ames, she felt 

confident she could find her way around easily 

enough without getting lost. 

Jamie finished her coffee and placed the cup in the 

sink. In the living room, the television blared one of 

Kirk’s favorite cartoons from the Boomerang 

Network. She had no interest in watching them, but 

the silence inside the house was too overbearing, so 

she left them on for comfort’s sake. 

Had she not passed through the living room at the 

exact moment she did, she might not have ever 

thought about a more suitable way of trying to 

contact survivors other than driving around looking 

for them. 

In the cartoon, Huckleberry Hound was playing the 

role of a police officer, dressed in a blue uniform, and 

driving a cruiser when “calling all cars, calling all 

cars,” blasted through his police radio. 
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Jamie remembered that at one time, her uncle had 

been a fervent owner and user of a CB radio, but she 

wasn’t sure if he’d given up the hobby, or if he even 

still owned one. 

It wasn’t in the living room or the bedroom that she’d 

shared with Ben and Kirk, or in the guest room where 

her parents had slept. The fourth bedroom had been 

converted into Ida’s sewing and crafting room, so it 

was doubtful it’d be in there. After a quick peek 

inside, she realized she was right. 

If the radio were still in the house, there were only 

two other places it could be. The attic or the 

basement. She wasn’t thrilled about looking in either. 

One, because they’d both be dusty, dirty, and likely 

full of spiders, cobwebs, and other types of bugs. 

Two, it’d take too long to search box by box trying 

to find it. 

“Shit,” she muttered. “Guess I can kill two birds with 

one stone,” she said, picking up her keys and heading 

out the door. 

The section of town she’d been in only days before 

looked the same, except for the snotty-nosed man 

who’d confronted her. He was lying on the corner 

sidewalk next to the pharmacy, his backside facing 
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the street. She didn’t know if he was dead or 

sleeping, and she didn’t intend to stop and find out. 

Three cars were parked at the grocery store, but she 

didn’t see a soul in sight as she passed by. 

Downtown wasn’t much different. Two people sat on 

a bench in a park across the street from a tall office 

building. For a moment, she considered stopping to 

inquire about any information they may have. With 

other, much more important tasks to finish, she 

passed them by. 

There were multiple fast-food and walk-in 

restaurants on the main street of town. Most of them 

appeared to be closed or void of customers. 

Next to one of several banks in town was a small strip 

mall that fortunately had an electronics store, 

noticing as she pulled in how scarce of vehicles the 

lot was. 

Only two employees were on duty in the store. One 

on the floor and one at the register. The cashier 

looked like she was bored as hell and counting down 

the minutes until closing time. 

“Do you carry CB radios?” Jamie asked, stepping up 

to the register. 
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Without looking up from her magazine, a purple-

haired girl pointed and said, “All the way to the 

back.” 

Other than knowing that they were used to 

communicate with other users, Jamie had no clue 

what to look for in one, except that she wanted an 

inexpensive brand that worked adequately and 

performed the job she wanted it to do. 

“Can I help you find something?” the floor sales 

associate asked, donning a surgical mask before 

approaching her. “No offense,” he told her. “Just 

taking precautions.” 

“None taken. I need a CB radio.” 

“We only have a couple left,” he told her, removing 

the lock on the glass storage case. “They’re both of 

excellent quality, but not the best ones on the 

market.” 

“Can I broadcast with it?” 

“Yes,” he laughed. “That’s what they’re for. Are you 

wanting to use it as a hobby, for work, what?” 

“Fun,” she lied. “How far away will the signal 

reach?” 

“Anywhere,” he answered. “Of course, you’ll only 

be able to reach others who are also using one.” 
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“Anywhere inside the United States?” 

“Definitely.” 

“Sounds good.” 

The salesperson scratched, then shook his head. “I 

don’t know what the sudden interest in these things 

are, but if you buy one of these, it’ll be the seventh 

I’ve sold in a week.” 

“Why is that unusual?” 

“Because we usually sell maybe one or two a year. 

They’re just not as popular as they used to be.” 

His statement confirmed her suspicions. If he’d sold 

radios in the past week, that meant there were more 

survivors in Ames besides the ones she already knew 

about. 

“Tell me something, Jeff,” she said, looking at his 

work badge. “Have you or anyone in your family 

been sick lately? Has anyone close to you died 

recently?” 

Jeff nodded. “My dad died last week with the flu,” 

he said. “Or at least that’s what my mom thinks it 

was. Me, I’m not so sure. I’ve never known of 

anyone who got so sick so fast with the flu then just 

suddenly died. But my dad did. It was the strangest 

thing I’ve ever seen.” 
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“He didn’t go to the doctor or to the emergency 

room?” 

“Mom took him to the ER herself because the phone 

lines to the ambulance service were down. She 

couldn’t get through to 9-1-1.” 

Jamie knew exactly what he meant. She’d had the 

same problem herself. However, that was several 

days before. Was it possible that the phone lines were 

still inoperable after all this time? 

“Jeff, I know it’s none of my business, but can you 

tell me when your father passed away?” 

“Two days ago.” 

From the day of the death of her parents until the 

death of Jeff’s dad two days prior, why were calls to 

the emergency line still not going through? That was 

unheard of. What the hell was really going on in 

Ames? 

“He never got seen at the ER,” Jeff told her. “There 

were way too many other people there with the exact 

same sickness as my dad. He didn’t want to wait 

hours to be seen, so my mom brought him back home 

and put him to bed. That’s where he stayed until he 

died.” 

“Are you and your mom doing okay health wise?” 
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“Yeah,” he shrugged. “We miss my dad, but neither 

of us are sick.” 

“I’m sure you do miss him,” Jamie said kindly. “I’m 

very sorry for your loss.” 

“There’s something really strange going on around 

here,” Jeff whispered. 

“Such as?” She already knew what he was referring 

to, but perhaps he’d be able to offer some additional 

information about it, maybe something she wasn’t 

aware of. 

“Lots of people in Ames have died recently. So 

many, in fact, that the four funeral homes here were 

unable to keep up with the overflow. They had to 

burn bodies to keep from stinking up the place. What 

can cause that many people to die at once? If I didn’t 

know any better, I’d swear there was a deadly plague 

going around killing people. Surely the news would 

tell us about it if that’s what was happening, wouldn’t 

they?” 

“I would think so,” Jamie replied, not believing her 

own answer. If people all over the world were dying 

in record-breaking numbers like they were in Ames, 

then it was an issue that wasn’t being talked about. 
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Not by the news, and not by the government. She 

found that to be both troubling and disturbing. 

“That’s why me and my mom buried my dad in our 

backyard,” Jeff offered. “We didn’t want his body to 

be burned in a pile of complete strangers, or lay 

rotting in his bed. We did what we had to do. We’re 

not proud of it, but what other choice did we have?” 

Jamie felt his agony. Like him, she too had buried a 

loved one, and still needed to bury three more. 

“Have you lost anyone to this sickness?” Jeff asked. 

Jamie thought about the small mound in the 

backyard, and about the task that still faced her. 

“No,” she replied, wishing not to discuss her only 

child’s death. 

“You’re lucky,” Jeff said. 

Jamie smiled. “Is everything I need to use this thing 

included?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do I need an antenna?” 

“No, not with this model. All you have to do is plug 

it in, find an open channel, and start talking.” 

“Sounds easy enough,” Jamie said with a smile. “I’ll 

take it.” 
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“Cash only,” the girl with the purple hair told her 

when she handed her a credit card. “The machines 

are down.” 

Fortunately, removing all their money from the bank 

had been one of the first things Ben had done once 

they’d decided to evacuate, figuring that losing 

power would cause the closing of businesses, 

including banks. Since nothing remained in Florida, 

she now knew that’d been an excellent decision. 

Most of her cash was stashed away inside a dresser 

drawer at her aunt’s house to be used for 

emergencies, never considering that she might get 

stranded in Ames for an indefinite period. With no 

operable ATM’s or check cashing services, every 

purchase she’d need to make from that point forward 

would have to be paid for from the emergency 

stockpile. Hopefully, she wouldn’t need much. Once 

the money was gone, she’d be broke with no means 

of getting more. Good thing she’d thought to put a 

couple hundred dollars in her purse before leaving 

the house, or else she wouldn’t have been able to 

purchase the radio. 

“Out of curiosity, how long have the machines been 

down?” 
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“Since last night,” the girl answered, passing Jamie 

her change. 

“Has anyone been in contact with you to let you 

know when they might be restored? I’m only asking 

in case I have to come back for another purchase,” 

Jamie added in response to the girl’s puzzled 

expression. “To make sure I come with cash.” 

“No, haven’t heard from anyone.” 

Jamie placed the bag in the trunk and hopped into the 

car, letting it idle with the air conditioner running 

while thinking about the credit card machine in the 

electronics store being offline, wondering if it was 

only a temporary problem, or if it was one more odd 

event to add to the consortium of weirdness that’d 

been happening lately. 

Since she was next door to a bank, she figured she 

might as well go inside and try to use her credit card 

for a cash advance in order to determine whether the 

machine at the store was an isolated incident, or if the 

problem was more widespread.  

In less than five minutes, she was back inside her car 

without the cash advance. Like the electronics store, 

their teller machines and ATM’s were all offline with 

no idea when service might be restored. 
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Jamie continued driving around town, searching for 

signs of life. She couldn’t tell which businesses 

remained in operation, and which ones didn’t. White 

paper signs with messages written in black marker 

were visible on some of the doors and windows, 

some businesses had no message at all, while others 

had free standing marquees in the front with 

“CLOSED” posted in black block letters. 

Honking her horn as she drove slowly through 

neighborhoods, she watched to see if anyone opened 

their doors or pulled back their curtains to see who 

the fool was that was making so much noise. Only a 

few dared to take a peek, quickly letting curtains and 

blinds fall back into place without responding. Of 

those she saw, she wondered how many of them had 

been tasked with the grueling chore of burying their 

own loved ones as she and Jeff had. God help all 

those who’d been pressed to carry that heavy burden. 

Either a vast amount of the population in Ames was 

dead, as she’d suspected, or they were too scared to 

go outside or even look out a window for fear that 

someone might see them and ask to seek safe shelter 

inside their homes. The ambience that shrouded the 

city of Ames was eerie and dreadful.  
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Forgoing the idea of picking up fast food to take 

home and eat while she set up the radio, she decided 

it’d be a better idea to stop and pick up a few 

groceries before purchasing food was no longer an 

option. 

There wasn’t much left to choose from. Most of the 

shelves were completely empty. The few boxes and 

bags that remained were either torn open or the 

plastic wrapping ripped, spilling their contents onto 

the shelves and floor. 

“Is the store always this lightly staffed?” Jamie asked 

as she put her few items on the counter to check out. 

“No,” the cashier answered softly, seemingly afraid 

that she might be overheard. “Several of our staff 

members have died. The ones who are still alive are 

refusing to come to work. To be honest, I almost 

called in today myself,” she said, using a battery-

operated calculator to total the items before placing 

them in plastic bags. 

“Did they all die from this mysterious illness that’s 

going around?” Jamie asked curiously. 

“Probably,” the girl replied. “That seems to be the 

only thing killing folks these days.” 
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“Why don’t the owners just close the store for now?” 

Jamie asked. “It doesn’t make much sense to me to 

keep it open if everyone’s too sick to shop or come 

to work.” 

“Or dead,” the cashier added. “From your lips to 

God’s ears. It’s all about making money.” 

“And not providing for the community?” Jamie 

asked. “Although there isn’t much left to provide 

them with at the moment.” 

“That, too,” the girl agreed. “But mostly, it’s about 

the money.” 

“It really is a shame what’s taking place,” Jamie said 

as she paid for her items. “You take care and be 

careful out there.” 

On the way to her car, Jamie noticed that the snotty-

nosed bum was still lying on the sidewalk in the same 

position he’d been in earlier, wondering how anyone 

could sleep that long on a hot, hard sidewalk and why 

the pharmacist hadn’t come outside to shoo him 

away from his store. Because the man isn’t sleeping, 

she thought. He’s dead. Maybe the pharmacist is 

dead, too. He’d kept wiping his nose when she’d been 

in the store, assuring her it was allergies. What if 

he’d actually been infected and simply chose not to 
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disclose that to her? Would it have really mattered? 

She’d tended to four family members who’d died 

from it, exposed to it in every way possible. Yet, she 

still showed no signs of being sick. Unfortunately. 

Getting into her car, Jamie was surprised when a 

small brown, wire-haired terrier ran up to the car, 

panting and wagging its tail. The dog wore a collar 

with identification tags on it but was unaccompanied. 

She didn’t see anyone in the parking lot who may 

have been the owner. If it’d jumped out the window 

of one of the few cars in the lot, it’d been left alone 

in the blistering sun because no one ran after it or was 

calling for it. Maybe the owner was in the store. She 

should wait a few minutes to see if anyone came out 

and noticed their dog was missing from their vehicle. 

Seeing the dog made Jamie consider something she 

hadn’t thought about until that moment. How many 

domesticated animals had been trapped inside their 

homes with deceased owners and no one to come and 

let them out or rescue them? When was the last time 

they’d been watered or fed? Her mind had been more 

focused on the loss of human life, not contemplating 

that animals with no one to tend to them were also 

victims. 
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Jamie picked the dog up and looked at the tags. The 

dog’s name was Penelope, and her owner’s phone 

number was engraved in a red heart that hung from 

her collar. “Geesh,” she exclaimed, wrinkling her 

nose. The poor thing’s fur reeked of the smell of 

decay. Either she’d been inside a house with 

deceased owners, or she’d found a dead carcass 

outside to roll around in. “No offense, but you’re 

putrid.” Penelope wagged her tail wildly, her pink 

tongue dangling out the side of her mouth, happy and 

relieved that she’d found another living soul. 

The thick stench of human rot in the dog’s fur 

revealed that she hadn’t escaped from one of the 

parked cars, nor was her owner inside the store. 

There was no way in hell she’d leave the helpless dog 

in the parking lot where she’d undoubtedly wander 

around aimlessly or run into the street and get struck 

by a passing car.  

“How would you like to come home with me?” Jamie 

asked, scratching the top of her head. She could use 

the company, even if the company couldn’t converse. 

Just having a living being around, even if that being 

was a canine, would be a welcomed and comforting 

change. “First rule of order,” Jamie said, putting the 
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dog in the passenger seat and closing the door. 

“You’re getting a bath.” 

Penelope loved the warm, soapy water, lying down 

in the tub while Jamie scrubbed and rinsed her off. 

The dog had been well taken care of and showed no 

signs of malnourishment. If she’d gone without 

eating or drinking, it hadn’t been long enough to 

affect her health. 

A tinge of guilt rushed over Jamie as she washed the 

dog, wondering if her owner was alive and frantically 

looking for her, scolding themselves for allowing her 

to rush out an opened door, maybe too elderly to 

chase after her and hoping she’d return home on her 

own. She certainly wouldn’t drive back to the store 

and dump her off, but what she would do in a couple 

of days was go back into town and check to see if any 

signs had been posted for a lost dog. If there were, 

then she’d gladly return her. Until then, she’d keep 

her safe. 

Penelope shook off the excess water and ran out of 

the bathroom, zipping from one room to another, 

obviously happy to be off the streets. 

“Are you hungry?” Jamie asked, leading the dog into 

the kitchen. “I don’t have much to offer you,” she 
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said, opening and closing cabinet doors. “How about 

some tuna until I can get you some dog food?” 

The dog wolfed the tuna down in seconds, licking her 

chops afterwards and staring up at Jamie as if to say, 

“is that it?” 

Jamie glanced out the door window, seeing Kirk’s 

small mound and reminding herself of the tough 

chore that lay ahead while reconsidering her decision 

about burying them. It might be best if she left them 

where they were, covered with a blue tarp and locked 

inside the shed. The thought of moving them and 

having to look at their decomposing bodies turned 

her stomach. If Bud saw her digging a hole in the 

backyard in the middle of the night, he might offer to 

lend her a hand again, but even considering his help 

didn’t erase the images she’d concocted in her head 

of how her loved one's might appear after several 

days of being covered up out in the scorching heat.  

Then another thought struck her. Besides Bud, had 

anyone else seen her digging Kirk’s grave or hauling 

the bodies of her family out to the woodshed? What 

if they thought she’d killed them all and was 

disposing of the bodies? Wouldn’t they have called 

the police? What charges could she face for the 
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improper disposal of corpses? Would they be serious 

enough to send her to prison? Or had the neighbors 

looked the other way because they’d found 

themselves in the same boat as her, forced to take 

care of a problem that should’ve been overseen by a 

funeral home, yet they’d been forced to do the 

unthinkable because the proper services weren’t 

available? If that was indeed happening, then it was 

only a matter of time before the entire neighborhood 

became one massive graveyard. 

Unpacking the CB radio, Jamie briefly read the 

instructions before setting it up on a bookshelf next 

to the television. She’d sleep on the couch tonight in 

case someone tried to get through during the night. If 

she slept in the bedroom, she’d never hear them. If 

she stayed close, she wouldn’t miss any calls. 

The radio came equipped with forty channels. Not 

knowing which one would provide the best 

frequency, she turned the dial to “1”, spoke into the 

microphone, moving on to the next channel when she 

got no response. 

Jamie scanned through the instructions again to see 

if maybe she’d missed the part that explained which 
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channel to tune in to for the best results, but there 

weren’t any recommendations.  

If her cell phone had service, she could use it to do 

an Internet search, but the provider service died at the 

same time the hurricane struck Florida. In light of the 

aftermath of the storm, it was safe to say that her 

service would never be restored. Her aunt didn’t own 

a computer, swearing they were the devil’s work, 

refusing to allow one inside her home. She had her 

laptop with her, but without Internet service, it was 

useless. She could link up with Wi-Fi, but she’d need 

a password to make a connection and she didn’t 

know anyone who lived there well enough to ask to 

borrow their services. Not that it made much of a 

difference, since everyone was probably dead, 

anyway. 

Phones were different, though, because Internet 

service wasn’t required. Only a nearby cell tower 

was needed. 

She’d turned her phone off shortly after losing 

service to save battery time. With all the deaths, 

sadness, and distractions, she hadn’t turned it back 

on to see if it was operable. 
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Opening the drawer on the nightstand next to her bed, 

Jamie retrieved her phone and turned it on, waiting 

anxiously for it to boot up. Within seconds, the text 

message notifier dinged, but Jamie didn’t recognize 

the number of the person who’d sent it, dismissing it 

as unwanted spam. 

Five bars appeared across the top of the screen, 

indicating that the phone was receiving an excellent 

signal. Conducting a quick search on CB radio 

channels, Jamie learned that the most recommended 

channel to use was nineteen, or twenty-four if the 

reception for nineteen was too poor. 

Returning to the living room, Jamie placed her phone 

on the coffee table, flipped the channel dial to 

nineteen, and picked up the microphone. 

“Breaker, breaker,” she said, pausing before 

continuing. “Hello? Is anyone out there? Can anyone 

hear me?” 

After several failed attempts at making contact, 

Jamie laid the microphone down and turned the 

volume up in case someone tried to get through. 

Her phone beeped again, this time signaling a missed 

call. 
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It was the same number as the text, with an area code 

of five-one-seven. She had no idea what location the 

area code belonged to. The only ones she was 

familiar with were Florida’s, and that wasn’t one of 

them. 

Penelope had made herself completely at home and 

was fast asleep in her uncle’s recliner, whiskers and 

toes twitching as she chased imaginary rabbits in her 

dreams. 

A sudden ear-piercing, shrill warning alert erupted 

from the television, startling Jamie. She stared in 

wide-eyed amazement at the message displayed on 

the screen.  

“DUE TO TECHNICAL DIFFICULTIES, WE 

ARE TEMPORARILY OFF THE AIR.” 

Jamie turned the volume down and switched from 

channel to channel. The same unnerving message 

was being broadcast on every single one. 

“What the hell?” she muttered. “How is it possible 

for all the television stations to be off the air at the 

same time?” 

Maybe there was a cable outage affecting the 

reception and servicemen were toiling diligently to 

get it restored. 
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Or there could be another reason for the outage, one 

too grim to think about, but one that was certainly a 

possibility. 

Perhaps the virus had wiped out all the anchors and 

news station staff, leaving no one left to broadcast 

and air the news. 

She left the television on so that she’d know when, 

or if, service was ever restored. 

Jamie plopped down on the couch and picked up her 

phone, curious to know who’d been trying to get 

ahold of her. 

“Oh, my God,” she gasped as she read the first text, 

then burst into tears. 

Jamie, it read. Sorry it’s taken me so long to contact 

you, but we lost phone service and had to get a new 

provider in our current location. Grab my new 

number and store it in your phone. We decided 

(almost at the last minute) to evacuate before the 

storm hit. Got caught up in horrible traffic on the 

way out, but finally made it to Michigan unscathed. I 

have a lot to tell you. Please call me ASAP. Roz. 

It was her best friend from Canal Point, the one she’d 

been so disappointed not to hear from, the one she’d 
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thought had perished in the hurricane. She was alive 

and in Michigan. 

Jamie’s hand trembled as she punched in the number. 

Roz answered on the second ring. 

“It’s about time,” she said. “I was beginning to think 

you weren’t going to call me.” 

“I only got your message a little while ago,” Jamie 

replied. “I didn’t recognize the number, so I didn’t 

read it right away.” 

“You just got them?” Roz exclaimed. “I sent them 

two days ago.” 

“My phone was turned off,” Jamie explained. “Since 

I didn’t have any service, I thought it best not to run 

the battery down.” 

“Excuses, excuses,” Roz teased. 

“I am so happy to hear from you, Roz,” Jamie 

gushed. “I thought you were… well.” 

“Dead?” 

“Yes.” 

“Probably would be if I hadn’t been able to pound 

some sense into Ted’s head and convince him to get 

us the hell out of there.” 

“How is Ted?” 
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Roz momentarily grew silent. Softly, she said, “I told 

you in my message we have a lot to talk about.” 

“The virus?” Jamie asked. 

“Yes. My parents and brother, too. Jamie, it was 

awful.” 

“I know all too well.” 

“You, too?” 

“Unfortunately.” 

“Who?” 

“My aunt, mom and dad, Ben,” Jamie choked up. 

“Kirk.” 

“Oh, Jamie, no,” Roz cried. “I am so, so sorry.” 

“Me, too, and for you. Where are you?” 

“Eaton Rapids, Michigan,” Roz answered. “Ted had 

family up here, so this is where we ended up. How 

about you? Where are you?” 

“Ames, Iowa.” 

“Wow,” Roz said. “We’re practically neighbors. 

You’re only a few hours away from me.” 

“Are you there alone, or do you have someone with 

you?” 

“Just me and Skeets,” she answered. Skeets was her 

miniature Poodle, spoiled worse than any child ever 
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could be. Roz had no children, but she considered her 

dog to be a child. 

“Are you planning on staying there indefinitely?” 

Jamie asked. 

“Where else can I go? There’s nothing left in Florida 

to go back to. Have you seen any of the pictures that 

are coming out?” 

“No,” Jamie admitted. “I’ve been somewhat 

preoccupied. I haven’t really been interested in the 

news.” 

“I understand that feeling all too well, my friend. Do 

yourself a favor and don’t look at any of them. 

They’re heartbreaking.” 

“That bad, huh?” 

“Worse than you can imagine.” 

“Roz, I just had a crazy idea,” Jamie said, chewing 

her lip in thought. “If you say yes, I think it’d be great 

for both of us.” 

“Alright, I’m listening.” 

“You’re alone, and I’m alone, so why don’t you pack 

up your things and come here?” 

When Roz didn’t answer right away, Jamie expected 

her to say no without even giving it any thought. 

“Are you serious?” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

474 
 

“Yes, I’m serious. You’ve already said you’re only a 

few hours away. There’s plenty of room here, and we 

could both use the company, don’t you think?” 

“What about Skeets?” 

“He’s just as welcome as you are. Then Penelope will 

have a friend, too.” 

“Penelope?” 

“A dog I found,” Jamie said. “I brought her home to 

live with me.” 

“Iowa, huh?” 

“Yep. It’s really not that bad here. Living-wise, I 

mean.” 

“You say that now,” Roz said. “Let’s see if you still 

feel that way come winter.” 

Jamie laughed. “I’m a Floridian. I’ll probably freeze 

my ass off. But so will you because it gets cold in 

Michigan, too.” 

“Good point.” 

“I bought a CB radio today.” 

“Are you that bored?” 

“No. It’s to see if I can contact other survivors. I have 

to know how widespread this thing is and how many 

have died.” 
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“I can vaguely answer those two questions for you 

right now. It’s a worldwide pandemic and deaths are 

in the millions.” 

“How do you know this?” 

“Reading online forums, chat rooms, that kind of 

thing. There’s certainly no news coverage about it. 

None that I’ve seen, anyway.” 

“Same here, and right now, all the cable channels are 

off the air. I have no idea what’s going on, but it’s 

weird.” 

“The whole damn thing is weird, Jamie. Everywhere 

I look and everything I read is about people asking 

tons of questions but getting no answers, so they’re 

running on assumptions, trying to provide answers 

for themselves. There are tons of conspiracy theories 

out there, too.” 

“Such as?” 

“That’s a conversation we need to have face to face.” 

“Does that mean you’re coming?” 

“I think I just might,” Roz answered. “If you were 

serious, that is.” 

“I’m so glad to hear you say that,” Jamie told her. 

“This is the happiest I’ve felt in a while.” 
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“Tell you what,” Roz said. “I’ll get things in order 

here. Cleaning, laundry, that sort of thing, just so I 

don’t leave the place a mess. I’ll pack tomorrow and 

hit the road the next morning. How does that sound?” 

“Wonderful,” Jamie answered. “Can’t wait to see 

you.” 

“Same here. I’m sure we’ll have a lot to talk about 

when I get there,” Roz said. “Just not all in one day.” 

“Sounds good to me. See you in a couple of days. 

Drive safe.” 

“I will.” 

Jamie didn’t think her day could’ve ended any better. 

She’d found a furry friend to love and care for and 

also discovered that the best friend she’d thought was 

dead was actually alive and coming to Iowa to be 

with her. With all the pain and tragedy she’d suffered 

over the last week, it was nice to feel something 

positive, and she was genuinely excited that she 

would no longer be alone. 

“Hello?” 

Jamie gawked at the CB radio, startled and surprised 

when a woman’s voice suddenly blared through the 

speaker. 

“Is anyone there?” 
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CHAPTER FORTY 

 

Bethesda, Maryland 

“Fay,” Clay said excitedly, meeting her at the door 

and practically dragging her inside. “You’ve got to 

come see this,” he exclaimed, taking her by the hand 

and leading her to his den. 

What he seemed so keen to show her couldn’t 

possibly be more interesting than the day she’d had, 

spending hours on the phone trying to gather more 

information about Walt DuBois and calling every 

mental health facility in the DC area attempting to 

locate Odessa. 

Mr. DuBois was practically a nobody. He had no 

family and no friends as far as she could tell, basing 

her decision on conversations she’d had with several 

of his co-workers. The only information any of them 

could offer was that he was an excellent employee 

and even better supervisor. None of them socialized 

with him outside of work, so they couldn’t provide 

her with any details about his personal life. 

