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[audio journal entry, 19/06/2045AD, 2006 hours]

It's late June in the Italian Alps. but the fine grey particles
of dirty snow swirl around us. as it does everywhere these dark
days. The DAR precedes us on our way down the narrow mountain
highway- clearing away the rocksa. debrisas and burnt-out vehicles
from our path