Walt DuBois was exactly the type of person who 

Maximus needed to execute his devious plan, 
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whatever the hell it might’ve been. He was alone, 

vulnerable, poor, and wouldn’t be missed by anyone. 

His death was a murder case that would never be 

solved since it involved Lucius Maximus. 

None of the facilities she’d called had a patient by 

the name of Odessa Maximus or Odessa Turner, nor 

did any of them have a patient fitting the description 

of the First Lady. There was always the chance that 

if she truly were admitted to a treatment hospital, 

she’d done so under a false name. The likelihood was 

high that even if she was at one of the treatment 

centers in the area, the staff had been instructed not 

to release any information about her. It was also 

possible that she’d been admitted to a treatment 

center in another state. Fay could spend the rest of 

her life trying to obtain out of town information and 

still never have an answer. By continuing to try to 

locate her, she was repeatedly jamming her head into 

a brick wall, and the only thing she would 

accomplish by doing so was a concussion. Chances 

were that she’d seen and heard the last of Odessa 

Maximus. 

Because of the HIPAA laws, she could understand 

not disclosing any medical information about her. 
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However, confirming the admission of a patient did 

not violate the rules of either the facility or the 

HIPAA requirements. 

Taking that into consideration, Fay was convinced 

that Odessa wasn’t in a treatment facility anywhere. 

Not in or outside of DC. Unfortunately, because of 

the president’s power and orders to leave her alone, 

she’d never be able to prove it. 

“What are you so excited about?” 

“It’s not excitement,” Clay panted. “What you see in 

me is fear. I’m scared shitless, Fay. You will be, too, 

after you hear what this man has to say.” 

A video on his computer screen had ended, but he’d 

left the link open so he could replay it for Fay. He’d 

been afraid to close it for fear that it would disappear 

and no longer be available for viewing. 

“Another one of your funny cat shows?” Fay asked 

with a smile, quickly dismissing the notion. Cat 

videos wouldn’t raise in her husband the level of fear 

he currently displayed. 

“If only. Sit down,” he said, pulling out the chair and 

standing behind her. “Did you talk to Jason?” 

“No,” Fay answered. “He never showed up for work 

today and no one’s heard from him.” 
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“That’s not coincidental at all,” Clay said snidely. “I 

hope he’s okay.” 

“Me, too.” 

“It doesn’t really matter whether he can tell us what 

he knows,” Clay said. “This video is a confession. 

Everyone who watches it will know what’s 

happening and who started it.” 

“A confession?” Fay asked. “About what?” 

“Watch the video, then you’ll have the answers to 

every question you’ve asked,” Clay told her. “Press 

play when you’re ready.” 

The video was grainy, of mediocre quality, and 

recorded in an undisclosed location that looked to be 

a basement or storeroom. The only light available 

was provided either from a low wattage overhead 

bulb or a nearby lamp. Even though the room was 

dimly lit, she could tell that the image on the screen 

was the top of someone’s bowed head. Fay gasped in 

surprise when he slowly looked up, revealing his 

identity. 

“I know him,” she exclaimed. “That’s Dr. Anthony 

Foster. He’s a research scientist at the institute and 

was a member of Maximus’ administration until 

Maximus fired him.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

481 
 

Looking directly into the camera, he spoke. 

“Some of you may know who I am, others may not. 

When I’m finished saying what needs to be said, 

everyone who sees and hears this video will know me. 

Unfortunately, I won’t be remembered as a martyr, 

but as a traitor who betrayed his country in the worst 

way imaginable. You may also wonder why I’ve 

chosen such an unconventional means of 

communicating my message to you. There’s a reason 

for that. One that I’ll get to before I finish.” 

“What the hell’s going on?” Fay whispered. 

“Shh,” Clay said, placing his hands on her shoulders. 

“Listen.” 

“My name is Dr. Anthony Foster. I’m an 

immunologist for the Arlington Research Institute for 

the Study of Viral Diseases,” he began, clearing his 

throat and shifting nervously in his seat. 

“Approximately six months ago, I received a 

telephone call ordering me to carry out a task that 

was against everything I believe in and everything I 

stand for. By folding to this nefarious demand, I 

violated all my ethics, including my medical oath as 

a doctor. I had my reasons for giving in. The truth is, 

I wasn’t given a choice. 
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“I was instructed to create a lethal viral disease that 

was sustainable in water, deadly to the human race, 

and one that couldn’t be treated with medication. 

Upon my questioning why such a request was being 

made, I was informed that it was needed for a 

classified experiment that was being conducted by a 

group of unknown scientists at an undisclosed 

location. Initially, I denied the request and instructed 

the caller that he needed to go through the proper 

channels and follow protocol to fulfill his request. As 

you can imagine, that didn’t go well. At the time, I 

had no understanding of why a request for a lethal 

toxin was being done so secretly. Considering the 

astronomical number of deaths that have happened 

worldwide, I do now. It was never meant to be used 

by scientists to create a biological weapon, as I was 

led to believe, but for much darker and reprehensible 

reasons. And it’s all my fault,” he said, looking away 

from the camera momentarily. “All my damn fault. I 

am so deeply sorry for what I’ve done and for the 

unnecessary pain that I’ve put upon all of you. I hope 

that when I’ve finished explaining everything, you 

will at least understand why I did what I did.  
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“After expounding the dangers and hazards 

associated with creating such a toxic weapon, he told 

me he didn’t care about any of that because he 

wouldn’t be the one handling it. He was adamant 

about having his way. Again, I refused, which 

angered him to where he used my six-year-old 

daughter as leverage against me, threatening to 

dismember her while making me watch. He even had 

a photo of her and texted it to me to prove that he 

knew who she was, where we lived, where she went 

to school, even where my wife worked. He used 

threats of bodily harm against my family to compel 

me into complying with his sinister demand, knowing 

I would’ve never stood by and allowed harm to come 

to my precious child, even if that meant doing what 

he’d instructed me to do.” 

“Who is ‘he’?” Fay whispered. 

“Be patient, babe. He’s getting there.” 

“None of that matters anymore. Nothing does. My 

wife and daughter are both dead now, victims of a 

virus that I created. I’m tired. So damned tired. Tired 

of hiding, tired of pretending none of this happened, 

tired of keeping my mouth shut when I know what 
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really happened, and tired of concealing the identity 

of the man who’s responsible for it all. 

“I’ll do my best to explain what I did and hope that 

it helps you to better understand exactly how 

destructive this virus is, and the pain inflicted upon 

those who contract it before facing inevitable death. 

I won’t bore you with detailed scientific explanations 

or medical terms and jargon. Bear with me while I 

try to explain the best way I know how. 

“I used the genetic markers for the same corona 

virus as SARS. That stands for Severe Acute 

Respiratory Syndrome. Most of you will remember 

that it was a highly communicable and sometimes 

fatal respiratory virus carried by bats and 

transmitted to humans through contact with the 

animal’s bodily excretions or by consuming one of 

the infected mammals. However, I created a mutated 

strain by using a sample of SARS that I obtained from 

a virology lab in Wuhan several years ago for my 

own scientific studies, combined it with Ebola and 

Legionnaires, and made the virus exceedingly 

contractable not only by contact but also by 

ingestion. I discovered a way to manipulate the 

initial genome make-up of the original SARS virus 
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and have it target particular areas of the human 

body, specifically, the cardio-pulmonary system and 

the digestive tract. What happens is this. The spike 

proteins on the outside of the coronavirus attach 

themselves to the pleura of the lungs, where they 

continue to multiply, infecting the respiratory system 

much in the same way as pneumonia, except that 

these spike clusters literally shred the lining of the 

lungs, making it extremely difficult, or absolutely 

impossible, to breathe. At that point, the lungs start 

retaining fluid, and the victim develops a fatal type 

of bacterial pneumonia that almost immediately 

leads to death. The same sequence occurs in the 

digestive system, except that the spike proteins 

adhere themselves to the intestines and colon, 

puncturing and lacerating the organs, which then 

causes internal bleeding. Because of the Ebola strain 

that was added, it is conceivable that multitudes of 

those infected will suffer an outbreak of open sores, 

lesions, or rashes, discoloration of the skin, and 

although death is rapid, the time in between 

contraction and death will be excruciatingly painful. 

There is no cure for this viral strain, nor is there an 

antidote or any other treatment that will eliminate 
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the virus or quell the distressing symptoms. Infection 

is instantaneous. Death follows within hours or a day 

or two.” 

“Fuck me running,” Fay cried, hitting the pause 

button. “I know what happened. I know what that 

evil son of a bitch did.” Now she understood why the 

name wormwood sounded so familiar. It was 

biblical, and according to the book of Revelations, a 

poisonous star that would fall from heaven during the 

Apocalypse and taint all bodies of water, 

contaminating it and making it non-consumable. 

Was it possible that Odessa had been right in her 

assumption of who Lucius Maximus really was? 

No way, she thought. That’s impossible. 

“Who, Foster?” 

“No. Maximus. It all makes perfect sense now. I 

can’t wait to tell John that I was right all along,” she 

said. “The vial that was retrieved from Walt DuBois 

at the water treatment plant held Foster’s lethal virus. 

DuBois imbedded it into the town’s main water 

supply at Maximus’ authority, convincing him that 

he’d be heftily rewarded for his services.” 

“Then took the money and the vial, killed DuBois, 

and left no evidence of his involvement,” Clay said. 
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“Right. They killed him to keep him from talking.” 

“Why would DuBois agree to poisoning the water?” 

“He probably didn’t know he was,” Fay replied. “I 

can guarantee you that Maximus lied to him about 

what was in that bottle, making him believe it was 

harmless.” 

Eager to hear the rest of what Dr. Foster had to say, 

Fay clicked the play button. 

“Everything that you’ve been told about the virus 

that is killing people here in the states is a lie. While 

it’s true that there was an outbreak of CORVIR-1 in 

Wuhan, China, the release of mine, which I named 

CORVIR-2, intentionally coincided with that 

incident to make it appear as though CORVIR-1 had 

breached the U.S. border so that China could be 

blamed for the deaths of millions of Americans. 

China wasn’t the culprit and they’re not to blame for 

what’s happening in America. I am. China did not 

create nor release this virus upon us as you have 

been led to believe. It was created by me right here 

in my lab at the Arlington Research Institute. This 

weapon was not created for the use of biological 

warfare, but as a weapon of mass destruction to be 

used solely for the annihilation of the citizens of the 
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United States of America. However, the reason for 

this mass genocide remains unclear to me. Had I 

known at the time that I created it what it would be 

used for, I would’ve never participated in such an 

evil and vile attack. Not even if it meant losing my 

child. 

“The viral strain that I created was meant for one 

purpose and one purpose only. It was designed to 

kill, and that’s exactly what it’s doing. Make no 

mistake. If it hasn’t already, this virus will spread 

worldwide. With a mortality rate of ninety-nine 

percent, an incubation period of less than six hours, 

and death occurring in less than forty-eight hours 

after contraction, makes CORVIR-2 the deadliest 

virus the world has ever seen. It is more lethal than 

SARS, Ebola, hemorrhagic fever, Zika, the 

Hantavirus, or the 1918 flu pandemic. I have heard 

CORVIR-1 referred to as the Reaper because of its 

ability to bring about mass casualties. If these 

viruses are recognizable by their nicknames based 

on their ability to snuff out human life, then mine 

should be called the Gravedigger. On the fortunate 

side, as with any other virus, there will be a certain 

number of people who have a natural immunity to it; 
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however, a large majority of the population will not 

be and will succumb to the disease rapidly. This virus 

is transmitted by the excretion of bodily fluids 

through coughing, sneezing, even talking, so keep 

your distance from anyone you come into contact 

with. Regardless of whether the carrier developed 

the illness by ingestion of food or water 

contaminated with the virus, or whether it was 

passed on to them by another carrier, the symptoms 

and the end results are the same. This virus is both 

airborne and contagious by touch. 

“What everyone needs to understand is that there are 

two viruses out there. China’s, and mine. And when 

the two collide, which they inevitably will, the viruses 

will mutate and form an even more lethal variant of 

the original. I shudder to think about the end result 

of such an atrocity. My prediction is that nearly every 

living being on earth will be eradicated, including 

animals, both wild and domestic. The world as we 

knew it before all this began, will cease to exist. 

Everything, everywhere, will change. And those who 

are left behind, who do not fall victim to and succumb 

from any variant of the viruses, will find themselves 

fighting to survive.”  
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“Ninety-nine percent of the world’s population,” Fay 

sighed with disbelief. “Holy shit, Clay, if that 

percentage is accurate, when this virus has finished 

making its way around the world, there’ll be less than 

a hundred million people left worldwide. That’s 

unfathomable.” 

“It is easily transmissible, highly contagious, and 

unavoidable. Once the spread began, humanity was 

instantly doomed.” 

Dr. Foster paused and glanced over his shoulder at 

the doorway, then returned his attention to the 

camera. 

“I have wanted to go public with this for a long time, 

or at least make a public health statement so that I 

could encourage Americans about what steps they 

could take to protect themselves or even help curb 

their exposure, but every attempt I made was halted 

by government officials. And I don’t mean measly 

office workers or coffee gofers. I mean officials from 

the extreme top of the ladder. I was spied on, 

followed everywhere I went, and had bugs planted 

inside my home, personal vehicle, and phone. I have 

reached the point that I no longer care what will 

happen to me for speaking the truth. All I want now 
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is to save as many lives as I can, if that’s possible, 

and for whatever that’s worth.” 

“He’s about to implicate Maximus,” Fay whispered. 

“He’s going to tell us that Maximus did this on 

purpose.” 

“I took matters into my own hands by making this 

video to get the truth out to you, the American people, 

because I can no longer live with the heavy weight of 

the guilt I feel, knowing that there’s no way to right 

the wrong that’s been done. When I tell you what I’m 

about to say, and who is behind all of this, you will 

then understand why I was silenced. First, I’d like to 

tell you what you should’ve been told from the very 

beginning. If you have school-age kids, keep them 

home. If you work in an office around several people, 

take some time off. If you own a business, close it 

down. If you don’t, here’s what’s going to happen.” 

Dr. Foster wiped away his tears on the sleeve of his 

sweatshirt before continuing. 

“A job won’t mean anything if there’s no one left to 

operate the business. A paycheck is only a piece of 

paper when there aren’t any banks left to cash it for 

you. School is useless if there are no teachers left to 

teach. Businesses will fail if they have no paying 
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patrons to support them. The best chance anyone has 

of surviving this thing is to stay away from each other 

altogether. I’m not saying for families to split up and 

go their separate ways. You’ll need each other now 

more than ever before. What I meant by that was that 

you should avoid large crowds, don’t allow 

strangers into your homes, cover your mouth and 

nose if you have to go out to buy groceries or run 

errands, and wear protective, disposable gloves. 

There’s no guarantee that any of these precautions 

will shield you, but it’s better than doing nothing.” 

Dr. Foster drew a deep breath, held it for several 

seconds, then exhaled heavily. 

“Much to my chagrin, I was ordered to turn the vial 

containing the virus over to a certain individual, but 

not without first voicing my discontent and 

condemnation for being ordered to do so. When a 

direct order to comply comes from the highest office 

in the land, battling against the decision is a waste of 

time.” 

Dr. Foster sprang to his feet and turned to face the 

door when a loud bang exploded behind him, 

breathing a heavy sigh of relief when he realized that 

a heavy book had fallen from the shelf onto the floor. 
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“He’s scared to death,” Fay said. 

“Wouldn’t you be if you knew you had a target on 

your back? He probably thought one of Maximus’ 

thugs had burst through the door.” 

Dr. Foster was visibly shaken by the interruption, 

continuing to glance back at the door even after he 

returned to his chair. 

“Before I reveal to you who I turned the virus over 

to, I want everyone watching this to share my 

confession with everyone you can and tell them to 

keep passing it along. Get the truth out there. I can’t 

tell you why this was done, other than ill intent. 

People deserve to know the truth about who’s to 

blame. It will be their choice whether or not they 

believe it. It’s up to them.” 

Dr. Foster leaned to his left, but Fay couldn’t see 

what he was doing because his positioning was out 

of camera range. When he straightened back up, he 

rested his arm in his lap instead of putting it back on 

the table. 

“The phone call I received ordering me to create a 

deadly virus was from Lucius Maximus, the 

President of the United States. The person I was 

ordered to turn it over to was Greg Coates, the Vice 
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President of the United States. In case you’re not 

familiar with how the chain of command works, the 

VP doesn’t make a move or a decision without the 

sole consent of the President. Ladies and gentlemen, 

this virus was released upon you by Lucius Maximus, 

which is why he has taken painstaking steps in 

preventing you from knowing the truth. He did so by 

silencing not only me, but every other scientist and 

doctor who wanted to alert the public to the outbreak 

and give recommendations that would at least have 

helped them to fight against it. He kept it from you by 

silencing journalists, threatening their lives and 

careers if they dared to write about it. He’s also 

silenced news stations and news anchors with his 

bullshit executive orders and misuse of power. He 

doesn’t want you to know that he’s the one behind 

the viral outbreak or that his mission is to kill all of 

you. And now that the truth has been revealed, I’m a 

dead man walking.” 

Clay gently squeezed Fay’s shoulders. “Brace 

yourself, honey,” he said. “The last part is 

gruesome.” 

“I refuse to die at the hands of a diabolical 

megalomaniac like Lucius Maximus. May God 
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forgive me for what I’ve done, and for what I’m 

about to do,” he said before putting a gun to his 

temple and pulling the trigger. 

“FUCK!” Fay gasped, covering her mouth. 

“Told you,” Clay said. “I’m sorry you had to see that 

part, but you really needed to hear his confession.” 

“Where did you get this?” 

“It’s posted all over social media. Everyone who’s 

seen it has shared it.” 

“Did you keep a copy?” 

“Only on the computer,” he answered. “So if it’s 

taken down, the copy I have will be deleted, too.” 

“Guess I’m going to have to watch it again,” Fay 

said, rising from the chair. 

“Where are you going?” 

“To get my phone. I’ll get yours as well.” 

The original video might end up getting deleted, but 

the copy she planned to record and keep on her phone 

wouldn’t unless she did it herself. 

“What are we doing?” Clay asked. 

“Recording it,” Fay answered. “Once Maximus 

learns about this, the video will mysteriously 

disappear and never be seen again. You ready?” 

“Yep.” 
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Fay pressed “replay” and watched the video through 

her lens, making sure it was focused and recording 

properly. What she had in her possession now was a 

little thing that journalists liked to refer to as 

evidence. If the original got deleted, she’d simply 

keep posting the one she had, maybe even include a 

handy link in her online article along with the 

recording of her interview with Odessa. 

“I just thought about something,” she said, laying her 

phone on the desk. 

“What?” 

“If he killed himself on camera, how’d the video get 

out?” 

“Someone had to be in the room with him, and it 

would’ve had to be someone he trusted to ensure that 

the video got distributed and uploaded on social 

media platforms because he’d already said that 

everyone who tried to tell the truth had been 

silenced,” Clay explained. 

“I’m going to go out on a limb here and say it was 

Valerie Byrd, his close colleague at the institute. 

They were always working on projects together and 

shared the same lab. If it was her, I’m willing to bet 
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that she didn’t know what he was planning to do at 

the end of his confession.” 

“Probably not,” Clay agreed. 

“Where are the boys?” 

“The usual place. In front of the television playing 

video games.” 

“Did they see this?” 

“No way.” 

“Good,” Fay sighed. “I think it’s time we had a talk 

with them and told them the truth about what’s 

happening. At thirteen, I believe they’re old enough 

to understand.” 

“There’s no better time than now, I suppose. 

Especially knowing what we know.” 

“After our conversation with the boys, I’m calling 

John and letting him know about this. I’ll write the 

article tonight and make sure it runs tomorrow.” 

“Good idea,” Clay said. 

As they exited Clay’s den, Fay’s phone rang. 

“Where are you?” John shouted into the phone before 

she could say hello. 

“John,” she said. “I was about to call you regarding 

a piece that needs to go out immediately.” 
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Disregarding her request, and with a much harsher 

tone, he asked again where she was. 

“At home.” 

“Is Clay there with you?” 

“Yes,” she said, tapping Clay on the shoulder and 

pointing to her phone. 

“Put me on speaker,” he barked. “Both of you need 

to hear what I have to say.” 

“Hold on, John. Let us get somewhere private,” she 

said, going back into the den and closing the door. 

“Okay, John, you’re on speaker, go ahead.” 

“Lucius Maximus wants you arrested.” 

Fay laughed. “For what? Standing up to him?” 

“This is no laughing matter, Fay,” John snapped. “As 

we speak, he is having his Attorney General draw up 

a warrant for your arrest charging you with libel, 

slander, and defamation of character. He’s also filing 

a libel suit against the paper for slander and 

demanding a retraction of your article.” 

Clay stared wide-eyed at the phone as he listened to 

John rant, unsure if his tone was one of anger or 

desperation. 

“Tell me you’re not going to fold to his demands, 

John,” Fay stated. “For God’s sake, you heard the 
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interview recording. None of these charges will ever 

stand up in a court of law. Once the judge hears the 

interview, he or she will drop all the charges against 

me and dismiss the case.” 

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that if I were you. I 

don’t think you fully grasp the seriousness of this 

situation, Fay. It isn’t the paper I’m worried about.” 

“There’s no need to worry about me,” Fay said. “I’m 

a big girl. I can take care of myself.” 

“Under normal circumstances, I’d agree with you. 

But these aren’t normal circumstances and Maximus 

is no ordinary man.” 

Fay looked at Clay with a confused expression, not 

comprehending the point John was trying to make. 

“Let me lay this out for you, Fay,” John said. “Here’s 

how it works in Maximus’ world. What this man 

commands, those loyal to him obey. You know as 

well as I do that he has loyalists assigned to some of 

the highest positions in his administration. What you 

might see as a mild offense that’d normally be taken 

care of by paying a fine, is not how it works in 

Maximus’ world. If he has his way, he’ll see to it that 

you go to prison, and he’ll keep you there until he 
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says you can be released. Which I’m guessing would 

be never. Do you understand what I’m saying?” 

“Unfortunately, I think I do now.” 

“What you need to do is pack your shit and get out 

of town right now before his goon squad can 

complete that warrant and come after you. Once 

you’re in their custody, it’s over. You need to go into 

hiding and don’t let anyone other than your family 

know where you are. Hell, I don’t even want to know 

where you are. That way, when they question me 

about your whereabouts and I tell them I don’t know, 

I won’t be lying. And you need to do it now, Fay. Not 

three hours from now, and not tomorrow morning. 

You need to do it as soon as you hang up.” 

“He can’t really do that to her, can he, John?” Clay 

asked. “What are these charges even stemming 

from?” 

“The short answer is yes, he can do that to her, and 

he will. He’s pissed that she confronted him in a 

room full of reporters and called him out on his lies. 

Instead of handling it professionally or with an ounce 

of dignity, he’s calling for her head on a spike. He 

wants revenge and he’d find imprisoning her more 

than satisfying.” 
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“And the Attorney General is going along with this 

illegitimate falsehood?” 

“Like I said, Clay, his loyalists are exactly that. 

Unbelievably loyal. They’ll do whatever he requests 

of them no matter what it is, and they’ll do it with 

delight to please him.” 

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Fay said, shaking 

her head in disbelief. “Isn’t fabricating trumped-up 

charges an abuse of his executive power? Surely 

there’s someone, somewhere in charge that can stop 

him from doing this.” 

“None that are willing or brave enough to stand up to 

him, I’m afraid.” 

“I’m not running away from him,” Fay stated 

defiantly. 

“Yes, you are,” Clay told her. “We’ll figure it out 

when we hang up.” 

“John, have you seen the video posted online by Dr. 

Anthony Foster?” Clay asked. 

“I haven’t seen any videos,” John answered. “Why 

would Dr. Foster be posting a video on social 

media?” 

“That’s what I was just about to call and tell you,” 

Fay said. “It’s a taped confession, John. Dr. Foster 
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implicated President Maximus as the one responsible 

for releasing the virus. We’d just finished watching 

it when you called.” 

“The one from China?” John huffed. “How could he 

possibly have anything to do with that?” 

“Not the China virus,” Fay replied. “Watch the 

video, John. It’ll answer all your questions.” 

“Where can I find it?” 

“I’ll forward you the link,” Fay answered. “Watch it, 

listen to his words, and run it as the dominant story 

tomorrow morning. There’s more than enough 

evidence included in it to put Lucius Maximus away 

for the rest of his life. We’re hanging up now.” 

“I’ll decide that for myself after seeing it,” John said. 

“Fay, one more thing before you go.” 

“What?” 

“It’s about your informant, Sue Mason.” 

“What about her?” she asked, wide-eyed as she 

looked at Clay. 

“She’s dead. Her body was fished out of the Potomac 

this afternoon near the Theodore Roosevelt Bridge.” 

Fay squeezed her eyes shut to fight back the tears. 

Clearing her throat, she said, “Do you know her 

cause of death?” 
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“A bullet to the back of the head,” John stated 

bluntly. “Execution style. Whether her death will be 

investigated remains to be seen. With Maximus at the 

helm of all law enforcement agencies, my prediction 

is no.” 

“Maximus had her killed over those documents,” Fay 

said sadly. 

“You don’t know that for sure,” John said. 

“Yes, I do. She knew too much and wanted to expose 

him for who he really was. He shut her up the only 

way he knew how. Permanently.” 

“Let’s hope you’re wrong,” John said.  

“I’m not. But without those documents, I can’t prove 

a damn thing against him.” 

“Let that be the least of your worries right now. Get 

off the phone and get going,” John said. “Keep your 

eyes and ears open, Fay. Watch your back. I’ll be in 

touch.” 

“Who is Sue Mason?” Clay asked after John hung 

up. 

“My White House informant. She recently planned 

to send me copies of incriminating evidence against 

Maximus, but the packages were intercepted so I 

never received them.” 
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“What kind of evidence, Fay?” Clay asked. 

“Letters, memos, and emails. When I last spoke to 

her on the phone, she briefly explained what the 

package contained. She said I’d understand 

everything much better by reading them instead of 

having her explain them to me.” 

“Everything she’d planned to turn over to you was 

classified?” 

“Yes,” Fay answered. 

“Any idea who intercepted the packages?” 

“It had to be someone from the White House. They 

must’ve suspected her and tailed her.” 

“Which means whoever was watching her saw her 

drop off the packages.” 

“Yes. Poor Sue,” she said. “What she was most 

concerned about was his failure to respond to the 

virus. She told me she believed his lack of concern 

was intentional. Dr. Foster’s video proves that she 

was right.” 

“Do you believe that’s why Maximus had her 

killed?” Clay asked. “Because she attempted to pass 

off confidential intel that implicated him in multiple 

crimes?” 

“Yes,” Fay replied. 
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Clay shook his head in disgust. “Why not just 

prosecute her and send her to prison instead of killing 

her?” he asked. 

“Dead women tell no tales,” Fay said. 

“If Maximus is behind her murder, which we both 

feel he is, then I think it’s safe to say it’s because he 

knew the papers she intended to give you pointed the 

finger of guilt directly at him. But that’s not what’s 

bothering me right now.” 

“What is?” 

 “That your name was written on the package.” 

“So?” 

“When you confronted him at that presser, did any of 

your questions have anything at all to do with the 

material that was supposed to be sent to you?” 

“Yes. That’s exactly what I called him out on.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of. John was right. We need 

to hurry and get you the hell out of here,” he said, 

taking her by the arm and pulling her towards the 

closet. “Start packing.” 

“What’s gotten you so uptight all of a sudden?” 

“Sue is dead because of those files, Fay. Maximus 

demanding your arrest has nothing to do with you 

calling him out or embarrassing him in front of a 
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room full of reporters. A man with no soul or dignity 

can’t possibly be shamed. The arrest warrant is 

nothing more than a front to justify taking you into 

custody.” 

“He doesn’t want me incarcerated,” Fay breathed.  

“No,” Clay affirmed. “He wants you dead because he 

knows you know everything, and he’ll do whatever 

he feels he needs to do to silence you as well.” 

“Clay,” Fay cried. “I don’t want to leave you and the 

boys here alone. What if he sends his goons after you 

and our kids just to get to me?” 

“You’re not leaving us, Fay,” Clay replied, pulling 

her close and wrapping his arms around her. “You’re 

going to a safe place until the heat dies down. Don’t 

worry about us. We’ll be fine.” 

“The heat will never die down, Clay. Not as long as 

Maximus remains in power.” 

“Maybe, maybe not. That doesn’t mean you have to 

be a sitting target for him.” 

“Do you realize the seriousness of this, Clay?” 

Clay nodded. “I do. Law and order are solely in his 

hands. With stalwarts heading all his departments, he 

can have anyone arrested any time he wants for any 

reason he so pleases, and who’s going to tell him he 
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can’t? He could easily fabricate charges against 

anyone he chooses to and make them stick. Or send 

those he sees as his enemies to prison for absolutely 

no reason and for an indeterminable amount of time.” 

“Do you have any idea how horrifying that sounds?” 

“Yes, but what’s even more horrifying is knowing 

that it can, and is, happening. I won’t let him get to 

you.” 

“What am I supposed to do,” Fay asked, plopping 

down on the side of the bed. 

“You’re going to pack your bags and head straight to 

the cabin. Me and the boys will meet you there as 

soon as we can.” 

“Clay, if his henchmen show up here to arrest me and 

you tell them I’m not here, they’ll either bust through 

the door and search for themselves, or they’ll 

monitor the place, watch your every move, follow 

you everywhere you go hoping you’ll lead them to 

me. Which means they’ll follow you to the cabin.” 

“Why don’t you let me worry about that? Finish 

packing.” 

“What are we going to tell Dylan and Darby?” 
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“The truth,” Clay answered. “Eventually. Now isn’t 

the time. It’d take too long to explain it to them, and 

we need to get you out of here.” 

“I never had time to buy those seeds,” Fay said, 

closing her suitcase. 

“Don’t worry about it. We’ll take care of it later. 

You’ll need to make a grocery run when you get 

there, though. I doubt there’s anything edible in the 

cabinets.” 

“When you come to the cabin, you can bring 

whatever food is left here.” 

“Keep in mind I might not have time to do that, but 

I’ll try.” 

“I know you will.” 

“Let’s go over a few things before you leave,” Clay 

said. “First, the boys aren’t leaving this house unless 

I’m with them.” 

“I don’t think you need to worry about that,” Fay said 

with a half-hearted smile. “They prefer staying inside 

playing their games.” 

“Second, I’m going to use some of those vacation 

hours I have saved up and use my time to get things 

in order here and figure out a way to get to you 

without Maximus’ knowledge. You realize that we 
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may end up staying at the cabin indefinitely, don’t 

you?” 

“I don’t care how long we have to be there as long as 

I have my family with me,” she said, hugging him 

tightly. “Please get there as soon as you can.” 

“Fay Bennett,” she said, answering her phone. 

“Have you left yet?” It was John. 

“Getting ready to.” 

“The warrant is signed Fay. They’re coming for you. 

Get the hell out of there now.” 

“John, promise me something,” Fay pleaded. 

“What?” 

“That you’ll watch that video and run with the story. 

Print Sue’s, too, even without the documents. Telling 

her side is the least we can do for her since she was 

murdered trying to get those documents to me.” 

“I’ll do my best,” John said. 

“That’s not good enough,” Fay stated. “Promise me, 

John.” 

“Alright, Fay. I promise. Now get off the phone and 

get your ass in gear.” 

“Give me that,” Clay said, pointing to her phone. 

“What? Why?” 
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“They can track your location,” Clay said, removing 

the SIM card, snapping it in two, then dropping the 

phone onto the floor and stomping it several times 

with the heel of his shoe. 

“Clay, my recorded interview with Odessa Maximus 

was on there,” Fay exclaimed. “So was Dr. Foster’s 

confession. Was that really necessary?” 

“Yes. At this point in time, I think you and I both 

know that the interview with the fake Ms. Maximus 

is worthless. Dr. Foster’s recording is still on mine 

and that’s where it’ll stay just in case we ever need 

it.” 

“You destroyed my phone but you’re keeping 

yours?” 

“I’m not the one they’re after, Fay. They can track 

me all the way to the end of nowhere as far as I’m 

concerned. I don’t want Maximus or any of his 

henchmen anywhere near you.” 

Fay frowned. “How am I supposed to communicate 

with you?” 

“It’ll be too late when you get there tonight to do any 

shopping. First thing tomorrow morning, go into 

town and buy every burner phone you can find, even 

if you have to go to multiple stores to buy them. Use 
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only cash. No credit cards, no debit card. Use each 

one only once, then destroy it. Continue to do that 

every day until the boys and I can get there. 

Understand?” 

Fay nodded. 

“Don’t make calls anywhere near the cabin. Go into 

Strasberg or another town over. Once you complete 

the call, crush the phone, and toss it in the trash. I’m 

not sure if burner phones can be traced or 

triangulated to the nearest cell tower, but we’re not 

taking any chances.” 

“They can be, Clay. Suppose they intercept my calls 

to you and trace it to my location. What then?” 

“They’ll only be able to trace it to a generalized 

location, nothing specific.” 

“What if they search property records?” 

“They’ll never find you that way,” Clay said 

reassuringly. “The property is listed under my 

grandmother’s name.” 

“Evelyn Bennett?” 

“No. Evelyn Spurling. She used her maiden name.” 

“That makes me feel a little better.” 

“Good. Now, where’s your laptop?” 

“On the desk in my study.” 
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“Your tablet?” 

“Same.” 

“Alright. As long as you don’t have any of those in 

your possession, it’ll be damn near impossible for 

them to track you.” 

“My God,” Fay said. “I feel like I’m inside a scene 

from one of those old black and white spy movies 

you love so much.” 

Clay smiled. “Here’s looking at you, kid,” he said, 

using his fist to give her a light bump on the chin. 

Neither of the boys asked where she was going, even 

though they saw she was holding a suitcase. After a 

quick hug and “bye, mom,” they went back to their 

video game. She hugged Clay tightly as they stood 

on the front porch, not wanting to let him go, 

wondering if they’d ever see each other again.  

“I wish I didn’t have to do this,” she said, her voice 

muffled against his chest. 

“Me, either,” Clay said. “But it’s for the best.” 

Clay cradled her face as he kissed her goodbye. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” he said, brushing a 

strand of hair away from her cheek. “I want you to 

get the hell out of here. I love you.” 

“I love you, too. Please hurry and come to me.” 
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“Count on it.” 

Fay waved as she backed out of the driveway and 

sped away, leaving Clay to explain her sudden 

departure to their sons, and to deal with Maximus’ 

hitmen when they showed up to arrest her and take 

her into custody for crimes she hadn’t committed. 

  



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

514 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 

 

Cedartown, Georgia 

Pastor Erwin stared at the hand-written sermon he’d 

planned to preach at yesterday’s service, mulling 

over the contents as he considered whether to type it 

or leave it be. If he did, it’d only be for his 

satisfaction since none of his parishioners would ever 

hear a word of it. Nearly all of them had died in less 

than a week’s time, and anyone who might still be 

alive in his small country town in southern Georgia 

were keeping themselves well hidden, refusing to go 

outside for fear they might catch what so many others 

had and join them in the dance of the dead. 

The conversation he’d looked forward to having with 

Lucinda Stern would never happen. She’d been one 

of the first to succumb to the illness that was claiming 

the residents of Cedartown. Learning that most of the 

church’s members had passed on was sad. Not 

having the opportunity or privilege to oversee a 

single funeral was even sadder. It wasn’t because 

their surviving family members hadn’t wanted them, 

but because both funeral homes in town were 
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overwhelmed by such a vast number of deaths in 

such a short span of time that they’d run out of 

caskets and had to rely on cremations to dispose of 

the remains, even for those whose family members 

were opposed to it. What else could they do? Pile 

them in the streets and leave them in the scorching 

sun to rot? Leave them in the morgue indefinitely? 

Dig pompous graves? In a crisis such as what they 

were currently dealing with, untraditional and 

gruesome measures sometimes had to be taken. With 

more than half the population of Cedartown already 

dead and more getting sick every day, this was one 

of those times. 

Pastor Erwin pulled out his scrapbook and laid it on 

top of his desk. He knew what was going on, and 

wondered how many others knew it, too, or whether 

they’d dismissed every single sign altogether, 

chalking them all up to being nothing more than ill-

fated circumstances. Not only about the deadly 

plague in their midst, but the series of uncanny and 

bizarre events that’d been happening all over the 

world for the past two years, ever since the day 

Lucius Maximus had been sworn in as president. 

Were they all coincidences? He didn’t believe so. 
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From a pastor’s point of view, they were the 

fulfillment of foretold prophecies, events that needed 

to occur before the end of the world, and almost 

every one of them had happened. Pastor Erwin was 

completely aware of the fact that he was living on 

borrowed time and that his last days on earth were 

just around the corner. 

His and every other living being on the planet. 

Satan’s son now walked the earth, disguised as the 

President of the United States. 

Apollyon’s war had begun. 

The Apocalypse was in motion. 

If the headlines from the multitudes of newspaper 

clippings he’d collected were confirmation, and if 

people were paying close enough attention to the 

chain of current events, then the proof was right in 

front of them. 

Yet it was nothing like what he’d expected. 

He’d always envisioned the Rapture as a visual event 

that every eye would behold as the children of the 

living God were ascended into Heaven as a reward 

for their faithfulness to Him. That wasn’t even close 

to what was actually happening. Of the hundreds in 

Cedartown that’d perished, he hadn’t seen a single 
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soul rise and be taken up. What he’d seen were their 

earthly bodies lying on cold slabs inside hospitals 

and funeral homes when he’d gone to bless them and 

pray their souls into Heaven. 

If what was going on was the Rapture, then he’d been 

left behind. 

That was a big and distasteful pill to swallow. He’d 

dedicated his entire life to serving the Lord and 

considered himself to be a holy man. Not self-

righteous, egotistical, or judgmental. Simply a God 

fearing, God loving man who’d always tried to do 

right in the eyes of the one he served and to do so 

with love, care, and compassion for others. He didn’t 

drink, smoke, or use offensive language. He’d 

cherished his wedding vows and had remained 

faithful to his loving wife right up until the moment 

she’d died, never having even considered looking at 

another woman or remarrying. He still wore his 

wedding band, because in his and God’s eyes, he was 

still married. 

Because of those reasons, he simply couldn’t accept 

that he’d been overlooked. 
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The plague was but one of many foretold prophecies, 

and the Rapture wouldn’t occur until the very last 

one had unfolded. 

Newspaper headlines spoke to him differently than 

they might the average person. Not that their words 

actually conversed with him, that would be eerie and 

completely insane, but in a way that he could see past 

the headlines and analyze them for what they were. 

Signs of the times. 

Throughout the years, he learned that even the most 

devout of Christians sometimes held differing views 

on the return of Christ to claim His people. From 

“preacher, I’ve heard that story my whole life and it 

ain’t happened yet,” to “with all the evil in the world, 

I would’ve expected Him to have already come and 

taken me home,” he’d heard just about every excuse 

ever created. In reality, he supposed no Christian, 

past or present, had ever really expected to see His 

return in their lifetimes, yet they’d lived wholesome 

and fruitful lives knowing that when that glorious 

day finally came and they’d already passed on, 

they’d be the first to witness it when their souls were 

resurrected from the grave and taken into Heaven, 

fulfilling the promise of God’s word for eternal life. 
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To be honest, he could include himself in that latter 

category because until two years ago, he hadn’t 

expected to see it in his own lifetime. Now, he felt 

confident that he would. If the plague didn’t kill him 

first. 

Pastor Erwin opened the book and carefully glanced 

over the headlines, beginning with the first article 

he’d posted, never realizing at the time that he was 

actually documenting a chain of events that’d led the 

world to its current state. 

“6.2 Magnitude Earthquake in Nebraska Stuns 

Geologists,” was but one of the devastating 

occurrences he believed had ignited the flame. Every 

so-called natural disaster that followed was one more 

match in the book of prophecies that’d been struck 

and set on fire and would continue to burn until the 

last match destroyed the entire book. 

Locust swarms in Africa and the Middle East had 

destroyed crops essential to the well-being of their 

inhabitants. Massive heat waves across the southern 

portion of the United States had killed thousands of 

people, most of them the elderly. Ice shelves the size 

of small states had broken off in Antarctica. Tornado 

outbreaks had swept across multiple states, killing 
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thousands, and causing billions of dollars of 

destruction. Catastrophic Atlantic hurricanes that’d 

increased in numbers and intensity, with the most 

recent one removing the state of Florida 

permanently. Destructive wildfires all along the west 

coast that’d left multitudes of humans and animals 

dead, burned down homes and businesses, some of 

them so out of control that they’d completely 

annihilated small towns. Volcanoes all over the 

world that’d sat dormant for years had come alive all 

at once, with a recent eruption in Widow’s Peak, 

Washington, erasing the town and her inhabitants. 

Blizzards and snowstorms in Maine in the middle of 

summer. Why couldn’t people see what he saw? 

What would it take to open their eyes to the truth? 

Perhaps the article he’d clipped just that morning 

might capture their attention if they’d bothered to 

read or listen to the news. Yellowstone National Park 

was being closely monitored because of suspicious 

activity near one of the many geysers there. The 

article had provided little information beyond that. If 

Yellowstone erupted, the impact would be so brutal 

and devastating that no one would need to worry 

about the Lord returning to get them because they’d 
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all be sent directly to Him with no extra charge for 

same day delivery. Not to mention the long-term 

impact the eruption of a super volcano would bring 

to the entire world. In short, the earth, everything, 

and everyone on it would perish. 

Pastor Erwin opened his Bible to the book of Ezekiel 

and read chapter five, verse twelve: “A third part of 

thee shall die with the pestilence, and with famine 

shall they be consumed in the midst of thee; and a 

third part shall fall by the sword round about thee; 

and I will scatter a third part into all the winds, and 

I will draw out a sword after them.” 

There it was. Plain as the nose on his face. If people 

were dying in record numbers all over the world like 

they were there, it was easy to imagine that the total 

number of deaths would be the equivalent of one-

third of the earth’s population. 

He was just as sure that there were many others like 

himself who’d somehow escaped death by plague, 

because of immunity or some other divine reason, 

and a majority of those survivors would fall victim to 

what was to come. 

Famine. 
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For one to understand what that meant, one only 

needed to analyze, summarize, and consider all the 

contributing factors and the end results. 

CORVIR-1, the virus, had no preferences for who it 

infected and killed. Age, race, social status, 

occupation, or sex meant nothing to it. It only made 

sense that among the dead would be doctors, nurses, 

bankers, farmers, schoolteachers, grocers, and a slew 

of others whose jobs were essential to the everyday 

functionality of a working and progressive economy. 

Ranchers and farmers raised cattle, pigs, chickens, 

and turkeys as sellable commodities to meat 

processing plants. Their absence would decimate the 

provision of supplying any kind of meat products to 

suppliers. And if there weren’t any survivors 

remaining to operate the meat and poultry factories 

that prepared the meat products for the market, then 

why bother with the slaughtering process?  

Without farmers, there’d be no vegetable or fruit 

crops. 

Having no teachers meant no education for school-

aged children. 

Truck drivers were at the top of the list for being one 

of the most essential. Without them, even if meats, 
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produce, and vegetables were available, there’d be 

no way to transport and deliver them. 

If there were no doctors or nurses available to tend to 

the sick and dying, who would? Critically ill patients 

would inevitably die without proper medical 

treatment. 

Why keep a grocery store or market open when there 

were no products available to stock their shelves? 

Mail and banking services would cease. Retailers 

would be forced to close up shop. Vehicles would 

become useless without gasoline. There’d be no 

more hair and beauty salons, no more shopping, no 

more of anything. Life as everyone had known it 

would cease to exist. Gathering supplies would 

become a free-for-all when desperate survivors 

began looting and pilfering stores, markets, and 

grocers for whatever items and products that might 

remain, looking out for themselves and caring not 

whether their neighbors were also in need. 

It would become survival of the fittest. A domino 

effect that’d literally affect every living person in 

every corner of the world. 

Some might resort to growing their own vegetable 

gardens, but where would they get their seeds if there 
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weren’t any available? Some might even consider 

taking up game hunting for the provision of protein 

enriched meat. However, there was always a chance 

that wild game itself might be infected with diseases 

that could be passed on to whoever consumed it. 

What about clean water? If there was no one alive to 

operate the water filtration and treatment plants, 

would people have to boil their water before using it? 

How would food be cooked if there’s no electricity 

because there isn’t anyone left to operate electrical 

supply facilities? Even with gas operated appliances, 

they could face the same problem if no one were 

available to refill their gas tanks. 

The overall fallout from the deadly virus was 

imminent, and it was only a matter of time before 

extreme violence reared its ugly head. Not just there, 

but worldwide. He dreaded to think about the chaos 

that would ensue. 

Survivors fighting with each other over whatever 

food supplies might be left on store shelves. Freezing 

in the winter with no way to provide warmth. Dying 

in the squelching summer heat with no air 

conditioning to cool their homes. Thievery, looting, 

riots, friends, and family turning on one another, 
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murders, crime sprees. All these things were on the 

horizon if they weren’t happening already. 

There were so many other things to think about that 

had nothing to do with food supplies, or survival at 

all. 

Soon there’d be no television reporters anchoring the 

evening news, no journalists publishing news articles 

in their papers. Eventually, no one would know what 

was going on around them and in other parts of the 

world because there’d be no living souls remaining 

to report it. There’d be no more shopping malls, 

restaurants, or stores of any kind. No libraries, 

theaters, computers, music, television shows. 

Entertainment of all kinds would come to an end. 

The time would come when there’d be no way to 

inform the public of anything. They would literally 

and factually be plunged into darkness, unaware of 

any unfolding events. 

All survivors would be without electricity, water, or 

food. 

The combination of all these things was a recipe for 

disaster. 

And it was coming. 

Soon. 
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Pastor Erwin closed the scrapbook and returned it to 

the desk drawer, wondering how long it’d take before 

he had no newspapers to clip articles from, or how 

much longer he’d be able to watch his nightly news 

programs. 

He could close the church’s doors and not allow 

anyone to come inside, but that wouldn’t be very 

Christlike. During disasters and mournful times, 

people still needed a place to go to for prayer and 

worship, and he certainly couldn’t deny anyone that. 

For thirty-five years he’d been there for the residents 

of Cedartown when they’d needed him, and he had 

no intentions of deserting them now. 
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SIGNS OF THE TIMES 
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 

 

Dublin, Ireland 

Babba Flannery was itching to sneak out to the barn 

for a quick smoke, but his nagging, nosy wife was 

watching him like a hawk to make sure he didn’t. 

“Ye know what the doctor said,” she reminded him. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he huffed. “Don’t know what the 

big fuss is about having a fag every once in a while. 

I’m a hardworking man and I should be able to do 

whatever I want without ye or that quack breathing 

down me neck about it. Besides, I’m going to die one 

day anyway, just like everybody else, so what’s the 

big deal about dying while doing something I 

enjoy?” 

“Doesn’t mean ye have to push it,” she said. “There’s 

been enough deaths around here with that virus going 

around. Don’t need ye to join the masses.” 

Babba leaned against the doorway as he glanced at 

the barn, wondering if Ellie had found the pack of 

fags he had stashed out there inside a cutout hole he’d 

made in one of the wall beams. Wouldn’t surprise 

him since she’d found every other pack he’d hidden 
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around the house. Stupid woman had crushed every 

single one of them to where there wasn’t even 

enough of a butt left for a draw. 

What she didn’t know was that he had a new pack in 

his pants pocket and would continue to buy them 

until he decided when it was time to quit, not when 

his wife or doctor told him to. Cold turkey was too 

hard for someone like him who’d smoked nearly 

three packs a day for the past thirty years. Like a 

puppy coming off his mudder’s teats, he needed to 

be weaned a little at a time. 

He could easily retaliate against his wife by telling 

her he’d quit smoking when she lost about forty 

pounds, but he preferred keeping his teeth in his 

mouth and not seeing them scattered about the floor. 

“How would ye like it if I took all yer chocolate away 

and told ye that ye can never eat another piece?” 

“Big difference between eating a piece of candy now 

and then and puffing on tobacco. Fags will kill ye. 

Messing with me chocolate will get ye killed,” she 

teased. 

“Wonder what they’re in such a fuss about?” he 

asked as he listened to the ruckus coming from inside 
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the barn. “Something’s sure got them stirred up out 

there.” 

“I saw a fox poking around out there earlier,” Ellie 

said, joining him in the doorway. “But I don’t think 

a sly fox will be stupid enough to go in there and 

mess with any of them and get his arse stomped to 

death.” 

“Maybe, maybe not,” Babba said. “Guess it depends 

on how hungry it is.” 

It was too dark to see if there was a predator trying 

to find its way inside to his livestock, and the dim 

light inside the barn wasn’t enough to illuminate the 

perimeter. Obviously not enough to do its job by 

keeping a night feeder away, either, if the animals’ 

anxiety was any indication. To check on them and 

ensure they were safe would require a trip out to the 

barn, which was fine by him because that’s what he’d 

been wanting to do for the past hour. Now he had a 

reason to go. 

“I’m going out there to see what’s going on,” he said, 

flipping on the porch light and grabbing a flashlight 

from the kitchen cabinet. “Can’t afford to lose any of 

them.” 
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“Ye’d better not be out there smoking, Babba 

Flannery.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” he huffed. 

Babba patted his pocket as he walked across the yard 

towards the barn, making sure he had his lighter. He 

didn’t care what Ellie had to say. He was going to 

have a smoke, dammit.  

“What’s all the fuss in here?” he shouted as he 

opened the barn door. 

Horses paced around inside their stalls, snorting and 

neighing nervously. 

His two dairy cows that usually lazed in the hay after 

sundown now stood on all fours, their huge brown 

eyes darting anxiously around the barn. 

“What’s gotten into ye all?” Babba asked. 

“Something got ye spooked?” Even his three goats 

were cuddled tightly together in a dark corner. 

If there was a fox or any other night dweller inside 

the barn with them, he didn’t see it. But something 

had them all on edge sure enough. 

“It’s okay, girl,” he said, reaching out to stroke one 

of his horses. “Damn ye to hell!” he yelled, snatching 

his hand away. The stupid horse bit him. She’d never 

done that before. Had never even tried. By nature, 
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she was a gentle creature that loved getting a good 

petting and brushing. 

“Fuck ye all,” he said, lighting his cigarette and 

taking a long draw. “Holy shit and son of a whore, 

that’s good,” he sighed, exhaling a stream of thick 

bluish smoke. 

Without warning, the animals suddenly became 

intensely wild, startling Babba with their bizarre 

behavior. The horses butted their heads into the stall 

doors trying to break them down. The cows mooed 

and stomped their hoofs as the goats started baaing 

and running wildly around in circles. It was the type 

of conduct animals exhibited whenever they sensed 

impending danger or a threat to their lives. 

If the horses broke out of their stalls, they’d trample 

him to death in their rush to escape. 

Babba looked up at the ceiling when he heard 

pummeling sounds against the tin roof. 

“There wasn’t any rain in the forecast,” he said 

aloud. “Not even a cloud in the sky when I came out 

here.” 

Finishing his cigarette, he smashed it into the ground 

with his boot and headed toward the door. “It’s damn 

sure raining now.” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

533 
 

Ellie stared in horror when Babba came back inside, 

dropping the iron onto the floor as she released a 

blood-curdling scream. 

“Damn ye, woman!” Babba exclaimed. “Ye scared 

the bejesus out of me.” 

“Are ye alright? What happened to ye?” Ellie cried 

as she rushed towards him. 

“Of course I’m alright. Why wouldn’t I be?” 

“But, but…” Ellie stammered. “Look at yerself. Yer 

clothes, yer face.” 

Babba’s eyes widened in shock when he caught a 

glimpse of himself in the mirror. “I’ll be damned,” 

he mumbled. “Grab me a couple of bowls, Ellie.” 

“Bowls? What for?” 

“To put outside, dammit. I want to fill them up with 

this stuff.” 

“Why would ye want to do that?” 

“Ye think anybody’s going to believe me if I just tell 

‘em about it?” he asked. “I want to have proof.” 

Babba placed the two filled bowls on the kitchen 

table, staring disbelievingly at the red liquid. 

“How is this possible?” Ellie asked. 

Babba shrugged. “No idea.” 
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Whether anyone believed him or not didn’t really 

matter. As the saying goes, the proof is in the 

pudding, and the pudding was sitting on his dining 

table. 

He had no idea how it’d happened, but it’d damn sure 

rained blood on his farm. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Waxman’s Apple Orchard, Fennville, Michigan 

Roscoe Waxman felt like shit and had been feeling 

that way since the night before when he’d developed 

the worst sore throat of his life. He wouldn’t be a bit 

surprised to learn that he’d finally gotten infected 

with whatever the hell had already killed nearly 

every person he knew. Honestly, he didn’t give a shit 

if he did die. It’d sure beat the hell out of having to 

live alone in a world where hardly anyone remained. 

After being in close contact with friends who’d 

gotten sick, and having them cough and sneeze all 

over him, he was surprised it’d taken him so long to 

come down with it himself. Helping his friends was 

what he’d always done, and no way in hell would he 

let some kind of mysterious illness put an end to that. 
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It hadn’t been easy watching them all die and dealing 

with the guilt afterwards because he was still alive, 

and they weren’t. After weeks of dealing with death 

after death, he’d finally realized that if what was 

happening there in Fennville was happening in the 

rest of the world, then the old proverbial clock was 

ticking away the hours and the minutes until the 

grand finale of what could only be a doomsday event. 

With it would come mass starvation, increased 

illnesses, especially if there were no doctors and 

nurses left to treat the sick, and people fighting over 

whatever supplies and food scraps they could muster 

up. It’d be a never-ending battle. Personally, he 

preferred that the virus go ahead and take him instead 

of having to face a long and painful road to 

starvation. 

He didn’t know why he was even bothering to walk 

through the rows of his apple orchard, considering 

everything that was going on. His entire harvest 

would go to waste this season. Almost everyone in 

Fennville was dead. If there were any survivors, they 

were few and far between, and doing the smart thing 

by keeping to themselves. He’d not seen hide nor hair 

of anyone for the past several days. 
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Being the proprietor and operator of his usually 

successful apple crops for the past thirty years, he 

supposed touring the orchard was more out of habit 

than necessity. When one has followed a set routine 

for several years like he had, that routine takes root, 

even during hard and trying times such as what 

Fennville was experiencing. 

Roscoe sneezed, a thick stream of green snot 

shooting from his nose before he could catch it in the 

tissue he carried. 

“Damn,” he huffed as he blew his nose, not sure if 

the sneeze was the product of his sore throat or from 

the apple blossom fibers floating through the air. 

Usually by that time of the year, he’d received 

enough orders from grocers, markets, and the public 

that would’ve depleted his entire harvest, but he 

hadn’t received a single order. 

He had no clue what was happening. Not there, not 

anywhere, other than to say that healthy folks had 

suddenly taken sick and died within hours or a couple 

of days after falling ill. Without access to a television 

or radio, he supposed he’d continue to not know, 

which was probably a good thing, because if he 

found out the truth, it’d likely scare the living hell out 
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of him. Wouldn’t really matter whether he knew the 

truth. It wasn’t like he could change the outcome. But 

if everywhere else was in the same condition as 

Fennville, then the reason he hadn’t received any 

requests for his delicious apples was because there 

wasn’t anyone left to ask for them. 

Something was damn sure killing off humans, and all 

he knew about it was that it seemed to be some sort 

of viral pneumonia infection or something similar, 

judging by the symptoms of those he’d known 

personally that’d succumbed to it. What he found to 

be the strangest thing about it was that while many of 

them displayed a lot of similar symptoms, there were 

others who not only had those but also extraordinary 

ones that weren’t normally associated with a 

respiratory illness. 

Like his friend, Toby McGill, down at the feed and 

supply store. They’d known each other since they 

were kids. Went to school together, played together, 

graduated together. When he’d first fallen ill, Toby 

thought he had nothing more serious than a summer 

cold, swearing it would go away on its own, just like 

all colds did. When his symptoms developed into 

uncontrollable coughing fits and shortness of breath, 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

538 
 

Toby decided it was time to visit the doc. Little good 

that decision had done him because by then, even his 

doc was dead, leaving Toby to fight the sickness on 

his own. 

He’d gone to check on him several times in the 

course of two days to make sure he was alright. Each 

time he did, Toby had been worse off than the time 

before, the sickness causing such bodily 

deterioration that he couldn’t even get out of bed to 

answer his door. The last time he’d gone to make a 

wellness check on Toby, he’d found him dead in his 

bed, his entire body covered in open sores that’d been 

seeping blood and other putrid excretions. His skin 

had been so discolored that it appeared as though 

Toby had been the victim of a severe beating. He’d 

dismissed the thought, attributing the discoloration to 

the settling of blood after dying. 

He hadn’t told anyone about Toby’s death because 

there wasn’t anyone to tell. Therefore, he’d left him 

exactly the way he’d found him, telling his friend 

goodbye before walking out the door. 

Since Toby, he’d known of a couple of others who’d 

developed the sores towards the end of their lives, but 

mostly, the greatest common cause of death was 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

539 
 

suffocation because their lungs filled with fluids 

from the pneumonia. 

It was the damndest thing he’d ever seen in his life. 

If not for the coughing, fever, and chest congestion, 

he would’ve sworn that Toby had contracted 

hemorrhagic fever, but none of his other symptoms 

were associated with Ebola, so he tossed that theory 

out the window. He didn’t know any more about the 

virus now than he did when it first started spreading, 

except that it was deadly. 

He was thankful he wasn’t married and had no kids 

to worry about losing. It was bad enough having to 

say goodbye to lifelong friends. He shuddered to 

think how heavy the burden must be to watch loved 

ones perish to whatever unexplained disease had 

killed them. 

Roscoe picked a ripe red apple from a tree and 

inspected it, puzzled by the peculiar pattern on the 

skin. Something had been chomping on his apples, 

but it damn sure wasn’t any kind of bird. And it 

wasn’t squirrels or any other species of fruit eating 

pests. 

The markings that zig-zagged all over the apple was 

a display he’d never seen before, reminding him of a 
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Christmas decoration he’d made in elementary 

school where he’d pierced an apple with cloves 

that’d left deep holes in the apple once the cloves 

were removed. 

That’s exactly what he saw now. Dozens of bored 

holes that were not a result of being punctured with 

cloves. 

Roscoe sniffed the apple before tossing it to the 

ground. It didn’t smell like cloves, either. 

Several of the trees had damaged fruit, all of them 

with the same boring pattern. 

“What the hell happened out here?” he muttered as 

he continued further into the grove, checking apples 

along the way, but leaving them on the trees. “You 

couldn’t have stuck to one tree instead of destroying 

them all?” he shouted.  

His answer came as a loud, constant buzzing sound 

that increased in intensity the nearer it drew. Roscoe 

expected to see a swarm of horseflies erupt from the 

grove and chase him back to the house. 

What he saw hovering above a row of apple trees 

froze him in his tracks. 

It was definitely a swarm.  

Except it wasn’t flies. 
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The winged insects had the same black and yellow 

markings as hornets, but what he was looking at 

couldn’t conceivably be hornets because they didn’t 

grow to be the size of a parakeet. 

Whatever type of insects they were, it was a species 

he’d never seen before. The swarm was approaching 

him rapidly, their two-inch stingers protruding from 

their backsides, angry and ready to attack. 

Roscoe finally gathered enough courage to turn and 

run, but the hornets flew faster than he could move. 

Engulfing him, they dashed and darted about his face 

and head, buzzing around his ears as he swatted 

feverishly at them. 

The excruciating pain he felt when one landed on the 

back of his neck and buried its stinger into his tender 

flesh felt like a fire had been ignited inside his brain. 

Poisonous venom raced through his veins, setting his 

entire body on fire. 

Roscoe fell face first onto the ground, paralyzed and 

blinded by the hornet’s attack, unable to fight back 

as the entire swarm descended on him. 

After suffering the shattering pain from the puncture 

wound of the second stinger being submerged deep 
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into the flesh of his right forearm, Roscoe Waxman 

no longer felt anything. 

 

* * * * * 

 

O’Malley’s Pub, Westminster, London, United 

Kingdom 

“How about another round for me and my mates, ay 

Gus?” 

“I think you’ve had enough, Patrick. Why don’t ya 

call it a night and go home?” 

“C’mon, Gus, the night’s still young. It’s barely two 

in the mornin’. Do me a solid and pass the drinks, 

will ya?” 

Reluctantly, Gus placed four fresh glasses on the bar 

and filled them with Tequila shots. If not for the 

string of bad luck Patrick had experienced in the past 

week, he would’ve picked him up by the seat of his 

knickers and thrown him out the front door. Like 

everyone else in Westminster, Patrick had suffered 

terrible losses. The mates he was buying drinks for 

had all died within a week’s time and within days of 

each other. 
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In happier moments, before the killer virus had 

struck and killed damn near everyone in their tiny 

village, Patrick and his friends had gathered at 

O’Malley’s every Tuesday for a night of drinking, 

laughing, and darts. Although all of his friends had 

perished, Patrick insisted on continuing the tradition. 

“Thanks, mate,” Patrick said, downing the first shot 

and placing the glass upside down on the bar. “One 

down, three to go,” he said. “One for each of my best 

pals.” 

“Last round, Patrick,” Gus said, collecting the empty 

glasses and wiping down the counter. “I mean it. 

Finish your drinks and get the hell out of here.” 

“Fifty pounds says I can get a hat trick,” Patrick said, 

brandishing a dart. 

“Patrick, ya know I don’t make bets.” 

“Afraid ya might lose a little money, are ya?” 

“Not going to lose any money because I don’t intend 

to see your bet.” 

Patrick aimed the dart at the bull’s eye and threw it, 

completely missing the board and impaling the dart 

in the wall. “Smart decision there, Gus,” Patrick 

laughed, downing the last of the Tequila. 

“How’re ya getting home, Patrick?” 
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“With my feet.” 

“Then yer walkin’?” 

“Unless my feet grew wings I don’t know about.” 

“No need to be a smart arse,” Gus stated. “Just 

wanted to make sure ya got a safe way to get home.” 

“I don’t wanna go home,” Patrick said, taking a seat 

on a bar stool. “Nobody there. Too lonely.” 

“Well, ya can’t stay here.” 

“Why not? You’re the only friend I have left.” 

“That’s mighty kind of ya to say so, Patrick, but it 

doesn’t change the fact that you need to leave. 

Whether you choose to go home is up to you.” 

“C’mon, Gus, let me stay a little longer.” 

“No, Patrick. You need to leave now. Go home and 

sober up. There’s always next week.” 

“Whatever you say, Gus,” Patrick said, sliding off 

the stool. 

A low rumbling sound echoed throughout the empty 

and quiet pub. 

“Hey, was that thunder?” Patrick asked. “Didn’t 

know it was supposed to storm.” 

“Life is full of shockers these days,” Gus replied as 

he folded bar towels and stacked them on the counter. 

“Nothing should surprise us anymore.” 
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The grumble sounded again, louder and sharper than 

before, causing the empty glasses behind the bar to 

clink together from the steady vibrations. 

“I don’t think that’s thunder, Patrick,” Gus said, 

stepping from behind the bar. 

“What else could it be?” 

The floor trembled beneath them. Glasses fell from 

the shelves onto the floor, shattering into pieces. Bar 

stools rocked back and forth before finally tipping 

over and crashing to the floor. 

“Get out of here!” Gus shouted, pushing Patrick 

towards the door. 

“I’m going, I’m going,” Patrick said, too inebriated 

to grasp what was happening. 

A crack appeared in the pavement in front of the pub, 

the gap continuing to widen as the ground shook 

from the force of the earthquake. 

“Watch this,” Patrick said, stepping into the street 

and straddling the gap, his legs spreading wider as 

the break grew in size. 

“Patrick, ya fool, yer gonna get yerself killed!” Gus 

yelled. “Get back over here.” 

“I got this, Gus,” Patrick laughed. “I can ride this 

wave.” 
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In the center of the town square, the water fountain 

crumbled and disappeared, swallowed up by the 

broken earth. 

Big Ben’s bell tolled loudly as a jagged crack 

appeared at the base of the structure, zigzagging up 

the side of the clock tower, shattering it and sending 

the clock's innards to the ground below. 

Gus watched in stunned silence as Big Ben and the 

Palace of Westminster ruptured and collapsed to the 

ground in heaping piles of mortar and bricks. 

Nevermore would Ben’s bell toll, nor would he ever 

proudly display the time for all Londoners. 

“Gus!” Patrick screamed, only his hands visible as he 

clutched onto what was left of the asphalt street. 

“Help me!” 

Before Gus could reach him, Patrick lost his grip and 

fell into the deep crevice, portions of broken roadway 

following and caving in on top of him. 

Gus stared in horror as buildings inside the square 

cracked, crumbled, and fell, reducing them to 

mounds of broken rubble. 

And that’s how they’d remain for all eternity. 
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With no humans left behind, there’d be no rebuilding 

of famous landmarks, no restructuring of homes and 

businesses. 

There’d be nothing of everything. 

It was over. 

Infinitely. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Dubai, India 

Every street was empty. 

No tourists flocked to the Burj Khalifa to snap photos 

of the tallest building in the world. There were no 

shoppers at the malls, no sun-bathers on the beaches, 

and no visitors to the Dubai Square Bazaar. 

Only two booths besides his were open. All others 

remained shuttered, their proprietors either sick, 

dead, or dying, or had opted to remain closed in the 

face of the most devastating tragedies the region had 

ever experienced. 

Shadi Ramamurthy questioned why he’d even 

bothered to open. It’d probably be a waste of his time 

and energy. In the past week, he’d only serviced five 

customers, the same number of people he usually 
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received in a minute’s time when things had been 

normal. 

Nothing was normal anymore. 

Whatever was happening in Dubai was significant. 

Thousands upon thousands of locals had died from 

some kind of deadly virus that was going around. 

Shadi had witnessed the burying of the dead in mass 

graves, body after body being tossed upon each other 

until six-foot deep holes were filled then covered 

with dug out earth. He’d also seen thousands of 

others being cremated atop massive bonfires. 

On days when the wind blew just right, the stench of 

decay and burning flesh wafted through the market 

square, reminding him of the horrible state of affairs 

his country was currently in. 

Record breaking temperatures with triple digits, 

millions dead or dying, businesses closing down, 

food shortages, and the worst drought the region had 

seen in more than a decade. 

As Shadi removed the protective covers from his 

jewelry stands and racks, he noted that the distant sky 

was darkening as black clouds formed on the 

horizon. Shadi humbly whispered his thanks to The 
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Almighty for answering the prayers of his grateful 

people.  

“Jaleel!” he called out to his friend and fellow vendor 

on the opposite side of the dirt path. “Look!” he said, 

pointing at the sky. 

Jaleel smiled and clapped his hands joyfully. 

“Finally,” he said. “We get rain.” 

Shadi continued setting up his booth, wondering if 

the day might be prosperous by bringing in shoppers 

who wanted to buy his wares, or if it’d be a day like 

the last several had been where he’d seen no one. 

Surely there must be survivors. 

Sprinkles of rain pattered against the cloth awning 

over Shadi’s stall. On the dirt pathway of the market 

square, small dark circles appeared as droplets 

moistened the soil. 

“Here it comes,” he said happily. “Much needed and 

appreciated.” 

The rain quickly shifted from a light drizzle to a 

heavy downpour, the wind from the sudden storm 

gusting into Shadi’s booth, knocking over jewelry 

displays, scattering rings, bracelets, and necklaces all 

across the bare ground. 
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Jaleel’s booth awning sagged from the weight of the 

water as he scurried to put away baked breads and 

cookies before the rain could destroy them. 

A loud thud sounded above Shadi’s head when a 

heavy object struck the cloth fabric. 

The thumping came again and again, each one louder 

than before. 

“Shadi!” Jaleel yelled as he held on to one of the 

wooden beams supporting the booth’s cover, 

struggling to prevent his stall from collapsing on top 

of him. “Come help me!” 

Shadi jumped over his booth’s counter and ran 

towards Jaleel, abruptly halting in the middle of the 

pathway, grabbing his head when something struck 

him from above. 

“Shadi, what’s wrong?” Jaleel called. 

“Something hit me in the head,” he answered. 

“Are you hurt?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“Then come over here and help me. I can no longer 

hold on.” 

Shadi felt another sharp blow. This time to his 

shoulder. “Jaleel, look!” he said. “See what just fell 

on me?” he laughed. 
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“How is that possible?” Jaleel asked with surprise. 

“Where did it come from?” 

Shadi pointed to the sky. “From up there.” 

Jaleel let go of the support beam, quickly stepping 

aside as the entire booth collapsed, spilling his goods 

and rainwater into the street. 

It wasn’t the loss of his vendor stall that caused a 

look of concern to cross his face. 

It was what was in the water that puzzled him. 

“Shadi. How can this happen?” 

As he opened his mouth to answer, dozens and 

dozens of them began raining down, landing on the 

tops of empty booths before falling into the middle 

of the street with loud thuds. 

Shadi and Jaleel stood together in the center of the 

empty marketplace, watching in stunned silence as 

the heavens rained hundreds of fish down upon the 

earth. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 

Every day of every year, millions of tourists flock to 

Rio de Janeiro for the enjoyment of the beautiful 
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scenery, Copacabana and Ipanema beaches, 

Sugarloaf Mountain, its raucous Carnaval festivals, 

and Mount Corcovado, where the infamous Christ 

Our Redeemer statue stands tall over the city. 

Recently, there’d been no visitors. Streets and 

beaches were empty. Over two-thirds of the 

population had perished, all of them victims of the 

deadly virus that’d claimed millions of lives around 

the world. 

The few survivors who remained stayed hunkered 

down inside their homes, refusing to take the risk of 

stepping out into the sunlight and breathing infected 

air. 

Closed department stores had all been looted and 

vandalized. Souvenir shops and restaurants were all 

shuttered. Bars no longer served fancy cocktails from 

halved coconut shells and paper umbrella garnishes. 

Grocery store shelves were empty, leaving no 

accessible food supplies for those remaining, and 

zero possibility of ever having the shelves restocked. 

If one knew how to use a rod and cast a line, fishing 

from the shoreline was an optional means of eating, 

but one must first be willing to venture beyond the 

safety of their homes to do so instead of expecting 
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the fish to walk out of the ocean and knock on one’s 

door. 

Finding a means of being fed would soon become the 

least of any survivor’s concerns. 

There really wasn’t much of a reason for the once 

prosperous coastal town to remain in existence. It 

was already gasping for breath and would continue 

to die a little more with each passing day. Without 

enough survivors to resuscitate it, it would perish. 

Nature stepped in and took over, preventing its slow 

death by aggressively speeding up her course of 

action.  

Five miles offshore, an underwater earthquake 

triggered a tsunami. Unfortunately, the few who 

prevailed would receive no warning because there 

wasn’t anyone left to monitor the alarm system and 

sound the siren. 

Within minutes of the onset of the disturbance, a 

giant wall of seawater slammed ashore, destroying 

everything that’d endured up to that moment. The 

powerful waves pummeled Mount Corcovado, 

chipping away the sides of the mountain until it 

crumbled, fracturing the statue that stood atop the 

mountain into fragments of stone to be washed away 
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and carried out to sea with all the other remnants of 

the once beautiful coastal oasis. 

In the blink of an eye, Rio de Janeiro was 

vanquished. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 

 

Ames, Iowa 

“Yes!” Jamie said excitedly, snatching up the 

microphone. “I can hear you!” 

“Your voice doesn’t sound familiar,” the woman 

said. “Have we spoken before?” 

“No, I haven’t spoken to anyone over the radio. 

Where are you?” Jamie asked. 

“Hershey, Pennsylvania. You?” 

“Ames, Iowa. My name is Jamie Donaldson.” 

“Shay Whidden.” 

“What’s the situation like there, Shay?” 

“Awful.” The reception was scratchy and filled with 

static, like trying to tune in a radio station on an old 

AM transistor. 

“Shay, can you hear me clear enough?” 

“Not really. Go to channel twenty-four and try.” 

Jamie quickly changed the channel, keyed the mike, 

and said, “Shay? This is Jamie. Can you hear me?” 

“Yes,” Shay answered. “Much better.” 

“You said the conditions there were awful.” 

“Yes.” 
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“How many dead?” 

“I don’t have an accurate count, but thousands. The 

entire town smells like death. Bodies are being 

burned because there’s nowhere to put them. Some 

of the people I’ve talked to told me they had to bury 

their own. How is it there?” 

“About the same. A lot of deaths and sickness. Have 

you seen any survivors out and about?” 

“A few. I think they’re too afraid to go outside. 

They’re scared they’ll catch what everybody else has 

died from.” 

“That seems to be the consensus here as well,” Jamie 

replied, watching Penelope twitch in her sleep. “How 

about utilities? Do you still have power and water?” 

“For now, but I don’t know how much longer we’ll 

have either. Can’t have electricity if there’s no one 

alive to run the power plant, right?” 

“Am I the only person you’ve contacted?” Jamie 

asked. 

“No. I’ve spoken with several people from different 

states. They all say the same thing. Almost 

everyone’s dead or dying and bodies are piling up 

faster than they can be buried or incinerated.” 
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“Have you spoken to anyone who has any 

information about what’s going on?” 

“Definitively, no, but most of them are saying it’s 

some type of infectious virus that there’s no cure for. 

No one I’ve spoken to has any idea where it came 

from or how it started.” 

Voices without faces could be deceiving. To Jamie, 

Shay sounded young, in her teens perhaps. She 

doubted she was any older than that.  

Thinking about her own situation, and that of Bud 

and Roz, Jamie was curious to know about Shay’s 

status. 

“Are you there alone, Shay?” 

“Unfortunately, yes. I lost my entire family.” 

“I’m so sorry to hear that. How old are you?” 

“Twenty-two.” 

That was a relief. She’d been afraid the girl was 

going to tell her that she was a minor, left alone to 

fend for herself in a world that’d gone completely 

and utterly mad. 

“You don’t have any friends you can stay with, or 

who can come and stay with you to keep you 

company?” 
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“No,” Shay answered. “My closest friends are all 

dead. The ones that I do have left aren’t willing to 

leave their houses, much less come and stay with me. 

It’s doubtful they’d let outsiders inside their home. 

Too risky. It’s okay, though. I understand their 

reasoning. I’m doing fine on my own. I have Rufus 

here to protect me.” 

“Rufus?” 

“My Rottweiler.” 

“I’m sure that’s comforting. It is for me. I also have 

a friend who’s on her way here from Michigan with 

a dog of her own.” 

“Some folks I’ve been speaking with have mentioned 

survivors gathering together in a single place and 

forming a coalition,” Shay said. “A few of them seem 

to be interested, but I haven’t quite decided yet. I’m 

not so sure I want to leave my home and go live with 

a bunch of strangers that I don’t know, even if they 

can provide better living conditions.” 

“What are they planning to do?” Jamie asked. 

“From what I can gather, they hope that if enough 

survivors answer the call, come together, and are 

willing to relocate, that the group will be composed 

of electricians, plumbers, doctors, that sort of thing. 
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The type of people that are needed to get an operable 

community up and going. Sounds a little far-fetched 

if you ask me. It’d take hundreds, if not thousands, 

of people to complete tasks like that, and I honestly 

can’t tell you if there are that many survivors 

nationwide. I’m on my radio all day every day and 

you’re only the thirtieth person I’ve talked to. I’ve 

written everyone’s name down, and their locations so 

I don’t get them all confused.” 

“All from different states, you said?” Jamie asked. 

“Mostly. Some are in the same state but different 

cities. I do this every day trying to figure out where 

all the survivors are. Until I can get answers, I’ll 

never know. I figured either they can’t hear me or 

don’t have a CB. I’m still going to keep trying.” 

“You can add me to your list and keep me informed 

about what you find out.” 

“I will,” Shay said. “It was nice chatting with you, 

Jamie. I’m going to try to contact others while I still 

can. If we lose power, I won’t be able to use my radio 

anymore. Keep yours on and don’t change the 

channel. I’ll stay in contact. Take care of yourself.” 

“You do the same,” Jamie said. “I’ll keep trying as 

well.” 
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She didn’t need a confirmation to verify what she 

already knew. Whatever strain of virus that’d killed 

her family had made its way around the globe, and 

with the same tragic results. Massive deaths, and few 

who’d survived. 

How many of the survivors, whatever that number 

might be, had been left to face the uncertainty of their 

futures alone? Lost, confused, scared, mourning, in 

shock, and having no one to turn to or talk things over 

with could have a tragic effect on a person’s mental 

health. If any of them felt a scintilla of the way she 

did and couldn’t deal with sudden loss and the tragic 

turn of events, besides the deadly virus, there’d also 

be a high influx of suicides. 

Had she not heard from Roz when she did, and had 

Roz not agreed to come and stay with her, she might 

have very well become one of those statistics herself. 

Just knowing that she’d no longer have to deal with 

her own losses alone was a great comfort, and she 

couldn’t wait to see her friend. 

Until then, she’d do exactly what Shay was doing. 

“Breaker, breaker,” Jamie said, keying the mike. 

“This is Jamie Donaldson in Ames, Iowa. Is there 

anyone out there who can hear me?” 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR 

 

Bethesda, Maryland 

Less than half an hour after watching his wife drive 

away to escape fraudulent charges filed against her 

that would ultimately be followed by an unspecified 

prison term, Clay wasn’t at all surprised when loud 

banging rocked the front door. 

“Boys, stay where you are and keep your mouths shut 

no matter what.” 

“What’s going on, Dad?” Darby, the oldest by five 

minutes, asked. “Who’s at the door?” 

“Just do what I asked, please. No matter what you 

hear me or them say, I don’t want either of you to 

speak. Especially if they ask questions about your 

mother. Keep playing your game and pretend that 

everything’s normal.” 

“Alright, dad,” Dylan said. “But you’ll tell us later 

what’s going on, won’t you?” 

“Yes, son, I will.” 

Clay opened the door to see two stern looking men 

dressed in black suits flashing their badges. 
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“Clayton Filmore,” the tall, gray-haired one said. 

Turning to the shorter, much younger man 

accompanying him, he said, “This is Agent Tom 

Bridges. We’re looking for Fay Bennett. We have a 

warrant for her arrest.” 

“I’m Clay Bennett. Fay’s my wife.” 

“Dad?” Dylan cried, stepping into the foyer by the 

doorway, Darby close behind him. “Why do they 

want to arrest mom?” 

“It’s okay, boys,” Clay said, turning to them. “Go 

back to your game. This is nothing for either of you 

to worry about.” 

“But, dad,” Darby protested. 

“Please, sons, go play your video game and let me 

speak with these gentlemen.” 

Reluctantly, they returned to the living room, 

occasionally glancing in their father’s direction, 

whispering to each other, wondering why FBI agents 

were looking for their mother. 

“On what charges?” 

“That’s for me to discuss with Ms. Bennett,” Filmore 

said stiffly.  

“My wife isn’t home at the moment.” 
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Filmore glared at him disbelievingly. “May we come 

in?” 

“No. Whatever you need to say can be said from 

where you’re standing.” 

“It is my duty, Mr. Bennett, to inform you that if you 

are deliberately being dishonest with me about your 

wife’s whereabouts in order to protect her, you are 

subject to criminal charges being filed against you 

for obstruction. Do you understand that?” 

“Perfectly well,” Clay answered, keeping one hand 

on the door and the other on the jamb to prevent them 

from entering uninvited. “That doesn’t change the 

fact that my wife isn’t home.” 

“When might you expect her back?” Bridges asked. 

“Hard to say. She was sent on assignment.” 

“To where?” Filmore asked. 

“She didn’t tell me.” 

“Your wife left town on an assignment and didn’t 

bother to tell you where she was going?” 

“That’s not uncommon. She usually calls me when 

she arrives at her destination to let me know where 

she is and how long she might be there.” 

“How long has she been gone?” 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

564 
 

Clay casually glanced at his watch. “A few hours 

now,” he lied. If he told Filmore that she’d only been 

gone for half an hour, he’d likely put out an alert on 

her car and have her arrested and taken into custody 

before she could get out of Maryland. 

The two men exchanged uncertain glances. “What 

mode of transportation did your wife take to travel to 

her place of assignment?” 

“Her car.” 

“Can you place a call to her while we’re here?” 

“No.” 

“Why is that?” Filmore asked, folding his arms as he 

took an authoritative stance. 

“Fay doesn’t talk on the phone when she’s behind the 

wheel,” Clay offered. “Safety precautions, you 

understand.” 

“Mind if we come in and look around?” Bridges 

asked. 

“Got a search warrant?” 

“Not at the moment, but I can get one.” 

“Why don’t you come back when you do?” 

“Count on it,” Filmore said. “Mind if we have a few 

words with your sons?” 

“I most certainly do,” Clay stated. 
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“Afraid they might tell us something you don’t want 

us to hear?” Bridges asked snidely. 

“There’s nothing to tell you.” 

“Then what’s the harm in speaking with them?” 

“For starters, they’re both minors. Second, they don’t 

know the reason you’re here to arrest their mother, 

and I’d like to keep it that way until I’ve explained it 

to them. With that said, I’d like to know exactly what 

she’s being charged with so I can explain it to them 

properly.” 

Filmore reached into the pocket of his suit jacket, 

pulled out a folded sheet of paper and passed it to 

Clay. “See for yourself.” 

Clay shook his head in amazement as he read the 

warrant. “You have got to be joking,” he scoffed. 

“Libel, Slander, Defamation of Character? Do you 

have any idea how preposterous these charges are?” 

“Not for me to say, Mr. Bennett,” Filmore said, 

folding the warrant and putting it back inside his 

pocket. “My responsibility is to serve the warrant and 

take her into custody. Which I will do the moment I 

find her. You can count on that. Let’s go, Bridges.” 

Bridges took a step closer to Clay, pointed his finger 

at him and said, “We will be back with that search 
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warrant.” Glancing over his shoulder to make sure 

Filmore wasn’t still standing behind him, he quickly 

whispered, “Wherever your wife is, Mr. Bennett, tell 

her to stay put. Do not let her come home. She won’t 

be safe if Filmore and Maximus get to her.” 

Clay wasn’t sure if Bridges was being honest in 

issuing his warning, or whether it was a ploy to trick 

him into revealing where Fay was. Something about 

his worried expression and rush to get the words out 

without being overheard by Filmore told him it 

wasn’t a trick. 

Clay remained inside the doorway until the two men 

drove off in their black, unmarked car, wondering 

how long it’d take to get a search warrant and when 

they might return. Whether it was that same night or 

the following day, one thing was certain. They’d tear 

the house apart looking for Fay’s belongings, not 

caring how much wreckage and damage they left 

behind for him to have to clean up. He needed to get 

rid of her laptop and tablet before they returned. 

Those two items would be the first on their list to 

confiscate. He didn’t intend to destroy them, but he 

needed to find a safe place to hide them to prevent 

the FBI from taking possession of them. Fay would 
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never keep incriminating or confidential information 

on her hard drive. However, it likely held articles 

she’d written about the Maximus administration and 

any research she may have conducted while writing 

them. He would never allow them to get ahold of her 

private belongings or erase any of her work for no 

other reason than to please that jackass Maximus. 

There was no safe place inside the house to conceal 

them. When they came back with their warrant, 

they’d overturn bed mattresses and couch cushions, 

plunder through every drawer, look inside cabinets 

and even the garbage. Which reminded him, he 

needed to get rid of the trash bag, too, since Fay’s 

destroyed phone was in it. 

He didn’t think they’d be watching the house yet, and 

he’d seen them drive away and turn onto the main 

road heading back towards town. Then again, it was 

possible that they’d done that because they knew he 

was watching them and instead of returning to their 

headquarters, they’d doubled back and were parked 

somewhere in the neighborhood surveilling the 

house to see what moves he would make. So what if 

they did? He’d just figure out a way to outsmart them 

and beat them at their own game. 
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The boys would have to give up their computers 

temporarily as well because even though they had 

nothing at all to do with their mother’s work, they’d 

be taken anyway if for no other reason than a show 

of force or an “aha, see what we can do,” moment.  

Their neighborhood was only four blocks in size and 

easy to walk. He’d gather all the computers and get 

them ready to move, then take a quick walk up and 

down every sidewalk to make sure there wasn’t an 

unmarked unit parked anywhere, then hurry back to 

the house, load up the car, and take everything to his 

friend’s house, offering only a condensed excuse for 

why he needed to store his computers at his place for 

a few days. Bob had a panic room built inside his 

home, encased in thick steel and concrete, impossible 

to penetrate without a code to the digital door lock. 

Bob also had tons of gadgets that had the capability 

of jamming incoming signals and preventing any of 

his computer software from being hacked, so if the 

FBI put a trace on Fay’s computer, they wouldn’t be 

able to locate it. Once he and the boys were ready to 

join Fay at the cabin, he’d retrieve them all before 

leaving. 
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For good measure and in case Filmore and Bridges 

returned before he and the boys got back home, 

they’d stop for a large pizza, maybe two, so there’d 

be enough to go around while the Feds rifled their 

home. 

“Boys, we need to talk,” he said, closing and locking 

the door. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 

 

Fisher’s Hill, Virginia 

Of all the times she’d been to the cabin with Clay and 

the boys, the ninety-mile drive had never seemed as 

long as it did traveling it alone at night, not knowing 

if Maximus’ hit men were following her. Paranoia 

had been deep-rooted the entire distance. She’d 

repeatedly glanced in the rearview mirror, tensing up 

every time approaching headlights got too close, 

sighing heavily when the vehicles finally went 

around her. 

She’d stayed in the far-right lane and maintained the 

speed limit the whole way, giving state troopers that 

patrolled the interstate no reason to pull her over. If 

they had, they would’ve inevitably run her driver’s 

license and discovered there was an active warrant 

for her arrest, which would’ve ended with her being 

taken into custody and extradited back to DC to face 

the false charges Maximus had stacked against her. 

When her green exit sign came into view, she blew 

out a puff of breath. Only a few miles from her 
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destination, she was relieved that she’d made it 

without running into any problems. 

Gravel crunched beneath her tires as she drove along 

the narrow roadway leading up to the cabin, keeping 

a slow pace as she watched for deer and other 

wildlife that were prone to roam the property at night. 

With no garage or carport to park in, her vehicle 

would be in plain sight, visible to anyone who passed 

by. Not that it mattered. With the virus wiping out 

entire populations and survivors too scared to go out, 

she didn’t expect anyone to drop by unannounced. 

Clay had reassured her that there was no way 

Maximus or any of his staff knew about the cabin, so 

she wasn’t worried about that at all. She was, 

however, worried about what might happen at home 

and whether federal agents had shown up to arrest 

her. With no phone and nowhere to buy one until the 

next day, she had no way to talk to Clay and find out. 

She’d have to be satisfied in believing that he was 

properly taking care of everything, from their sons to 

warding off her arrest.  

Fay rushed inside and locked the door, ensuring that 

all the drapes were closed before turning on any 

lights. 
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Expecting the interior to have a musty odor from 

being vacant for several months, she was pleasantly 

surprised to find that it smelled like the pine scented 

air freshener she liked so much. All the sheets 

covering the furniture had been removed as well. Not 

a speck of dust was visible anywhere. 

To her knowledge, no one other than her in-laws and 

Clay had keys to the place, so who’d been there to 

clean and put things in order? She hadn’t been there 

in almost a year, and Clay’s parents… Oh shit, she 

thought. Her mind had been so preoccupied with all 

that was going on that she’d forgotten Clay’s parents 

had been there only days before the virus outbreak 

and had left things tidy and in order knowing that 

July was the month she, Clay, and the boys always 

came up for vacation. 

When Clay last talked to his mother a couple of 

weeks before, he’d learned that both of his parents 

had fallen quite ill and weren’t doing well. Although 

Clay had insisted on driving to South Carolina to 

tend to them, his mother had been adamantly against 

it, encouraging him to stay with his family and ensure 

their safety instead of risking his own for them. Much 

to his chagrin, he’d agreed to stay put, only to receive 
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a phone call two days later from his sister informing 

him they’d both succumbed to the infection within 

minutes of each other. Clay took their deaths hard, 

feeling guilty about not making the drive to see them. 

In his defense, it’d been before either of them knew 

just how bad the virus was and how many lives it’d 

claimed and was continuing to exterminate humans 

every single day. As much as she missed her own 

parents, she was grateful they weren’t alive to 

witness the fall of mankind. 

Why Clay had always referred to the place as a cabin 

she didn’t know, because that’s not what it was, not 

in the sense that the term cabin usually prompted an 

image of a dwelling constructed of pine logs or wood 

siding. Theirs was a lake front ranch-style house with 

light brown vinyl siding, a wrap-around porch, and a 

fishing dock in a secluded area of the Shenandoah 

Valley, surrounded by nothing but thick forestry. A 

few homes were visible on the opposite side of the 

lake. Others were further up in the mountains. In the 

summer, the lake was always abuzz with boaters and 

water skiers, but she doubted it’d seen much activity 

lately, and might never again considering how many 
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people had died in only a couple of weeks and more 

dropping dead by the day. 

Fay took a quick inventory of the cabinets and 

refrigerator, making a mental note of what she’d 

need to purchase on her run into town the next 

morning. Inside the pantry, the shelves were lined 

with canned and boxed goods, several cases of water, 

and several bags of chip varieties, enough of a food 

supply to last for a few months. If Clay was able to 

bring groceries from home, that’d give them more 

than enough to survive on until the virus was finally 

abolished, and life could again return to normalcy. 

For many who’d lost loved ones to the deadly 

disease, life would never be the same. What would 

normal look like to them? Hell, her life would never 

be the same, and it had nothing to do with the loss of 

human life. 

How could she ever return to DC knowing there was 

an active bogus warrant awaiting her upon her return, 

which no doubt would be served immediately once 

Maximus got wind of her being back in town? He 

was not the type of man to let anything go. Having 

her arrested on false charges stemming from a 
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confrontation between them was a prime example of 

his thirst for revenge. 

What about her job back in DC? Would she ever be 

able to return to the Chronicle? Clay’s job, their 

home, and the boys’ school, were all in Bethesda. 

What about those things? Would they be forced to 

live at the lake house indefinitely as Clay had hinted, 

or only long enough to give Maximus time to find 

her and send the authorities to pick her up? Talk 

about lives being turned upside down. At least she 

and her family were still alive. For that, she was 

extremely grateful. 

The silence that enveloped her was unsettling. She’d 

only been away for a few hours, but already missed 

her family like crazy. Perhaps the feeling was 

exacerbated by the uncertainty of how long it’d take 

before she got to see them again. If she had her laptop 

with her, she could at least pass the time by writing 

or reviewing the articles she’d already written. John 

had encouraged her to get away for her own safety, 

but what if he needed to contact her? She didn’t even 

have a phone. Hopefully, that situation would change 

after her trip into town. Once she gained one and was 

able to call Clay, she’d tell him to get a message to 
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John and let him know she was safe and would 

continue to work from home once her laptop was 

returned. 

Fay flipped on the television, hoping to find a sitcom 

or funny movie to ease the stillness and solitude of 

being alone. She was surprised to find that not a 

single station was on the air. Every channel she 

turned to either had multi-colored horizontal lines 

informing the audience that they were experiencing 

technical difficulties, or a large, Celtic looking cross 

with “PLEASE STAND BY!” emboldened across its 

center. 

“Music it is then,” she muttered, turning the TV off 

and the radio on, growing even more astonished to 

find that the only thing she could tune in was constant 

static. 

 

* * * *  

 

“Mr. Bennett, how coincidental that you’d take a 

drive only minutes after Bridges and I left your 

house. Tell me, did you make a trip to see your wife 

so you could get a message to her and let her know 

that we’re looking for her?” 
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Filmore and Bridges had followed through on their 

threat, returning not only with a search warrant for 

the premises, but with a full team of agents to do so. 

“Dinner,” Clay said tartly, holding up two jumbo-

sized pizza boxes. “I had to feed my kids, but I 

brought enough for everyone.” 

Filmore immediately began barking orders, telling 

which agent to search what, assigning Bridges to the 

kitchen. 

“Hungry?” Clay asked. 

Bridges glanced at the pizza, then at Clay, and shook 

his head. “Thanks, but I’d better not.” 

“For crying out loud, I’m not trying to bribe you,” 

Clay stated. “I’m only offering you something to 

eat.” 

“I appreciate it, but no,” he said, casting a glance in 

Filmore’s direction. “I’ll try not to make too much of 

a mess. Sorry I have to do this.” 

Clay nodded his understanding, wondering how long 

the team would remain inside his home once they 

realized there was nothing to find, ergo nothing for 

them to confiscate in the name of fake justice. 

The boys had taken their pizza and retreated to the 

living room while the house was being ransacked, 
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both of them laughing as they watched a comical 

movie on DVD instead of engaging in video games, 

occasionally glancing in their father’s direction, no 

doubt wondering the same thing he was. 

During their drive to Bob’s then to pick up the pizzas, 

he’d explained as best he could to thirteen-year-olds 

what was going on, about the false charges filed 

against their mother by an angry president, and 

although he didn’t tell them where she was, assured 

them they’d all be joining her soon. As any normal 

teenaged boy would do, they’d both shrugged and 

said, “okay,” their immature minds not fully grasping 

the seriousness of what had transpired. Once again, 

he’d emphasized the importance of remaining quiet 

and not answering any of the agents’ questions 

should they ask. 

“Mr. Bennett.” Filmore emerged from the room that 

he and Fay both used as an office, a disdained 

expression illuminating his stern face. “Do you 

expect me to believe that, as a reporter, your wife 

doesn’t own a computer?” 

“I never said she didn’t own one.” 

“Care to explain to me why my team can’t locate 

one?” 
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“I told you, Filmore, she’s on assignment, which 

means she took her computer with her, just like she 

always does.” 

“Um hum,” Filmore grunted. “And neither you nor 

your sons have computers, I presume?” 

“No,” Clay said, dropping a pizza crust onto the box 

lid. “The only computer I use is at work. Our sons 

prefer video games.” 

“Let me get this straight,” Filmore said, leaning 

against the wall and folding his arms authoritatively. 

“You want me to believe that in a world full of 

modern technology, your wife is the only person in 

this household that owns any type of computer?” 

“I can’t tell you what to believe, Filmore. All I can 

do is tell you the truth. Whether you believe me is 

your prerogative.” 

“No phones or tablets, either?” 

“The boys, no,” Clay said, taking a bite of a fresh 

slice. “Fay and I both have phones. As I told you 

before, she has hers with her and mine is in the shop 

for repairs.” 

“Isn’t that convenient?” Filmore said 

condescendingly.  
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“Not having my phone is anything but convenient, 

but it won’t kill me to go a couple of days without it. 

I’m not now, nor have I ever been, the type of person 

who can’t go to the grocery store or the bathroom 

without my phone.” 

“No work phone, either I suppose?” 

“There’s a phone on my desk that rings whenever I 

get calls about my probationers,” Clay said tartly. 

“My job doesn’t provide me with a cell phone.” 

“I thought it was a requirement for probation officers 

to have a cell phone with them at all times.” 

“Parole officers do, not me.” 

“What’s the difference? Parole, probation, you both 

do the same things.” 

“You’re an FBI agent and you don’t know there’s a 

difference?” Clay chuckled. “Do you need me to 

explain the differences between federal crimes, 

felonies, and misdemeanors?” 

“No, smartass, I don’t,” Filmore huffed. “I know the 

difference.” 

“Then tell me something, Filmore,” Clay said, 

glaring at him. “Do you know the difference between 

actual crimes and fabricated ones?” 
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Filmore returned his icy stare. “Are you insinuating 

that the charges against your wife aren’t real?” 

“It’s not an insinuation,” Clay told him. “It’s a fact. 

Don’t you feel the slightest tinge of disgust for what 

you’re doing?” 

“I have nothing to be disgusted about. Charges were 

filed, a warrant was issued, and I was tasked with the 

responsibility of carrying it out. It’s not my place to 

question the validity of said warrant.” 

Clay rose from his chair. “If it’s not your 

responsibility, as a law enforcement officer sworn to 

protect justice, then whose job is it? Or are you 

simply following orders that were given by the head 

of your agency who, coincidentally, is a close ally 

and supporter of Maximus who bows to his every 

demand, screwing truth, justice, and the American 

way in the process? Do you even know the real 

reason Maximus is demanding my wife’s arrest?” 

“It’s not my business to ask,” Filmore responded. 

“Then allow me to give you brief details,” Clay 

stated. “My wife uncovered some not so pleasant 

information about Maximus, thanks to her multitudes 

of sources that provided her with concrete evidence 

of his wrongdoings. During a press briefing while 
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lying about the details laid out in the article, my wife 

called him out on his mistruths in a room full of 

journalists. How dare she do her job, right? His 

retaliation against her for confronting him are these 

ridiculous charges you’ve been ordered to arrest her 

for. I think we both know, Mr. Filmore, that if Fay is 

imprisoned on these made-up charges, she’ll never 

be free again, not if Maximus has his way. Tell me, 

Mr. Filmore, will you choose to follow the rule of 

law that you vowed to defend, or will you obey the 

unlawful demands of a stark raving mad lunatic?” 

Clay considered telling Filmore that Maximus was 

the perpetrator behind the deadly virus but decided 

against it lest Maximus should issue a warrant for his 

arrest. If that happened, he’d be up the old proverbial 

creek without a paddle, and the boys would be left 

alone with no way of reunification with their mother. 

If Filmore read or listened to the news, he’d learn 

about it once the story went public. 

“I’ll pretend you didn’t say all that,” Filmore stated 

before storming out of the kitchen and heading down 

the hallway where his team was undoubtedly tearing 

his and Fay’s bedroom apart. 
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Bridges was busily rifling through cabinets but had 

overheard their exchange. Once Filmore left, he 

turned to Clay and said in a low voice, “He doesn’t 

get along well with the head of our agency, Mr. 

Bennett, and you’re right. He is only following 

orders. Don’t let his demeanor fool you. He’s as 

upset over this as I am, but we have a job to do. If it’s 

any consolation at all, he despises the president, too.” 

“I understand.” 

Within minutes of disappearing down the hall, 

Filmore reappeared with his team close behind. 

“That’s enough, Bridges,” he said. “Our search is 

complete. There’s nothing here. Time to head out,” 

he said, grabbing a slice of pizza before exiting. 

Everything remained in its place when their search 

was completed. Clay expected to see clothes and 

drawer contents thrown in every direction like lovers 

removing one article of clothing at a time as they 

lustfully made their way towards the bedroom, eager 

to fall into each other’s arms with ardent passion. 

They’d done nothing like that. No shoes had been 

removed from the closets, clothes still hung on their 

hangers, and dresser drawers remained closed. 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

584 
 

“Hmm,” Clay grunted. “Either they were the neatest 

searchers on the planet, or they didn’t conduct a 

search at all.” 

Was it possible that the entire ordeal had been for 

show in order to make it look as though they’d 

obeyed their orders without actually following 

through on them? He doubted it, but considering 

what Bridges had said about Filmore, he supposed it 

could be true. By showing up with the search warrant 

and at least pretending like he was looking for 

evidence, he had appeased not only his superior, but 

had indirectly satisfied Maximus as well. Perhaps 

they’d only conducted a surface sweep, and not 

finding what they were looking for in plain view, 

decided that what they’d done was enough to justify 

that they’d followed through with their orders.  

Would their lack of evidence be enough to quash the 

warrant for Fay’s arrest so that she could safely come 

back home without fear of being apprehended? Not 

if Maximus had any say in the matter. He didn’t give 

a shit if the agents had uncovered anything 

derogatory about Fay during their search. All he 

cared about was seeking revenge against the woman 
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who’d dared to stand up to him by putting her behind 

bars and satisfying his own wicked desires. 

With that thought in mind, he knew it was even more 

crucial that he and the boys got the hell out of 

Bethesda and joined Fay in Virginia. The sooner, the 

better, because Maximus wouldn’t stop his pursuit of 

Fay until she was captured and jailed, or worse. As 

he’d explained to Filmore, if she was incarcerated, 

she’d never be freed. 

The possibility was great that his wife could never 

come back, and he didn’t intend to live there without 

her. Even more of a possibility was that the cabin 

could very well become their permanent home, and 

if the current situation they were in was any 

indication of what their future held, then perpetual 

relocation would become a reality. 

If it kept Maximus and his goon squad off their asses, 

he had no problem with it. 

Now that the search was over, Filmore and his team 

weren’t likely to return, but that didn’t mean he 

wouldn’t continue to watch the house and every 

move he made. 
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The following day, he would retrieve all of their 

electronics from Bob’s and he and the boys would 

make their escape. 

First, he needed to figure out a way to do that without 

Filmore’s knowledge. Just in case he was watching 

the house.  

 

* * * * * 

 

Two miles away from Fisher’s Hill, Strasburg was a 

ghost town. She’d never seen the streets and shops of 

the modest village so deserted. Then again, she’d 

never been there amid a deadly virus, either, which 

undoubtedly explained the lack of foot and vehicular 

traffic. Even the parking lots of the larger, more 

popular stores were nearly empty. No cars lined the 

streets in front of the smaller mom and pop shops. 

During the summer, every store along the main street 

of town was bustling with tourists spending their 

money on shopping and dining. Now, there wasn’t a 

living soul in sight. 

Before leaving the house, she’d contemplated 

wearing a disguise, albeit not one as obvious as 

Odessa Maximus had worn to their lunch meeting. 
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Now that she’d seen there was no one to hide from, 

she was glad she hadn’t. It wasn’t like anyone there 

would know who she was anyway since she only 

vacationed there once a year and didn’t know anyone 

personally. She felt comfortable enough moving 

about in the open, confident that Maximus or any of 

his hooligans knew where she was. At least not yet. 

She’d only be in town long enough to buy disposable 

cell phones and pick up a few groceries. The less 

exposure, the better, for reasons other than Maximus.  

Wrapping a scarf around her head and covering her 

nose and mouth, she entered the Super K, a one-stop 

shopping center in downtown Strasberg. The interior 

of the store looked like it’d been struck by a 

disastrous cyclone. A multitude of metal shelves 

were empty and bent out of proportion. The floor was 

littered with debris. Paper and Styrofoam cups were 

scattered over the floor, as were pieces of toilet paper 

and paper towels. As she stepped over broken 

crackers, chips, and cookies, she wondered if there’d 

been a struggle between customers over food, 

fighting over who’d get the last bag or box of 

whatever had been available.  
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Was it like that everywhere? Was the scene inside the 

store what she and everyone else could expect in the 

future, or would the situation only grow more dire as 

time went by? She wished she had her computer with 

her so she could document the aftermath of the virus, 

but she’d have to settle on the old-fashioned way of 

writing. By using paper and an ink pen. 

Only two phones were available in the electronics 

department. Removing them from the hook and 

putting them in her cart, she made her way towards 

the grocery section, looking up and down aisles 

searching for other shoppers, but she didn’t see 

anyone until she reached the produce section. 

“Can you believe this shit?” an overweight, bearded 

man said as he tossed aside a wilted head of lettuce. 

“Don’t these idiots know that people have to eat? 

Why haven’t they restocked yet? Do they want us to 

starve to death?” 

The angry man studied Fay momentarily before 

asking, “Are you one of them Muslim people?” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Then why are you wearing that contraption to cover 

your face?” 
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“The question here, sir, is why aren’t you wearing a 

protective covering?” 

“Why should I?” 

“To prevent catching the virus.” 

The man laughed. “That fake shit?” he asked. “It 

ain’t real, you know. It’s nothing but a false flag 

created by the government, trying to trick people into 

allowing themselves to be controlled.” 

“Do you really believe that?” Fay asked with 

surprise. “Even though there have literally been 

millions of deaths as a result?” 

“Hell yes, that’s what I believe. Those people ain’t 

no deader than I am,” he grunted. “Government’s 

probably abducted every one of them and has them 

hidden in a warehouse somewhere just to make 

everybody think something bad is happening.” 

“Unbelievable,” Fay muttered. The level of stupidity 

and denial of some was truly astounding. 

“What’d you say to me?” he asked in a 

confrontational tone. 

“Hope you find a decent head of lettuce,” she said as 

she walked away. “And a functioning brain,” she said 

to herself, hoping the man didn’t decide to pursue 

and harass her. Apparently, he had little or no 
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knowledge or understanding of the extent of the 

impact a deadly virus like CORVIR-1 and CORVIR-

2 had. Stores wouldn’t be able to restock if there 

were no products left to restock it with, and there 

wouldn’t be any products if there were no living 

persons left to operate farms and factories.  

Perishables were scarce, and most of what remained 

was withered or had the plastic wrapping removed. 

She managed to find an unopened bag of garden 

salad hidden behind plastic containers of rotting 

fruit, so she grabbed it and tossed it into the cart with 

the phones. 

The meat freezer had been cleaned out. Not even a 

package of hamburger meat remained. There also 

were no lunch meats, no hot dogs, no cheese, and no 

milk. Society truly had fallen upon extremely tough 

times when there was no food left to feed the masses, 

and no projected date for when the problem might be 

remedied. 

The way things were going, the answer might be 

never. 

Strolling up and down the aisles, she took whatever 

she could find that she knew her family would eat. 

Soup, ramen noodles, and macaroni and cheese, 
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which needed milk for the cheese powder mix, but 

when dairy products weren’t available–improvise. 

Only a few bags of edible chips remained. Taking 

every bag, she shook her head as she recalled how 

easy grocery shopping had been before the virus and 

how she’d taken it for granted, never imagining she’d 

face the situation of a food shortage that her and the 

entire world were dealing with. 

Remembering Clay’s request that she hadn’t been 

able to fulfill before being run out of her home, Fay 

made her way to the garden department in search of 

seeds. 

The amount of packages remaining were proof that 

the vast majority of humans depended on farmers to 

provide them with their fruits and vegetables instead 

of attempting to grow their own. 

Grabbing packages two at a time, she collected 

several seeds to grow a variety of vegetables, melons, 

and herbs. 

Clay would be proud when he saw his stash. Whether 

he would be successful at cultivating his garden 

remained to be seen. 
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There were no cashiers at any of the registers. Fay 

placed her items on the conveyor belt, prepared to 

scan and bag her own groceries. 

From behind her, a raspy male voice spoke, startling 

her. “Don’t bother,” he said. “The scanners are 

useless without electricity. We lost power a couple 

of days ago.” 

Fay turned around to see a young man of about 

twenty standing behind a cash register one aisle over. 

He was sick. Very sick. Thick, green snot trailed 

from both nostrils. His eyes were bloodshot and 

watery. His lips were so dry and parched that he 

looked like he’d been without water for days. 

Fay took a step back. 

“Don’t worry,” he told her. “I won’t come any closer. 

I just wanted to tell you to bag your groceries and get 

out of here before another fight breaks out.” The man 

broke into a frenzied fit of coughing, struggling to 

catch his breath. He spat a wad of green phlegm on 

the floor before continuing. “You’d be amazed to see 

what folks fight over. Yesterday, I saw a woman split 

a man’s head open over a can of peas.” 

“People are scared,” Fay said. “Fear brings out the 

worst in them.” 
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“Yeah, well, they should be scared,” the man stated. 

“Nearly everyone in Strasberg is either dead or 

dying. I lost my whole family,” he complained. 

“Looks like I might be the last in my family to die. 

And do you know what? I don’t care. Death will be 

a welcomed relief compared to having to live in a 

world where everyone I ever loved or cared about is 

gone. Take my word for it. It won’t be long before 

there isn’t a single human being left on the planet. 

This virus going around is going to kill everyone.” 

Fay felt awful for the poor kid, but she had her own 

family to worry about without listening to his sad 

story. Everyone everywhere was suffering, either 

from the sickness or from losing loved ones. It hadn’t 

only happened to this young man. It was a global 

issue. 

“How do I pay for my items?” 

“You don’t. What little food is left will either go to 

waste or get stolen. I’d rather see it put to good use 

than carried out to the dumpsters.”  

“What about these phones?” Fay asked, holding up 

the packages. “They’re not cheap.” 

“Take them,” the man shrugged. “I really don’t care 

anymore. As far as I’m concerned, you can take 
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whatever’s left in the store,” he said before breaking 

into another uncontrollable fit of coughing.  

“If I do that, I’ll feel like I’m stealing,” Fay told him. 

“You’re not. I’m giving it all to you,” he panted, 

turning and staggering away. 

When the time came for her to need to make another 

supply run, the Super K wouldn’t be an option. It was 

on the verge of extinction. Like dinosaur fossils, it’d 

soon become a skeletal relic of the past. 

Every store she went into was in the same trashy 

condition, and none of them had phones. 

Disappointed that she’d only been able to find two, 

she headed back to the cabin. When she called Clay 

later, she’d inform him of the phone situation and let 

him decide when she should use the second one. She 

hated being away from him and the boys and wished 

they’d hurry up and get there. 

Maybe the phone conundrum would prompt Clay to 

do exactly that. Considering all the chaos swirling 

around their lives, he wouldn’t be comfortable not 

speaking to her every day. 

Saddened, she put away what few groceries she’d 

been able to get. Before placing a call to Clay, she 

took a tablet and pen from the kitchen drawer, sat 
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down, and started writing while the day’s events 

were still fresh in her mind. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 

 

Ames, Iowa 

As she’d done every morning since the day she’d 

buried her son, Jamie stared out the backdoor 

window as she sipped her coffee, gazing upon the 

small mound in the yard that shouldn’t be there. Nor 

should her loved ones be lying on the floor of the 

shed, continuing to decompose more with every day 

that passed. Death was inevitable and as much a part 

of life as living. At some point, everyone had to die. 

But not like this. Not her precious son, husband, and 

parents. It was all so unnatural and surreal that some 

days, she wondered why she couldn’t wake up from 

such a horrifying nightmare, gather her son in her 

arms and never let him go. Except that it was real, 

and she would never hug Kirk again. 

In the days following their deaths, she’d cried more 

tears than she knew she had as memories of her lost 

family played on a continuous loop inside her head, 

bringing to mind events as far back as her childhood, 

things that she hadn’t thought about in years. Her 

mom’s homemade biscuits and gravy, her dad’s 
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infectious laugh, Ben’s crooked smile, Kirk’s first 

Christmas. Funny how memories could lay dormant 

for so long, only to float back up to the surface after 

the death of those who were so deeply loved. God, 

how she missed them and longed to be with them. 

The loneliness and emptiness she felt by their 

absence was overwhelming and nearly impossible to 

live with. She was so happy that Roz had agreed to 

come and stay with her. Being together and facing 

the future united would be beneficial for them both 

and would help to ease the pain of loss that each of 

them had suffered. 

The single red rose that she’d plucked from a 

neighbor’s bush and planted on Kirk’s grave swayed 

in the light morning air, waving a friendly hello from 

her son since he couldn’t do it himself. She hadn’t 

seen Bud outside since the day he’d helped her bury 

Kirk. He hadn’t been sick then, but that might have 

changed in the past several days. She really should 

go over and check on him to make sure. Hell, as fast 

as the virus spread, he could be dead for all she knew. 

“Hello? Jamie Donaldson in Ames, Iowa, are you 

there? This is Shay, come in,” her voice blurted from 

the CB. 
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“This is Jamie. Go ahead, Shay.” 

“Nothing to report yet. Just doing my morning check 

in to make sure you’re okay.” 

“I’m fine. Have you contacted anyone else since we 

last talked?” 

“A few. Like everywhere else, they reported the 

same thing,” Shay said. “Except that in some places, 

it’s even worse than we thought.” 

“In what way?” 

“I talked to a woman last night from Montana. She 

lives in a small town there that had a population of 

about three thousand before the virus struck. The 

population is now two. Her and an older man. They 

have no access to food or water and the nearest, 

bigger town is several miles away. Their only 

transportation is by horseback, but she said she’ll do 

her best to ride over there and report back what she 

finds. She has the old man with her. She didn’t want 

to leave him alone with no one around to tend to 

him.” 

It wasn’t what she wanted to hear, but it was what 

she’d expected. She had a feeling that the small 

Montana town wasn’t the only one to lose most of its 

citizens. There were small, rural towns like that all 
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over the country that relied on local resources like 

wells and general stores to buy their wares. Without 

them, if the virus didn’t kill them, they’d eventually 

all die from dehydration, starvation, or a combination 

of both. If only a few townspeople remained, it was 

doubtful that any of them had medical training 

sufficient enough to tend to the ill. 

“An entire damn town?” Jamie asked. 

“Yes,” Shay answered. “Now you can see why I do 

this. Speaking with survivors is the only way we can 

know for sure exactly how dreadful things are.” 

“I agree. Thanks for checking in, Shay, and please 

keep me apprised.” 

“Will do. Shay out.” 

Jamie recalled a statement that Roz had made to her 

about the stories she’d read that stated the virus had 

claimed millions of lives, but exactly how many 

millions had it killed? How many survivors were 

there and was their survival only temporary because 

they hadn’t been stricken down with it yet? Of those 

who were left, how many were actually immune? 

Those were all questions she knew she’d never have 

the answers to. If the virus continued to spread and 

kill off the human population, there wouldn’t be 
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anyone left to tell anyone anything. Everyone would 

be in the dark. Literally and figuratively. 

How would survivors fare as far as food, water, and 

medical supplies were concerned? They wouldn’t, 

not for very long. With death all around them and no 

place to put decaying bodies, bacteria would run 

rampant, poisoning food and water supplies. 

Ingestion of either would prove fatal without 

antibiotics to kill the bacteria. In short, if the virus 

didn’t destroy them first, trying to survive without 

adequate and sanitary supplies would. They were 

damned either way. 

No one was exempt from the fallout. Suffering would 

continue indefinitely. With millions upon millions of 

people dead or dying every single day, she saw no 

path to recovery. 

Not even she was prepared for a power outage or loss 

of water. Losing an entire family can have a 

detrimental effect on one’s mental health, and in the 

grip of such deep mourning, she hadn’t really given 

it much thought. 

Four cases of bottled water were stored in the garage, 

but it wouldn’t last forever, not even if she limited 

herself to a certain intake every day. Once her supply 
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ran out, then what? She also hadn’t checked to see if 

her aunt had a stash of candles stored in the house or 

garage. She should make that her top priority. It was 

probably only a matter of time before the power grid 

went down. With it would go the CB, the television, 

the radio, and all electrical appliances, meaning 

anything stored inside the refrigerator and both 

freezers would spoil within a matter of days. 

“What in the holy hell is going on out there?” she 

shouted, startling Penelope from her nap. “Sorry, 

girl,” she said, patting the dog’s head. “I got overly 

excited, that’s all. Everything’s okay. Go back to 

sleep.” 

Except that everything wasn’t okay. 

And it never would be again. 

  



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

602 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN 

 

Fisher’s Hill, Virginia 

Fay ripped into the first cell phone package, cutting 

her finger on the sharp plastic, cussing under her 

breath for not using scissors, but she was impatient. 

Never having gone more than a few hours without 

speaking to Clay, she needed to hear his calming and 

reassuring voice. They’d both agreed that she 

shouldn’t use the phone while at the house, but since 

she was in the middle of nowhere, she saw no 

immediate danger in doing so. She’d only be on the 

call long enough to tell him that she’d only been able 

to find two phones and wouldn’t be able to call him 

every day as planned, and to find out how Dylan and 

Darby were coping with their unfortunate family 

situation. 

Fay pressed the “talk” button on the phone and 

listened for a dial tone. 

There wasn’t one. The signal reception icon showed 

no bars. 
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“What the hell?” she said, walking outside and 

aiming the phone in all directions, still not receiving 

a signal. “Dammit.” 

Thinking perhaps the phone was dysfunctional, she 

opened the second one. It didn’t work either. 

“What are the odds of two separate phones not 

working?” she muttered. 

Maybe it was because she was too deep in the valley, 

and the surrounding mountains were blocking 

reception. She needed to go to higher ground, or even 

drive back into Strasburg and try them again. 

With both phones turned on, she held them in her left 

hand as she slowly drove up the narrow lane leading 

to the top of the mountain, constantly checking for a 

signal yet not receiving one. 

“Shit,” she muttered. “Strasburg it is.” 

Either she was imagining things, or the town really 

was deader than it had been only hours before. No 

stores on the main street of town were open, nor were 

there any cars parked at Super K. The lack of people 

and activity gave her an eerie sense, as though she’d 

entered a movie scene about a doomsday aftermath. 

Momentarily, she considered going inside a few of 

the stores just to see if anyone was there. Not wanting 
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to risk the possibility of another unfriendly encounter 

like the one she’d had with the man in the produce 

section of the Super K, she decided against it. Her 

primary focus was on talking to Clay. If neither of 

the phones worked inside the city limits, then she 

wouldn’t be able to. She seriously doubted that any 

of the stores she’d been in earlier that day had taken 

it upon themselves to restock cell phones when they 

hadn’t even done that for grocery shelves. 

Fay pulled into an empty lot of a pizzeria off the main 

street of town and parked backwards in the slot 

facing the storefront. A hand-printed sign on the 

front door stated, “CLOSED UNTIL FURTHER 

NOTICE,” a notification that’d become quite 

familiar in DC and Bethesda over the past couple of 

weeks. Seeing the same signs in Strasberg only made 

her realize just how serious the effects of the virus 

were on the human population. It was one thing to 

hear about it and write about it but having visual 

proof of the aftermath shed an entirely different light 

on the situation. 

With the car idling and the air conditioner providing 

comfort from the extreme heat, Fay tried each phone 

individually, pointing it in several different 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

605 
 

directions. No matter which way she aimed, neither 

connected with a cell tower. 

“Son of a bitch,” she muttered, tossing the phones 

into the passenger seat, relieved that she hadn’t spent 

money on them, no longer feeling like a thief for 

accepting them free of charge. 

Clay would worry himself sick if he didn’t hear from 

her, but what could she do? Pay phones were non-

existent, most businesses were closed, and even if 

they weren’t, she doubted they’d allow her to use 

their phone to make a long-distance call. She didn’t 

know anyone in Strasburg or Fisher’s Hill, leaving 

her with no one to ask.  

There was only one thing she could do. 

She’d have to take her chances and drive back to 

Bethesda. 

All she had to do was wear a disguise and either dye 

her hair or buy a wig. Applying heavy makeup to 

make herself unrecognizable would work, but she 

only had her light compact with her and she wasn’t 

going to spend a ton of money on makeup that she’d 

only use one time. 

Then she thought about something else. There was 

no doubt in her mind that Maximus and his 
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henchmen knew what kind of car she drove and had 

likely issued a lookout notice for it and for her. If she 

drove back home and got stopped and taken into 

custody, she’d never see Clay or her sons again. 

She felt broken, sad, and lost. No phones, no 

computer, absolutely no way to contact anyone. She 

was alone in a world where everything seemed to 

have gone awry, not knowing when, or if, she’d ever 

see her family again. 

The only thought that brought her any form of 

comfort was in knowing that when Clay hadn’t heard 

from her in over two days, he’d know something was 

wrong and would head to the cabin with the boys, 

come hell or high water. To make it through the next 

few days, she’d have to keep reminding herself of 

that because if she didn’t, she’d positively go bat shit 

crazy. 

Fay caught movement from the corner of her eye, 

turning to see a barefoot, middle-aged man wearing 

only a filthy pair of tattered jeans staggering towards 

her. At first, she thought he was drunk and planned 

to ask her for a handout. As he drew closer, she 

realized he wasn’t drunk at all. 
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He was sick. Much sicker than the young man in 

Super K had been. 

This half naked vagrant also had thick strands of 

green snot hanging from his nostrils. Twin trails ran 

from his nose over his mouth, clotting together to 

form one massive clump that hung from his chin. The 

whites of his eyes burned a bright shade of red, his 

skin purplish and bruised-looking. 

Fay stared in horror as the man pressed his face into 

the driver’s side window, smearing his snot on the 

glass as he glared at her. 

Until her encounters with the grocery store clerk and 

the man staring at her through her window, she 

hadn’t seen anyone who was infected with The 

Reaper, or with Dr. Foster’s Grave Digger strain. 

Both this man and the one at the grocery store were 

sick, yet the man outside her window displayed 

symptoms that the young man hadn’t. The older 

man’s flesh looked as though he’d suffered a severe 

beating, leaving him bruised and bloody. His chest 

and face bore raw, open sores. Pus and blood oozed 

from the wounds. 
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Dear God, she thought. Is this what the viruses do to 

an infected person? The old man looked more like a 

horror movie monster than a human being. 

Quickly locking the doors, Fay stepped on the gas 

and sped away, glancing through her rearview mirror 

just as the man fell to the pavement and began 

twitching uncontrollably, like an epileptic in the 

throes of a violent seizure. 

Feeling defeated, she headed back to the cabin, 

wondering if the snot on her window might be 

contagious and how she could get it off without 

touching it.  

Birds chirped from the treetops as she exited the car, 

the sound angering her. How in the hell could they 

be so happy in a world that’d completely fallen 

apart? People were dying, businesses had closed 

their doors, food and water were in short supply, 

Maximus wanted her in prison, and she couldn’t even 

contact her husband. What right did they have to sing 

about any of it? 

“Oh, shut up!” she yelled, right before hearing a low 

guttural growl that sent chills down her spine. Black 

bears were indigenous to that part of the valley and 

were known to brazenly wander dangerously close to 
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humans in search of food. She feared one had ambled 

onto the property, seeing her as its prey. 

Slowly, she began making her way to the door, 

stopping when she saw a large, gray and black head 

emerge from the corner of the house. 

The German Shepherd’s hackles stood at attention. 

Its eyes locked on Fay, the dog growled and bared its 

sharp teeth as it began moving towards her. 

Fay struggled to contain the apprehension that 

suddenly overcame her, aware that dogs had a keen 

sense for smelling fear. Even the most docile breeds 

were known to have attacked their owners because of 

what they perceived to be a threatening scent. She 

needed to get away from the approaching animal, 

knowing that running or turning her back on it could 

prove to be a tragic mistake. She had no weapons to 

defend herself against the large canine, and it was 

apparent that it wasn’t there to play fetch. 

Slowly and carefully, Fay walked backwards 

towards the door, keeping a watchful eye on the dog 

as it continued its approach. Reaching behind her, 

she groped blindly for the keyhole, refusing to look 

away from the German Shepherd. 
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Where the hell had it come from and why hadn’t she 

seen it before now? She’d been in and out of the 

house on multiple occasions and hadn’t seen an 

animal or person. Since there were no other 

residences nearby, it’d obviously traveled quite a 

distance to reach her cabin. Had it come down the 

mountain or swam across the lake? Where was its 

owner, and why would they let such an aggressive 

animal roam around freely? Because the owner is 

dead, she told herself. Like everyone else in Fisher’s 

Hill and Strasberg. 

Thick strands of white, foamy slobber dangled from 

the corners of the animal’s mouth, quivering like 

gelatin with every growl he released. The nearer it 

drew, the clearer it became that the dog was deathly 

ill. Like the man in the pizzeria parking lot, its eyes 

were blood red, its nose wet and snotty. 

“That’s impossible,” Fay thought. “It has to be 

infected with rabies or some other canine illness. 

What type of virus that was carried by humans could 

be transmitted to animals? She’d never heard of such 

a thing. Were canines the only species it affected, or 

did it extend to every known species of animal, both 

domesticated and wild? 
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“Shit,” she hissed. The house key fell from her 

sweaty, slippery hand and landed on the rubber 

welcome mat. With her back against the door, she 

cautiously slid down, leaping to her feet when the 

dog unexpectedly lunged at her, grumbling and 

pawing at the ground. 

It was less than three feet away. She maintained eye 

contact as she again slid slowly downward. For a 

moment, she considered yelling at the dog or 

throwing a rock at it to scare it away. In the unstable 

condition the dog was in, doing either of those things 

would likely have the opposite effect. Instead of 

scaring it away, it would cause the dog to attack.  

Her hand closed over the key. Cupping it in her palm, 

she slowly rose to her feet, anxious to get away from 

the unpredictable animal. 

After what seemed an eternity of fumbling around for 

the keyhole, the key finally slid into the lock. 

Quietly, Fay turned the knob and stepped backwards 

into the house, slamming and locking the door 

behind her. 

From the living room window, she watched the 

pathetic dog as it stumbled like a drunkard around the 

yard, stopping long enough to lift its leg and piss on 
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her car tire. Strings of saliva flew from its mouth as 

it fiercely shook its head and began pawing at its 

ears. The dog stumbled and fell into the side of her 

car, righted itself, then collapsed onto the ground, 

twitching in the same manner as the parking lot man. 

Within seconds, the dog lay dead next to her car. 

“Fuck it all!” she screamed before breaking down in 

tears. 

No one heard her. 

She was utterly alone in a universe that’d come 

completely unglued. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Something was wrong. There was no way in hell Fay 

would’ve ever let two days go by without contacting 

him, making him wonder if she’d made it to the cabin 

safely, or if one of Maximus’ men had intercepted 

and picked her up. For all he knew, she might already 

be sitting behind bars. 

He’d not heard a word from Filmore or Bridges since 

the night they’d searched the house, nor had he seen 

any unmarked cars keeping surveillance on the 

house. Just because he didn’t see them didn’t mean 
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they weren’t there. It only meant that they were 

keeping themselves well-hidden so they wouldn’t be 

seen. On one hand, ceasing the surveillance could 

mean that she’d been incarcerated, leaving them no 

reason to watch anymore. However, it could also 

mean that Filmore had abided by the law and told 

them all to go fuck themselves. He liked that thought 

much better than imagining his wife sitting on a cold, 

metal cot with no mattress while wearing an orange 

jumpsuit with her inmate number emblazoned across 

the breast. 

He’d hoped to be at the cabin with Fay already, but 

he’d been delayed because Bob was called away 

unexpectedly. He had to wait until he returned home 

in order to retrieve all their electronic devices from 

his safe space. Constantly checking his phone for 

missed calls, he discovered there weren’t any, 

meaning Fay hadn’t called him yet. When the next 

day came and went and he still hadn’t heard from her, 

he began to worry. She’d had plenty of time to make 

a trip into town, buy phones, and call him. Unless she 

couldn’t because she’d been unable to find any. 

It wouldn’t matter now if she tried to call or not. All 

cell towers in the area were out of service. If she tried 
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calling and couldn’t get through, she’d be as worried 

about him as he was about her and would probably 

risk making a trip back home to check on him. 

His plan to get to her was already devised and ready 

to be activated. Duffel bags packed with clothes and 

personal care items sat on the floor next to the door, 

along with garbage bags filled with boxed and 

canned foods. An ice chest loaded with water, sodas, 

and lunch meats was already in the car. 

He didn’t give a shit if he was still under 

surveillance. He was leaving Bethesda with his sons 

and going to the cabin to be with Fay. He’d taken into 

consideration the possibility of being tailed when 

he’d planned their getaway. With Bob’s advice and 

assistance, they’d figured out a way to beat the Feds 

at their own game. 

“Boys,” he called to Dylan and Darby. Nearly every 

house in the neighborhood was now without power, 

yet theirs remained on. For how long it’d stay that 

way was anyone’s guess. Probably until the outage 

affected the grid that provided their house with 

electricity, then theirs would be as dark as all the 

others. 

“Yeah, dad?” 
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“It’s time for Operation Save Mom,” he told them. 

“You guys ready?” 

“Yep.” 

“And you both know what to do?” 

“Yep.” 

“Good. Each of you grab a few of the bags and toss 

them in the trunk. While you boys do that, I’ll give 

the house a once over to make sure we didn’t forget 

anything.” 

“Okay, dad,” Dylan said. 

“Boys, hold on a second,” Clay said, stopping them 

before they reached the door. “I need to make sure 

that the two of you understand that there’s a 

possibility we won’t ever be coming back here. Are 

the two of you okay with that?” 

“Why wouldn’t we be?” Darby shrugged. “What’s 

there to stay here for? There’s probably never going 

to be school again. So many people have died from 

the virus, so the town will eventually die, too.” 

“Yeah,” Dylan agreed. “And they’ll probably keep 

dying until there’s no one left.” 

“Dad, we haven’t heard from any of our friends,” 

Darby stated. Dylan nodded in agreement. “We don’t 

even know if they’re dead or alive. Think about the 
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way things are here in Bethesda, and in DC right 

now. It’s probably the same all over the world. Do 

you honestly think it’s going to get any better?” 

“No,” Clay stated honestly. “I imagine it’ll get much 

worse.” 

“At least at the cabin we can all be with mom and not 

have to worry about her going to jail,” Darby said. 

“You’re both wiser than I gave you credit for,” Clay 

told them. “I appreciate the two of you being so 

mature about this. Now, go put those bags in the car.” 

Clay stood at the door as he studied the interior of the 

home he’d shared with his family, saddened to think 

they might never return. All that mattered to him was 

that his family would be reunited. Once they were, 

they’d stay that way. They could live in a tent for all 

he cared as long as they were all together. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Fay was lying on the couch scanning through a 

magazine when she heard the sound of crunching 

gravel that could’ve only been made by an 

approaching vehicle. 
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Peeking through the curtains, her heart skipped a beat 

when she saw a black SUV with dark tinted windows 

pull up beside her car. Her gig was up. Maximus had 

finally located her and sent his men to arrest her and 

take her back to DC. She’d never see Clay, Dylan, or 

Darby again. 

“Oh, my God,” she cried as the doors opened and her 

husband and sons stepped out of the vehicle. Fay 

threw the door open and ran into Clay’s arms, 

hugging him tightly. 

“Mom!” Dylan and Darby said excitedly. Fay 

embraced them and pulled them close, giving each 

one a quick peck on top of the head. 

“I thought you were Maximus,” she breathed. 

“Whose truck are you driving?” 

“Bob’s,” Clay replied. “He has ours.” 

Fay shook her head. “I don’t understand.” 

“I’ll explain everything later,” he said. “There’s a lot 

I have to tell you. First, let us get our things inside 

and get settled, then we’ll talk.” 

“I knew you’d come when I hadn’t made contact,” 

Fay told him as they sat down at the table. After 

putting their things away, Dylan and Darby headed 
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down to the lakefront to give their parents some time 

alone. 

“Keep an eye out for strange acting animals,” she 

told them before leaving. 

“We will.” 

“Strange acting animals?” Clay asked curiously. 

“I had a weird run-in with a sick German Shepherd a 

couple of days ago.” 

“Sick how?” 

“Believe it or not, the same symptoms as the virus 

that’s killing humans.” 

“I’d like to say that I’m surprised, but nothing 

surprises me anymore. Let’s not forget what Dr. 

Foster said in that video. Everything he predicted 

would happen, has happened, and there’s probably 

still more to come.” 

“I’m not surprised, either. And I certainly haven’t 

forgotten a word he said,” Fay replied. “Tell me, how 

did you get away without anyone noticing?” 

“The old bait and switch routine,” Clay said. “When 

the time came for us to leave, we left the house 

wearing hoodies. When we got to Bob’s, we went 

inside just in case anyone was watching. We wanted 

them to see us go in. Bob and his two boys, also 
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wearing hoodies, got into our car and drove away. 

We knew that if we were still being watched, they’d 

follow my car. Afterall, a man and two boys got out, 

and a man and two boys drove off.” 

“Except that it was Bob instead of you.” 

“Right. We’d already planned to meet at a location 

outside of Bethesda, where we’d switch our cars 

back.” 

“Then why are you driving Bob’s?” 

“I’m getting to that. Bob drove around for several 

minutes before heading to meet me. He wanted to 

make sure he wasn’t being followed. When he 

arrived, he insisted I keep his vehicle, and he’d keep 

mine.” 

“Because it’d be your car they’d be looking for, not 

his.” 

“Exactly. So, we removed our things from my car, 

put them in his, drove away, and here we are.” 

Fay smiled. “And I couldn’t be happier. I am so glad 

you’re here.” 

“Me, too,” Clay said. “I realize you’ve only been 

away for a few days, but if you went back home now, 

you wouldn’t believe it was the same city. In DC as 
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well. Everything has changed. And not for the 

better.” 

“That bad?” 

“Worse than you can imagine. No city traffic, not a 

soul in sight. All the restaurants are closed. So are the 

stores and malls. Do you have any idea how strange 

it is to not see any tourists in DC?” 

“Pretty strange, I imagine. How about John and the 

paper?” 

Clay paused and glanced solemnly at Fay. “John’s 

dead, Fay. The paper closed down.” 

“What?” Fay gasped. “John’s dead? From the virus?” 

“Only if the virus kills with a bullet.” 

“Somebody shot him?” 

“Yes, inside his office.” 

“I know that look, Clay. What are you thinking?” 

“That Maximus sent his men to extract information 

from him about you, and he refused to talk. It’s much 

too coincidental to be anything else.” 

“He would’ve never sent his men to the office,” Fay 

said, rising from the table and going to the kitchen 

window to check on the boys. Both of them were 

tossing rocks into the water, seeing who could throw 
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theirs the furthest. “Too many people would’ve been 

there. Maximus would never leave witnesses.” 

“That’s just it, Fay. No one else was there. John was 

in his office alone. One of the few staffers left found 

him hunched over his desk the next morning.” 

“He was probably working on the story I made him 

promise to write,” Fay said absently. “He made me 

send him a copy of my recorded interview with the 

fake Odessa Maximus. He told me he’d store it in the 

paper’s safe. Now the truth will never get out.” 

“Does that really matter at this point? There aren’t 

enough people left to care. What’s important is that 

we know the truth even if no one else ever will.” 

“When was he shot?” 

“Night before last.” 

“I can’t believe this,” Fay said, turning around and 

leaning against the counter, arms folded. “Maximus 

wants me because I dared to call him a liar in a room 

full of reporters, and he had John killed because he 

thought he knew where I was and wouldn’t give him 

the information that he wanted. Why go after John 

and not you? You’re my husband and certainly know 

more about me than he did.” 
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“My guess is because I told Filmore that John sent 

you on assignment to an undisclosed location and 

Maximus sent his men to extract that information 

from him.” 

“Filmore?” Fay asked. “Who’s that?” 

“The FBI agent who came to the house looking for 

you. He probably reported what I told him to his 

supervisor who then relayed the information to 

Maximus. He went after John because of what I told 

Filmore.” 

“He could still come after us.” 

“He has to find us first, honey. It’ll be a challenge for 

him to do that.” 

“What makes you so sure?” 

“Lack of manpower. Because of the amount of 

deaths, he has no one to track electronic devices. 

With no electricity or working cell phone towers, his 

chances of locating us are slimmer than slim. He 

probably would’ve if we hadn’t left when we did. 

Who’s to say they’re not looking for me right now?” 

“How did you find out about John?” 

“Bob. Guess it pays to have a friend in the CIA.” 

“This is horrible,” Fay said, shaking her head. 

“John’s dead because of me.” 
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“No, Fay,” Clay said, pulling her close. “John’s dead 

because of Lucius Maximus. You had nothing to do 

with his death.” 

“Maybe I should go back and turn myself in,” Fay 

suggested. “At least that way, he’ll have who he 

wants, and he won’t have to kill anyone else.” 

“You’ll do no such thing,” Clay said. “I didn’t think 

we’d ever be back together again as a family. Now 

that we are, no one’s going anywhere unless we’re 

all together. Understand?” 

Fay nodded. “Were you able to bring any of the 

groceries from home? I’ve been to the store here and 

there’s barely anything left that’s edible.” 

“Yes,” Clay said. “As much as I could throw together 

in a hurry. I didn’t want to waste valuable time and 

hang around there any longer than I needed to.” 

“Good,” Fay said. “Between what you brought and 

what’s already here, we should be okay on food for a 

while.” 

“Maybe in a day or two, we’ll take a trip to the store.” 

“Won’t do any good. I’ve done that already. There’s 

nothing left. Every shelf in every store in Strasberg 

was empty.” 
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“If we have to drive a few miles further to find a 

different place, then that’s what we’ll do. If we find 

little or nothing at all, we’ll make do with what we 

have. Let’s not worry too much about it right now. 

We’ll be fine.” 

“Hey, mom,” Dylan said, bursting through the door. 

“Are grandpa’s fishing rods here?” 

“I don’t know, son. If they are, they’ll be out there in 

the storage shed. What are you going to use for bait?” 

“Lures,” he said, going back outside. 

“I sure hope they become good anglers,” Clay said. 

“Why?” 

“We may end up having to depend on their skills and 

live off fish for a long time.” 

Fay smiled. “Alright, now that the bad news is out of 

the way, let’s sit down and you can tell me what’s 

going on back home.” 

“What do you want to know?” 

“Everything.” 

For the first time since being forced to abscond from 

her home, Fay slept well, feeling secure and lonely 

no more. 

She had everything she needed in life right there with 

her at the cabin. 
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As far as she was concerned, Lucius Maximus could 

go fuck himself. 

 

* * * * * 

 

From the window inside the Oval Office, Maximus 

stared at what remained of the once ornate Rose 

Garden. Multiple colors of flowers had been ripped 

from their bushes and now laid flat and lifeless on the 

green lawn, trampled by a group of religious 

mercenaries who’d made their way onto White 

House grounds. 

With no remaining security posted on grounds that 

would provide him with any level of protection, and 

no staff remaining to intervene on his behalf, open 

season had been declared for anyone remaining 

inside the White House. 

It wouldn’t matter if there was security, they 

wouldn’t be able to stop the event that awaited him. 

The foretold prophecy simply couldn’t be averted. 

They’d already found Greg Coates. Through the 

window, he’d watched with pleasure as battle fatigue 

clad, AR-15 toting soldiers drug him from the White 

House onto the lawn next to the garden, blindfolded 
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and restrained. The soldiers executed him by firing 

squad, the impact of the bullets shredding his flesh. 

Now the team of militias were coming for him. 

His work on earth was complete, his time remaining 

was short. 

He’d long known how this would end. He knew 

before he was sent on his mission that this was what 

it would come to. 

He wasn’t afraid. Soon, he’d be with his father and 

would never have to leave his side again. He knew 

not what came next, nor was he aware of any of the 

details for the grand finale. None of it was of any 

concern to him. What he’d been commissioned to do 

had been done. 

Humanity was on the brink of extinction, save for the 

few who’d survived the worldwide plague, like the 

hunters who were currently searching for him. What 

would become of those remaining had not been 

disclosed to him, and frankly, he didn’t give a shit 

what happened to them. They deserved whatever 

they got. 

When he heard the thumping sound of approaching 

combat boots, Maximus turned from the window, sat 

in his chair, and propped his feet on the corner of the 
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desk, gazing at the door as he awaited the troop’s 

arrival. 

One after another, a group of ten men filed into his 

office and formed a semi-circle in front of the 

resolute desk. 

Unemotional, they stood at attention with their 

weapons at ease. Maximus was able to see through 

their stoical demeanor but was unfazed by the anger 

and hatred for him that burned inside them. He found 

their disgust rather pleasing. 

“Hello, gentlemen,” he said. “I’ve been expecting 

you.” 

The unarmed platoon leader entered, walked to the 

desk, and slapped Maximus’ feet to the floor. 

“Get up,” he commanded. 

“I think I’d rather remain sitting.” 

The soldiers raised their weapons and aimed. 

“In case you don’t know the significance of that 

sound,” the general said. “It means for you to obey 

my orders and get your ass out of that chair.” 

Reluctantly, Maximus stood. “If you don’t mind me 

asking, I’d like to know who you are,” he said 

snidely. “I should get acquainted with the man who’s 

going to kill me. At least tell me your name.” 
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“We’re God’s warriors, and that’s all you need to 

know,” the leader barked. “Unfortunately for you, we 

know who you really are, Lucius Maximus. Or 

should I call you Apollyon.” 

Maximus smiled. “Either one will do. However, it 

doesn’t really matter now, does it?” 

“Not really,” the leader said. “What does matter is 

knowing that you’re the son of Satan, Apollyon the 

Destroyer, or as most would refer to you, the 

Antichrist. You’re against everything that God is for, 

and we’re here to ensure that you’re unable to cause 

any more damage or destruction.” 

Maximus mockingly clapped his hands. “What can I 

say?” he quipped. “Like father, like son.” 

“Under normal circumstances, I’d read the charges 

against you and haul your ass off to the brink,” the 

general told him. “Thanks to you, law and order no 

longer exists, so we’re here to punish you for the 

crimes you’ve committed. The punishment is death 

by execution. My men here,” he said, turning to his 

platoon, “will be carrying out your sentence.” 

“Crimes?” Maximus scoffed. “What crimes is it that 

you think I committed?” 
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“Murder, crimes against humanity, dereliction of 

duty, to name a few.” 

Maximus threw his head back and laughed heartily. 

“Damn, I’m good.” 

“Step from behind the desk.” 

“No,” Maximus said defiantly. “If you want me, 

you’ll have to come and get me.” 

“Amos? Randall?” the leader barked. “You heard the 

man. Take him into custody.” 

He could struggle against them and resist their 

aggressiveness, but to do so would be meaningless.  

The end that he was facing was meant to be. Nothing, 

and no one, could stop it. 

Unlike Greg Coates, they neither blindfolded nor 

restrained him before escorting him outside. 

Greg’s bullet riddled body lay in a bloody heap on 

the ground beside him.  

“On your knees,” the leader commanded. 

“I bow to no one.” 

“Amos?” 

A single bullet to the knee sent Maximus to the 

ground. “You son of a bitch,” he spat. “You’ll burn 

in hell for this.” 
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“See you there,” Amos said, firing a single shot into 

his other knee. 

Before he could get up, Randall tied his hands behind 

his back with plastic cuffs, then taped his eyes open. 

“No blindfold for you,” the leader told him. “I want 

you to see the bullets coming. You don’t deserve an 

ounce of compassion. Men,” he said, raising an arm 

and taking a stance behind his platoon. “On my 

command. Ready. Aim.” 

The leader of the platoon didn’t get the chance to say 

fire before a spray of bullets struck Maximus in the 

head, the chest, and the abdomen. Dead, he collapsed 

on top of Greg Coates. Their bodies would remain in 

the satiny green grass of the White House lawn until 

the end of time, decaying in the scorching heat. 

“Good job, men. Let’s head out.” 
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PART IV 

 

AD INFINITUM 
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CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT 

 

Cedartown, Georgia 

Pastor Erwin was awakened by the sound of 

shattering glass, accompanied by loud, booming 

voices and maniacal laughter. 

He didn’t need to look outside to know who was 

responsible. They’d made themselves well known to 

what few survivors remained. 

There wasn’t a home, store, or business in Cedartown 

or surrounding cities that the terrorist group hadn’t 

pillaged, taking whatever they wanted for their group 

of misfits, leaving nothing for anyone else in need. 

Since learning of their existence, he figured it was 

only a matter of time before they targeted him and 

his church. Unfortunately, that time had arrived. 

A year had passed since the outbreak of the virus that 

killed ninety-nine percent of the population in Pastor 

Erwin’s small, southern Georgia town.  

Those who hadn’t succumbed to the illness had either 

died from starvation, bacterial infections, suicide, or 

at the hands of the lawless thugs outside the 

parsonage that’d taken to the streets and overrun the 
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town, robbing citizens at gunpoint, pilfering store 

shelves, and emptying the cabinets of unoccupied 

homes, stockpiling everything they could find and 

price gouging every item, making it impossible for 

anyone to pay the costs. 

They called themselves the Brotherhood of 

Righteousness, a sick and hypocritical name since 

they were anything but righteous. Every home and 

commercial structure within miles had been 

destroyed by the group. They’d torched them and 

gleefully watched the flames spread, burning entire 

cities to the ground for the sheer pleasure of it. 

Pastor Erwin imagined the group of low-life, 

unbathed and filthy men were the same ones who, in 

former times, had found it thrilling to involve 

themselves in weekend barroom brawls, always 

being the ones who’d instigated the fights. The entire 

group were bullies, miscreants, and all-around sorry 

excuses for humans. During a global disaster, when 

the proper thing to do would be to help other 

survivors, they’d chosen to do the opposite by 

rubbing salt into the wounds of those who were 

hurting and hopeless. 
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If the pandemic had been sent as a means to test 

human behavior during a crisis, then humanity had 

failed miserably. They’d not only forsaken God, but 

each other. 

No one had any money because they no longer had 

jobs. Every single business in Cedartown was closed. 

Grocery store shelves were empty. Not even a bottle 

of water could be found. Cedartown no longer had 

power or city water. Like every other business, the 

water and electrical power plants had closed, too, 

because no one was left to oversee the operation of 

either. 

Although he was a man of God and had deep love 

and admiration for all of His creations, lately he’d 

wondered why the lives of criminals like the 

Brotherhood of Righteousness had been spared by 

the virus when other, much kinder and respectable 

ones who would’ve gladly helped others in need, had 

been taken. 

Perhaps one day the answers would be revealed to 

him. For the moment, he simply didn’t understand. 

“Preacher man?” a gruff voice called out. “We know 

you’re in there. Come on out here and talk to us.” 
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Pastor Erwin grabbed the baseball bat that he kept by 

the front door. If the group came in after him, his 

poor excuse of a weapon would be no match against 

the throng of animalistic beasts, but it was better than 

having nothing at all. 

Silently, he stood behind the parsonage door with the 

baseball bat slung over his shoulder. He’d never hurt 

or struck a soul in his life. The thought of hearing the 

wood cracking a human skull nauseated him. If he 

were forced to fight, it’d be for no other purpose than 

self-defense. 

“Did you hear me, preacher man?” 

“What do you want?” Erwin called back. 

“We want to talk to you.” 

Laughter erupted from the group. 

“About what?” 

“Nothing in particular. Just a friendly conversation 

with our neighborly pastor.” 

“I’ve got nothing to say to you. Go away and leave 

me alone.” 

“Did you hear that, boys?” the leader said to his clan. 

“He wants us to go away and leave him alone. How 

do you all feel about that?” 
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A chorus of “hell no’s” and “break down the door’s” 

resonated through the night air. For the first time 

since the whole mess with the virus had started, 

Pastor Erwin genuinely feared for his life, aware of 

the multiple murders they’d already committed for 

the pure thrill of it. Being a man of God meant 

nothing to the herd of heathens. To them, he was 

simply another unfortunate resident to fall victim to 

their terroristic behavior. 

He wasn’t afraid to die. In fact, he looked forward to 

it. He was thrilled about all the reunifications with 

loved ones he’d rejoice over once he got to Heaven. 

Although he didn’t fear death, he also didn’t want to 

die at the hands of a horde of hoodlums. 

Unfortunately, that wasn’t his choice to make. 

“I’ll ask nicely one more time,” the man called. “Are 

you coming out here or not?” 

“No, I am not.” 

“If that’s the way you want it.” 

Pastor Erwin’s heart raced as they continually 

battered the door. With the bat raised high over his 

head, he was prepared to strike the first person who 

barged their way into his home. He didn’t stand a 

chance against the rambunctious gang, but he 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

637 
 

intended to go down fighting. If that meant only 

getting one good lick in, then that was fine by him. 

The wood in the door frame crackled and splintered, 

finally giving way against the strength of the men as 

they assembled together and forced their way 

through. 

The door fell inwards, crashing to the floor with a 

loud boom. 

Pastor Erwin brought the bat down onto the head of 

the first man through the door. He was unfazed by 

the blow. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” the man told him, 

snatching the bat from his hands. Pastor Erwin 

recognized the voice as the man who’d been 

hollering at him from outside. He assumed that he 

was the leader of his group. 

“I have a right to defend myself,” Pastor Erwin 

argued. “You broke into my home.” 

“Only after you refused to come outside when I 

asked you nicely to do so.” 

“What do you want?” 

The group of fifteen men were now inside his home. 

All of them were carrying weapons. 
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“I don’t know,” the man shrugged. “What’cha got to 

offer?” 

“Not much, but whatever you want, just take it and 

get out of here.” 

“Well, now,” the man said, taking a step closer. Even 

in the dim candlelight, Pastor Erwin could see that 

the man was unclean and unkempt, reeking of days 

old body odor that reminded him of a rotting onion. 

“That’s not quite what I had in mind. What I mean to 

say is,” he said, leaning in close, breathing atrocious 

breath into Pastor Erwin’s face. Either the miscreant 

had forgotten how to brush his teeth, or it had never 

been on his list of top priorities. They were thickly 

caked with green tinted plaque. To be quite frank, his 

breath smelled worse than a fresh dog turd. “I don’t 

need your permission to take whatever I want,” he 

said. “Since you’ve been so rude and unwelcoming 

to me and my friends here, I’ve decided that we’re 

going to play a game with you first.” 

“A game?” Had the man gone completely mad? 

What kind of person played games with their victim 

before offing them? “What kind of game?” 
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“Not gonna tell you. It’s a surprise.” Turning to his 

group, he said, “I need a couple of volunteers to 

escort preacher man to our playground.” 

Two men as equally unclean and odorous as their 

leader took him by the elbows and led him out the 

front door and into the street. 

“Where are you taking me?”  

“Calm down, preacher man. You’ll see in a few 

minutes.” 

Pastor Erwin shuffled his feet as the two men 

practically dragged him down the asphalt roadway, 

his arthritic knees not being cooperative or flexible 

enough to keep up the pace. 

Although most of the dead had been disposed of, 

either by incineration or buried in mass graves, the 

stench of decay still lingered, a reminder not only of 

the atrocities the town had suffered because of the 

virus, but also from the extensive time several of the 

bodies had lain in yards, houses, cars, and in the 

streets before finally being removed and discarded. 

“Where are we going?” Pastor Erwin asked. 

“Shh,” the leader answered, putting a finger to his 

mouth to silence him. 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

640 
 

It wasn’t necessary for him to answer. The route they 

were taking verified what he suspected. 

Two blocks away was the city park that was once an 

active playground for children. Now, like everything 

else, all that remained were remnants of what used to 

be. Whatever game the leader had planned for him 

was apparently going to take place there. With the 

viciousness and cruelty that the particular group was 

capable of, he shuddered to think what they had in 

mind for him. 

He'd been in this vicinity many times visiting 

parishioners, inviting non-members to attend 

services, and extending invitations for children to 

attend Vacation Bible School. He’d never felt an 

ounce of fear on those occasions. It wasn’t a rich 

neighborhood, but it’d certainly been a respectable 

one with hard-working, church-going folks who still 

believed in teaching their children manners and 

courtesy and living by the Golden Rule. As he was 

being escorted down the dark and dreary road, 

staring at empty shells of homes that once housed 

happy families who enjoyed having dinner together 

at the kitchen table, he was overcome by a sudden, 

cold fear, coming to terms with the reality that he was 
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walking his last walk down that road, or any other 

street in Cedartown. He felt confident that he was 

being led to his death. The group of misfits who 

would be responsible were making a mockery of it 

by laughing and ridiculing an innocent man before 

slaughtering him. 

“Father God, forgive them for whatever it is they’re 

about to do,” Pastor Erwin prayed. “And may my 

soul enter the kingdom of Heaven and reign there 

with you forever and ever. Amen.” 

“Well, now, wasn’t that just about the sweetest thing 

you’ve ever heard?” the leader shouted to the group 

before bursting into sickening laughter. “Preacher 

man’s saying his goodbyes.” The entire crowd 

erupted in whooping and hollering, delighted by 

whatever sinful act they were about to embark upon. 

His assertion had been correct. They’d brought him 

to the playground. Although it was dark, he could 

still see the outlines of swings, slides, and the merry-

go-round. But there were also silhouettes in the 

background that were out of place, shadows of park 

equipment he’d never seen before. 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

642 
 

The men holding his arms led him to the back of the 

park, the dark shapes coming into better view the 

nearer they got. 

Pastor Erwin gasped when he recognized what he 

was seeing. “God, help me,” he muttered. 

“The game we’re about to play is easy,” the leader 

said. “If you win, you get to choose your fate,” he 

said, sweeping his arm through the air like a game 

show model displaying the grand prize. “If you lose, 

guess what?” 

“You get to choose.” 

“Ding, ding, ding,” the man taunted. “Give preacher 

man a red jellybean,” he declared with a sneer. 

“What we’re going to do is play a guessing game. I’ll 

ask you a question, you give me the answer. If you’re 

right, you get the point. See how easy it is?” 

“What kinds of questions?” 

“Simple ones. Ready? First question. What’s my 

name?” 

Pastor Erwin stared blankly at the man. He couldn’t 

begin to guess what his name was. Before they’d 

stormed his home, he was only aware of their 

existence and the destruction they’d caused around 
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town. He knew them by sight, not by their names. “I 

don’t know your name.” 

“Aw, come on, preacher man. That’s no fair. You 

have to at least try. Just take a wild guess.” 

Pastor Erwin shrugged. What difference did it make? 

Even if he got his name right, the man would swear 

he was wrong. “Is it Jim?” 

His gang of truants booed, giving a thumbs down to 

his answer. 

“Wrong,” the man said, pulling one of his members 

from the crowd. “What’s this guy’s name?” 

“Ralph?” 

More boos and thumbs down. 

“Third and final question,” he said. “I’ll make this an 

easy one. What’s your name, preacher man?” 

“Maximillian Erwin.” 

“How about that, ya’ll?” he laughed, turning to his 

gang. “He finally got one right.” Turning back to 

Pastor Erwin, he said, “Unfortunately, one out of 

three ain’t winning.” He rubbed the blade of the knife 

he was holding across his stubbled cheek as he spoke. 

“I’ll tell you what I’m going to do. Since I’m feeling 

generous tonight, I’m still going to let you make the 

choice. Tell me, preacher man, what’ll it be? Do we 
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need a new bowling ball?” he shouted, pointing to 

the guillotine.  

A bowling ball? Pastor Erwin thought. Are they 

seriously going to play with my head after chopping 

it off? 

“Do we want a human pinata?” he asked as he 

pointed to an erected gallows, the noose swaying 

gently back and forth. “Or would you prefer to face 

a firing squad? You have ten seconds to decide.” 

Of the many times he’d thought about how his life on 

earth would end, not once had he ever considered 

something even remotely close to what he was facing 

now. He was literally being forced to make a choice 

in which manner he preferred to be murdered. There 

was no way out of the situation he was in. Incapable 

of running even if he weren’t suffering from painful 

arthritis, he’d certainly try it if he could conjure up 

enough bravery to do it. He wouldn’t get very far 

before they caught up to him. Out of anger, the leader 

would make the choice for his demise himself.  

He didn’t want to die by hanging. It’d be too 

agonizing and would take too long. Immediate death 

would be delivered by either the guillotine or bullets, 

his choice. 
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“Time’s up. What’ll it be?” 

“May I ask you one question before telling you my 

choice?” 

“Why not?” he shrugged. “It’s the least I can do.” 

“Why are you doing this to me? I don’t know you 

and you don’t know me. I’ve never done a thing in 

my life to hurt anyone. Why me?” 

The man threw his head back and roared with 

laughter. “’Cause you’s the only one left here besides 

us. We did you a favor by saving you for last. This 

town belongs to us now.” 

“May God have mercy on your soul for what you’re 

about to do.” 

“I ain’t worried too much about that. Look around 

you, preacher man. What did your God do to stop any 

of this? What makes you think you’re special enough 

that he’d intervene on your behalf to prevent what’s 

about to happen to you when he didn’t do a damn 

thing to stop the deaths of billions of people all over 

the world?” 

The man turned to face his group, raised his knife-

wielding arm high into the air, and shouted, “To the 

guillotine, men!” 
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“You didn’t allow me to give you my answer,” Pastor 

Erwin said. 

“Too late now,” the leader told him. “I made the 

decision for you.” 

As Pastor Erwin kneeled on the makeshift wooden 

platform with his arms tied behind his back, head 

positioned inside the lunette, he wondered if the 

myth that a head severed from its body could actually 

see it for a split second as it rolled away. 

He didn’t see anything, but he clearly heard the 

metallic swoosh! as the razor-sharp steel blade flew 

down the wooden shaft. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-NINE 

 

Ames, Iowa 

As Jamie stared at the grave mounds in the yard, she 

wondered how long it’d be before her fate came 

knocking. When it inevitably did, there’d be no one 

to bury her unless she preceded Roz in death. If not, 

she’d be left to rot wherever she lay. 

After Roz’s arrival, they’d spent the first night 

together talking into the wee hours of the morning, 

catching up on what each had been through over the 

past several months. Listening to Roz recount her 

losses sounded eerily familiar, losing her parents 

first, then her husband. With no children, she’d been 

spared the agonizing pain associated with the loss of 

a child, listening with care and concern as Jamie 

relayed her own losses. 

They’d also laughed as they’d recalled embarrassing 

high school moments and teenage awkwardness. 

Jamie found Roz’s stories about some of the 

conspiracy theories she’d read online to be quite 

entertaining, asking herself if it was possible for 

intelligent adults to be so gullible. 
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“What if they were actually onto something, Jamie?” 

Roz asked her. “Suppose it’s true that the entire virus 

thing was done intentionally like most of them 

believe?” 

“Guess we’ll never know,” Jamie replied. “Which is 

a good thing. I don’t think I’d want to know that a 

country I love betrayed its citizens in such a 

horrifying manner.” 

“What do you think makes us different?” Roz asked. 

“Why haven’t we been infected and died? God 

knows I’ve been around, touched, and cared for 

enough contaminated people that if I were going to 

contract the virus, I would have by now.” 

“Same here,” Jamie said. “And it’s probably the 

same with every other survivor out there. I’m sure 

they’re wondering the same thing.” 

“Damn sure isn’t because we’re the lucky ones,” Roz 

stated. 

“Quite the opposite, in fact,” Jamie replied. 

One of the first tasks Roz had insisted upon was 

burying Ben and her parents. “I know it’s going to be 

a difficult undertaking, Jamie. Believe me, I’m fully 

aware of how painful it is. But we can’t leave them 

out there in the shed like that.” 
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Together, they’d dug one large, deep hole and given 

her loved ones a proper burial without removing the 

protective tarp. If she’d had to look at their 

decomposed corpses, she would’ve keeled over and 

fallen into the pit with them. Which might have been 

a good thing. At least that way, her mourning and 

sadness would finally be over. 

It’d taken several hours to dig a hole big and deep 

enough to hold the three of them, but once it was 

finished, she was glad they’d done it. 

“I haven’t seen my neighbor, Bud, in several days,” 

she’d told Roz, still holding the shovel. “I really 

should go check on him. I feel I owe him that much. 

Afterall, he’s the one who helped me dig Kirk’s 

grave.” 

“I’ll go with you,” Roz said, laying her shovel on the 

ground. 

The stench of decay assaulted them before they 

reached the door. 

“I guess we know why you haven’t seen him,” Roz 

said. 

“I was afraid of this. Maybe we should bury him, 

too.” 
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“No,” Roz replied. “He’s inside his house and out of 

sight. Best to leave him there.” 

“You’re probably right.” 

Across the street from Bud’s house, a small face 

peeking through the curtains caught Jamie’s 

attention. “Roz, look,” she said, pointing. 

“Is that a little girl?” 

“I think so,” Jamie answered as she headed towards 

the house. Curtains quickly fell back into place when 

she saw Jamie coming. 

“Hello?” Jamie called out, rapping on the door. 

“Little girl? Open the door. My friend and I are here 

to help.” 

Slowly, the door opened, and the small child stepped 

into view. Her pink unicorn shirt was filthy, her 

underpants soiled with urine and feces. Jamie 

guessed her to be about five, six at the most. 

“Are you here alone?” Jamie asked. 

The little girl looked up at her with huge brown eyes 

and shook her head. “Mommy and daddy are here.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Rosie,” she answered in a near whisper. 
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“My name is Jamie, and this is my friend, Roz. 

Where are your parents?” she asked, afraid she 

already knew the answer. 

Rosie pointed towards the back of the house. 

“Sleeping.”   

That sounded promising. If they were only sleeping, 

that meant Rosie had someone to look after her. Or 

perhaps in her juvenile mind, she only thought they 

were sleeping. 

“Can we wake them up?” 

Rosie shook her head.  

“Why not, Rosie? How long have they been asleep?” 

“A long time.” 

“Do you mind if I come inside and go look for 

myself?” 

“I’m not supposed to bother them when they’re 

asleep,” she whispered. “Mommy gets mad if I wake 

her up.” 

“What if I promise to be really quiet? Can I have a 

peek then?” 

Rosie glanced over her shoulder at the closed 

bedroom door at the end of the hallway, nodded, and 

allowed Jamie and Roz inside. 
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“Is it just me?” Roz whispered as she followed Jamie 

to the bedroom door. “Or is there a vague smell of 

rot in here?” 

“It isn’t just you,” Jamie whispered back, carefully 

turning the knob and opening the door. 

“This certainly isn’t what I was expecting,” Roz said. 

“Nor was I.” 

Rosie’s parents lay side by side in their bed, the 

nightclothes they’d died in stained with dried bodily 

fluids, the material melded into what remained of 

their bodies. Rosie told them they’d been asleep for 

a long time, and judging by the advanced stages of 

decomposition, a long time had apparently been 

several months. Both bodies were mummified to 

near skeletal remains, the skin so taut on their faces 

that they had an alien like appearance to them. The 

smell of death was stronger in the room, the worst of 

the stench of decay likely contained there by keeping 

the door shut. 

“How long has this kid been in this house alone with 

dead, rotting parents?” Roz asked. “And when was 

the last time she opened the door to check on them?” 

“Long enough that her parents have almost 

completely decomposed,” Jamie answered. “She 
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probably hasn’t opened the door at all because she 

didn’t want to make mommy mad by waking her up,” 

Jamie said, quietly closing the door, keeping her 

promise to Rosie that she’d be quiet. 

“I guess she’s too young to realize that her parents 

are dead,” Roz said. 

“Let’s check the other two rooms while we’re here,” 

Jamie suggested. 

The first door Jamie opened obviously belonged to 

Rosie. The walls were painted pink, the bed was 

adorned with a frilly pink bedspread, and various 

dolls and toys were scattered all over the floor. 

“Where the hell has this kid been sleeping?” Roz 

asked. 

“Not in here, that’s for sure,” Jamie replied. “Unless 

she knows how to make her bed every day.” 

“Geez, I hope she hasn’t been sleeping with her 

parents.” 

The second room appeared to be a home office or 

den, furnished with a small desk, sofa, chair, and 

television. On the end table next to the couch was an 

opened laptop and empty mug with a dark circular 

stain on the bottom, the remnants of what had once 

been coffee or tea. 
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“Looks like whoever sat here planned to return but 

never woke up the next morning to finish whatever 

they were doing,” Jamie said.  

“Kind of creepy and sad if you ask me,” Roz replied. 

“Maybe they were sick and searching for a cure. 

They probably didn’t expect to die during the night, 

hoping to find an answer that would help them get 

better. Wouldn’t you agree? Everyone I lost was 

terribly sick before dying.” 

“Mine, too, but once they started showing signs of 

illness, deterioration began within hours,” Jamie 

said. 

“Maybe the one doing the searching wasn’t sick at 

the time, then suddenly fell ill and became too sick 

to search anymore and simply left their things as they 

are now because they were too weak to bother 

putting them away.” 

“Could be,” Jamie agreed. “I don’t know about you, 

but I’m relieved to know there isn’t anyone else here 

other than Rosie.” 

“I’m with you on that. What are we going to do about 

her?” 

“We can’t leave her here by herself,” Jamie said. “I 

doubt she’d be able to provide us with any 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

655 
 

information for relatives. Even if she could, they’re 

probably all dead.” 

“We should take her with us,” Roz offered. “How 

much trouble could she possibly be?” 

That had been nine months prior.  

The answer was simple. 

None. 

Rosie barely spoke a word, ate very little, and was 

content in the company of the dogs, avoiding her and 

Roz most of the time. 

Although she had no regrets about taking Rosie in, a 

lot had changed since she’d come to live with them, 

and not for the betterment of their situation. 

Before losing power, she’d learned in her last 

conversation with Shay that a majority of those she’d 

contacted had completed their plans to meet up in St. 

Louis, Missouri and establish their own community 

by working together to clean, rebuild, and plant 

enough crops that would sufficiently feed everyone 

in their group. According to Shay, included in those 

going to St. Louis were doctors, nurses, electricians, 

plumbers, and multiple farmers. Shay had 

vehemently tried to convince her to relocate there, 

but Roz had been against it, telling her they were all 
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living a pipedream if they thought they could rebuild 

an entire city on hopes and wishes, convinced that 

their plan would collapse before even getting off the 

ground. And since she couldn’t walk away and leave 

Roz behind, she’d declined the invitation. 

She now wondered if that had been a mistake. 

There was no food for the taking within miles of 

Ames. Shamefully, she, Roz, and every other 

survivor had pillaged homes and stores in search of 

food and water until not even a crumb remained. 

Even though they’d had no choice but to ration what 

supplies they had, it was rapidly dwindling and was 

only a matter of time before nothing remained. Not 

even the dogs would be spared. 

Without food and water, only one option remained. 

Death by starvation. 

How long would that take, and how painful would it 

be? 

Roz had not voiced the same concerns, but Jamie was 

sure she felt the same way. 

Maybe they should reconsider Shay’s offer, load up 

the car, and head to St. Louis and find them. If they 

were unsuccessful in locating the group, at least 
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they’d be in a new city, with different homes to live 

in, and a variety of stores to steal from. 

It might be worth suggesting to Roz. 

All she could do was say no. 

Jamie sighed deeply as her mind raced about what 

steps to take next, about what she could do to keep 

all of them safe and alive, realizing that no matter 

how much thought she gave it, or how many 

scenarios she created in her mind, there really wasn’t 

anything she could do to remedy their situation. 

There was no hope in sight. 

The world as everyone had known it had ended, and 

it wouldn’t make a sudden and historical comeback 

like a washed-up movie star finally getting the lead 

role they’d wanted their entire career. 

Without access to the news and not knowing what 

was going on outside of her own tiny bubble, she 

could only speculate about how depressing the state 

of the world must be. 

If it was equally bad everywhere else as it was there, 

why didn’t God simply end it all and put everyone 

out of their misery? At least that way, the innocents 

wouldn’t have to suffer anymore or starve or thirst to 
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death in a world where there was absolutely no 

chance of redemption. 

To her, allowing survivors to go on suffering was the 

cruelest form of punishment imaginable. 
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CHAPTER FIFTY 

 

Fisher’s Hill, Virginia 

Living in a secluded cabin in the foothills of the 

Shenandoah Valley was very different from city life. 

There was no bumper-to-bumper traffic, no constant 

wailing of sirens and blaring horns from impatient 

drivers. A lot could be said about the quietness and 

solitude of life in the Virginia mountains, a place of 

welcomed calmness and serenity, where a man could 

actually gather his thoughts and think without 

constant interruptions. There was definitely 

something exhilarating about breathing in the fresh 

air on a crisp, chilly morning. 

It’d taken Clay months to make the renovations to the 

place that he and his family now called home. To 

make the necessary alterations, he’d had to indulge 

in inappropriate actions that he would’ve never 

dreamed of doing in a normal world. But the world 

they now lived in was anything but normal. 

With no electrical power or water supply, they were 

literally forced to live off the land, much in the same 
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way as pioneers and early settlers had taught 

themselves to do. 

Adjusting to an alternative way of life hadn’t been 

easy, but through trial and error, he’d learned to do 

many things he’d never done before. Not out of 

pleasure, but necessity in order to provide for his 

family. 

He constructed a spit grill using discarded metal 

pieces and rebar rods he’d found inside his father’s 

tool shed and from the yards and sheds of 

neighboring houses. An oven rack from the kitchen 

stove made the perfect grill rack. The base of the 

firepit was constructed of assorted sizes of rocks and 

stones from the lakefront. 

Attached to the side of the house facing the toolshed 

was a storage pantry that he’d built for the safe 

keeping of staple food items to eliminate the 

overflow from the kitchen cabinets. Making multiple 

trips to nearby cities had proven fruitful, the four of 

them taking whatever edible and essential products 

they could find. Candles, matches, solar lamps, and 

soap filled an entire six-shelf cupboard. 
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With no gas availability, they’d halted their runs, 

deciding to save whatever gas remained in their tanks 

for emergencies. 

Never having been a hunter, his first deer kill had 

dealt a deep mental blow that took weeks to get over. 

However, when a man faces deciding whether to feed 

his family or let them starve, he has to make choices, 

and that’s what he reminded himself of with every 

hunt thereafter. As long as he continued to tell 

himself that he was doing it out of need and not 

pleasure, he did what he had to do. Most of their meat 

intake had come from rabbits and deer, and on one 

occasion, a bear. Either because of other surviving 

hunters or starving to death from a lack of vegetation 

and other small game, wildlife had gradually become 

scarce, tapering off by the day until there wasn’t any 

left at all. 

Before being able to hunt, he’d needed a gun, and 

found everything he needed while pillaging a 

firearms store in Strasberg. He felt awful for stealing 

and wouldn’t have even considered doing it if the 

owner had still been alive. 

Training himself how to learn to use the firearm had 

been no walk in the park. On his first attempt, the 
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recoil from the rifle knocked him flat on his ass, the 

bullet ricocheting off a nearby tree and sending a 

thick branch down on top of him. Determined to 

master the art of becoming a marksman, he got up, 

dusted off the seat of his pants, and tried again. Only 

the second time, he prepared himself for the recoil by 

tightening up his right shoulder before pulling the 

trigger. The blast echoed loudly through the valley, 

but there wasn’t anyone around to be alarmed by the 

sound of gunfire. After a few more tries, he stopped 

for the day, vowing to resume practice the following 

morning. 

Except that he hadn’t been able to. His arm was too 

stiff, sore, and bruised to even think about picking up 

the rifle and firing it. Eventually, his shoulder healed, 

and he returned to daily practice, finally becoming 

good enough to use the rifle for the purpose it was 

intended for–hunting for food. The smaller handguns 

had been much easier to handle and learn and didn’t 

cause injuries to his shoulder. 

Having firearms also brought him a sense of comfort 

and security. Not only in knowing that he had a way 

to search for food, but in the unlikely event that 

Maximus should send his squad after them, he’d 
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blow every single one of them away the second they 

stepped out of their cars and do so without an ounce 

of remorse, and without worrying about facing a 

prison sentence because of his actions. With no 

police, no justice department, and no penal 

institutions, there were zero chances of facing any 

charges.  

He hadn’t been back to DC or Bethesda since joining 

Fay. He didn’t know if Maximus was alive or dead. 

Hopefully, the latter. If so, then he could no longer 

pose a threat to his family or anyone else. Maybe it 

was even possible that the earth had opened up and 

swallowed him back into the pits of hell where he 

belonged. 

He had no reason to return to DC or Bethesda and 

didn’t intend to. He imagined there wasn’t much of 

anything remaining there, including human life. The 

rapid destruction and fallout had already begun when 

he’d departed more than a year before. With the 

raging pandemic killing millions of people every 

day, a virus with no known cure or the possibility of 

ever having one, it’d caused the decline of 

humankind and halted the world in its tracks. 
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Clay was unaware if the fall of mankind was 

happening everywhere else as badly as it was in the 

states. He also didn’t know how many, or if any, 

survivors remained, or where any of them might be 

located. A part of him wished he knew, while another 

part of him was glad that he didn’t. His only focus 

and interest was in keeping his family safe. 

Many nights while sitting in front of a crackling fire 

after the boys had gone to bed, he and Fay engaged 

in lengthy conversations about it, both wondering 

what the future held or if they even had a future to 

look forward to. Even if the world did somehow 

miraculously recover from the catastrophic damage 

it’d suffered, it would take years upon years to 

rebuild structures, businesses, vegetable, produce 

and meat industries, and to procreate. 

One conversation he distinctly recalled had been 

about the virus. 

“How is it that all four of us are immune?” he’d asked 

Fay. 

“Who says we are?” she’d replied. 

“If we’re not, then how do you explain how none of 

us contracted it?” 
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“Perhaps because we took precautions by keeping 

away from everyone outside of our immediate 

family. Once we knew how serious the virus truly 

was, we kept our boys inside the safety of our home. 

Then we came here,” Fay explained. 

“But what about all the exposure we were subjected 

to? Surely we had contact with someone who was 

carrying it.” 

“That could be true,” Fay agreed. “No matter how 

hard we try, we’ll probably never know. It doesn’t 

really matter now. We’re all safe, none of us have 

been sick, we haven’t been around anyone who is, 

and we don’t plan to be.” 

“I can go along with that,” Clay nodded. 

Shortly after that conversation, Dylan and Darby 

both fell ill with virus-like symptoms, scaring the 

hell out of him and Fay. Fortunately, within a few 

days, both recovered with no long-lasting effects. He 

and Fay attributed their sickness to a mild case of the 

flu, feeling relieved that their only children had been 

spared. 

The absence of things taken for granted was what he 

missed the most. Being able to withdraw money from 

the bank, making a quick run to the market and 
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finding everything he needed, making phone calls to 

loved ones, flipping a switch to light up a room. All 

those things were gone now, relics of the past, and he 

doubted he’d ever see the reemergence of them in his 

lifetime. 

It truly was astounding what a person could become 

capable of when forced to take survival matters into 

their own hands to care for their families when there 

wasn’t a standard or normal set of rules anymore. 

Like him, every other survivor had likely been forced 

to do what he’d done by taking whatever they’d 

needed from homes that would never be lived in 

again. He wasn’t proud that he’d become a thief, but 

he’d done it all for those he loved the most. 

The greenhouse he and the boys had built was 

constructed from hundreds of assorted sizes of 

windowpanes that he’d manually removed from 

vacant homes. Planted inside were the seeds Fay had 

purchased, and roots taken from dead or dying 

gardens around Fisher’s Hill that would never be 

tended to again. Because he’d never planted or 

grown a thing in his life, they’d all been elated when 

tiny, green sprouts began to shoot from the ground, 

showing promising signs of progress. 
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Behind the toolshed, he’d first dug a six-foot deep by 

six-foot wide hole, then built a wooden outhouse 

around it, including a shelf on the wall for books and 

magazines, most of which he’d collected, 

shamefully, by pillaging the homes of the dead. 

Using leaves instead of toilet paper had taken some 

getting used to, and he’d learned the hard way about 

“leaves of three, leave them be.” The crack of his ass 

had stayed red and raw for nearly a week afterwards, 

making it next to impossible to walk without his legs 

spread apart. Fay and the boys had laughed at him 

and called him penguin man because of his waddling 

walk. He could joke about it now, but he hadn’t 

found it to be funny at all then. Painful as the 

experience was, it’d taught him a valuable lesson 

about nature. 

Water was collected either by putting out empty 

bowls to fill during rainfall, or by the pailful from the 

lake. That water, of course, had to be boiled over a 

fire for several hours to destroy any bacteria that 

might be in it, then allowed to cool down before 

consuming it. Recently, Fay had collected bowl upon 

bowl of snow, pouring it into pitchers once it melted, 

then scooping up more. “Don’t collect more than we 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

668 
 

can use,” he’d told her while eating a handful of the 

ice right off the ground. “It’ll just go to waste.” 

During warm months, bathing took place at the 

lakeshore. He and the boys went together, then 

stayed inside when it was Fay’s turn. In the winter, 

an oversized, galvanized tub was filled with fresh hot 

and cold water every night that they all shared. 

Laundry was done in water-filled mop buckets, one 

garment at a time, using either a rock or washboard 

to scrub out dirt and stains, then hung on the 

clothesline to dry. 

Life in the mountains wasn’t perfect, but it was good. 

He had his wife, his sons, and they were all healthy. 

For that, he was thankful and had accepted the fact 

that their current way of life was likely permanent. 

He was okay with that, too. 

They’d long ago lost count of what day of the week 

it was, what month, or even the time of day, but he 

thought it might be January. All he could say with 

certainty was that they’d all arrived at the cabin in 

July. Since that time, winter and summer seasons had 

come and gone, and now it was winter again. 

Fay had attempted to maintain her own version of a 

calendar, but after several times of forgetting to 
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update it daily, she’d given up and thrown it in the 

trash. 

“Screw it,” she’d said. “Let’s just live our lives one 

day at a time and be thankful.” 

Other than the sickened dog that Fay had told him 

about, none of them had seen any animals, 

domesticated or otherwise. No dogs. No cats. Not 

even a squirrel wandered onto the property anymore. 

Whatever virus had killed off most of the human 

population on the planet had apparently affected all 

species of animals, just as Dr. Foster had predicted, 

diminishing them into non-existence. 

Not knowing what day or month it was came with the 

realization of being unaware when holidays or 

birthdays were, which ultimately resulted in the lack 

of celebrations. Fortunately, Fay nor the boys were 

upset about it, only happy that they were all together 

as a family, aware that many others hadn’t been as 

fortunate. 

To make up for it, occasionally they’d gather around 

the open fire after dark and tell ghost or funny stories 

while dinner cooked, the sound of their voices and 

laughter echoing through the empty valley. Tonight 

would be such a night. Plans were to bring out 
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blankets and chairs and eat dinner as a family under 

the stars, as they’d done many times before. 

It was a perfect night for a cookout. Thousands of 

stars brightened the night sky. Clay had never seen 

so many clustered in the sky at once. They appeared 

to be so close that he could reach out, grab one, and 

pull it down to earth. 

“Wow, that’s a lot of stars,” Fay said, walking up 

beside him and putting an arm around his waist. 

“Exactly what I was just thinking.” 

“They’re beautiful. Look how they’re sparkling,” she 

mused. “They look like they’re on fire.”   

“Diamonds in the sky,” Clay said. 

“Is it just me,” Fay asked after a few moments of 

gazing. “Or are some of them bigger and brighter 

than the others? It’s like they’re increasing in size as 

we stare at them.” 

Clay nodded. “I think you’re right. Maybe they’re 

extra happy tonight and are putting on a show for us.” 

“Maybe,” Fay said absently, focusing her attention 

on one in particular that’d grown at least three times 

the size it’d been since she’d first seen it. “How much 

longer?” 
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“You and the boys can come on out and set up. Won’t 

be long.” 

“Let’s do something different tonight,” Fay 

suggested as they gathered around the picnic table. 

“Instead of telling our usual stories and jokes, let’s 

play a game of I remember.” 

“Like what, momma?” Dylan asked. 

“Something good that you remember from before all 

the bad happened. I think it’s important that we don’t 

forget.” 

“Can it be about a friend?” Dylan wanted to know. 

“Or a game?” Darby asked. 

“Sure. It can be about anything. Who wants to go 

first?” 

“Me,” Dylan replied excitedly, raising his hand.  

Fay didn’t tell them about the reasoning behind her 

request because she didn’t want to upset anyone or 

ruin their evening. Rather, she wanted it to be fun and 

memorable, however long the memory turned out to 

be. 

Something didn’t feel right. For reasons she couldn’t 

explain, while watching the stars, she’d suddenly 

been overcome by a deep feeling of dread and doom. 
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All during dinner and story time, she’d nonchalantly 

kept a view of the heavenly lights, observing them as 

they continued to grow. In size, greatness, and 

brightness, keeping the unnerving observance to 

herself. 

“Let’s clean up and get inside,” she announced. “I’m 

freezing.” 

“Can we stay out here a little longer?” Dylan asked. 

“We want to have a snowball fight.” 

Fay glanced up at the sky. “Don’t stay out here too 

long,” she told them. “And stay close to the house.” 

Shortly after she and Clay retreated inside to the 

warmth of the comforting fire, both boys burst 

through the door. 

“Mom! Dad!” Dylan shouted. “You have to come 

outside and see this!” 

“It’s so cool,” Darby agreed.  

“See what?” Fay asked with alarm, quickly rising 

from her chair. 

“All the comets,” Dylan squealed before rushing 

back out the door. 

“What the hell?” Clay exclaimed, staring at the sky 

with curious awe. 
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A knot rose in the pit of Fay’s stomach, realizing that 

her sense of impending doom had been accurate, yet 

she’d never imagined an event such as what was 

happening. 

Thousands of bright lights illuminated the sky, 

turning night into day with their radiant brilliance. 

One after another, large balls of fire defied 

gravitational forces as they broke through the 

atmosphere and raced towards earth, leaving burning 

vapor trails in their wake. 

Fay covered her ears when a deafening cacophony of 

the blasting of thousands of trumpets rang out, the 

pitch so sharp and piercing that it shattered the glass 

of their home and cars, the reverberations sending 

ripples across the surface of the lake water. 

Leafless trees trembled and shook, their branches 

cracking and breaking away before the trees 

uprooted themselves and crashed to the ground.  

“What’s happening?” Fay screamed. 

“The end of the world,” Clay said, pulling Fay and 

his sons close to him and holding them as tightly as 

he could, knowing it was their last embrace. 

“Is this a meteor shower?” Fay asked in alarm. 
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“No,” Clay answered with a shake of his head. “It’s 

stars. They’re falling.” 
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CODA 

 

Those who hadn’t succumbed to the deadly impact 

of The Reaper or the Gravedigger viruses would bear 

witness to the final catastrophic event that no living 

person, plant, or animal could possibly survive. 

Every survivor the world over beheld the 

phenomenon. Those who were sleeping were 

awakened by the loudest, most spectacular and 

powerful show of force imaginable. 

Mother Earth would not rebound from this 

experience like she had after the Ice Age, or even the 

meteoric event that caused the extinction of every 

species of dinosaurs ever to roam the land.  

Nothing could save her. 

Red-hot fireballs fell to earth in every city of every 

state. In every foreign country on the planet, celestial 

bodies that once lit the night sky plummeted to earth 

one by one, slamming into the ground and 

mountainsides with the force of a thermonuclear 

bomb. Fiery stars flattened buildings and structures 

of all sizes, reducing them all to dust. 

Plunging stars crashed into oceans and lakes, 

creating exorbitant tidal waves that rose from the 
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seas and with a giant arm of water, swept through 

villages and coastal towns, gathering up all that 

remained and washing away the debris. 

In Fisher’s Hill, Virginia, the Bennett’s stood outside 

in the freezing cold, huddled close together as they 

watched the light show display with stunned 

amazement, feeling nothing when one of the blazing 

stars crashed into Shenandoah Valley, vaporizing 

them and their surroundings to mere ashes. 

In Ames, Iowa, Jamie, Roz, Rosie, and the dogs were 

all gathered together on the sofa listening to Rosie 

read her favorite fairy tale in the best way that a five-

year-old could, making up her own words and 

storyline like she’d done every other time she’d read 

the book. Rosie was explaining to Roz and Jamie 

how mice were magically turned into horses so they 

could pull a giant pumpkin and take a princess to a 

rich man’s party when a megaton rock crash landed 

through the roof of their home, exploding on contact 

and wiping out their entire block. 

If Jamie had known about the success of rebuilding 

that Shay and her group in St. Louis, Missouri had, 

she would have regretted her decision not to go there, 

albeit short-lived, because no one that remained alive 
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during the cosmic downfall were spared. Not even 

those in the newly established settlement. 

The Brotherhood of Righteousness in Cedartown, 

Georgia were dealt their comeuppance for the 

multitude of sins and crimes they’d committed when 

a massive, burning boulder flattened the elementary 

school they were squatting in, the cataclysmic impact 

demolishing the entire city. 

In Yellowstone National Park, 142 miles of ground 

shook violently before splitting and opening up as 

Yellowstone Caldera erupted with a mighty and 

calamitous vengeance, obliterating Wyoming, Idaho, 

and Montana, filling the atmosphere with deadly 

volcanic ash and toxic gases. 

It was finished. 

Earth and all species of her occupants–plant, animal, 

and human alike, were all exterminated. Nothing 

would be resuscitated again. 

What was once lovingly referred to as the big blue 

marble, with its seven seas and the seven wonders of 

the world, historic landmarks and tourist attractions, 

big cities and small towns, cultural and racial 

diversities, was transformed into a dark, empty, and 

lifeless globe. 
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The now extinct planet could only spin and spin and 

spin in a black emptiness among vast numbers of 

uninhabitable worlds. 

Ad Infinitum. 
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Praise for Author’s Other Works 

 

Ghost Girl 

“An excellent choice for fans of the supernatural 

and being one myself, I loved this book from the 

beginning until the end. The author grabs and keeps 

your attention going from one paranormal situation 

to another. 

 

As the story unfolds the main character learns and 

grows from her experiences with her gift. Quite 

often this makes for a splendid dynamic between her 

and other characters in the book. As well as her 

character helping to bring peace and justice to the 

surface. 

 

Ghost Girl has twists and turns, mysteries of this 

world and the world beyond. A range of intense 

emotions flow through this supernatural story. 

From hope and understanding to fear and empathy. 

Believers of the unexplainable who love a great 

story will love this book!!!” 

 

 

“This is not my normal read but let me tell you that 

I will be reading more books that have suspense 

and loving them. This book is a must read for all 

readers.” 

 

Hurricane 

 

“Once again, I could not put this book down! She 

captures my attention on every page! It is definitely 

a must read!” 
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“Very poignant book.” 

 

“Glenda Norwood Petz has written another great 

book!! Hurricane brought back a lot of memories of 

us growing up in South Florida and going through 

many hurricanes, some together as we were 

growing up and many more as adults with our own 

families. I would highly recommend this book!! Way 

to go Glenda!!!! I'm so very proud of you!!!” 

 

The Punishment Room 

 

“I received this book yesterday and finished it 

today. It was riveting to say the least! From the first 

page to the last, this book was amazing! I couldn’t 

read it fast enough. With the turn of every page 

there were unexpected twists. I have read all of 

Glenda’s books and loved every one of them but 

The Punishment Room was by far my favorite!” 

 

The Fall of Autumn’s Becoming 

 

“I don’t usually write reviews for the books I read, 

so I will be honest that the first few chapters were 

hard for me to get through. I couldn’t understand 

how everyone could be so calm and accepting of the 

situation Autumn found herself in. 

 

That said, I have laughed and shed a tear and 

gotten angry and all the other feels while reading a 

world created by someone else. But I have never flat 

out ugly cried from feeling so raw reading a book 

before this one. 

 

The love and heart ache and true human emotions 

that were written and pulled out of me is in my 



Glenda Norwood Petz  Apollyon’s War 

681 
 

opinion, one of the most well done mater pieces any 

author has ever been able to accomplish. 

 

Well done Glenda. I feel purged of things I 

apparently didn’t even know I needed to be and I 

hope everyone will give this book a chance.” 

 

“Once again, Glenda Norwood Petz has written an 

excellent book. This book pulled me in from the first 

couple of pages and it was hard to put it down until 

I finished reading it. This is a story that is filled 

with love, tragedy, mystery and sacrifice and was 

beautifully written. I highly recommend this to 

anyone. I have read every book she has written and 

I must say, I have NEVER been disappointed in any 

of her stories. They are always well written and 

very entertaining. Kudos Glenda!!! I look forward 

to your next adventure on pages!!” 

 

“Wow…Glenda has done it again! She is such an 

amazingly brilliant writer. I say it after every book 

of hers I read but this is the best one yet. It kept me 

on the edge of my seat until the very end. I cannot 

wait for the next one!” 

 

“This book is a keep reading don't put it down 

book. I was captured from the first page. My kind of 

book. Fantastically written. I kept wondering, well 

what is going to happen to Autumn next. Never a 

dull moment. The ending was so dramatic. I love 

this book. 

I will be recommending to everyone 

I gave it 5 stars because the book is that good.” 
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Dream Weavers 

 

“An excellent haunting story with a nicely created 

atmosphere filled with chills. It's the kind of book 

that I enjoy reading at night with the fireplace 

ablaze and candles lit, but if you're a jumpy person, 

you may want to read this book during the day so 

you don't get too frightened. Setting and atmosphere 

are very important for these type of horror tales, 

stories that take place in a haunted area, especially 

some type of living quarters, and I found that 

Dream Weavers really accomplished that.” 
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Glenda Norwood Petz (July 29, 1959) is an 

American author born and raised in Pahokee, 

Florida. In 2009, along with her husband and twin 

daughters, she relocated to the Midwest. “I love 

living here,” she says. “Experiencing the change of 

seasons was a dream come true for me. I love the 

Fall, cold weather, and snow.” 

 

Her novel, Hurricane, won the 2021 Best Suspense 

Award from AudioBookReviewer.com. The novel 

has also been adapted into a screenplay and is being 

considered for a major motion picture. 

 

To learn more about her, you can visit her website at: 

 

https://glendanorwoodpetz.com  

 

Follow her on Twitter: @PetzGlenda 
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Follow her on Facebook 
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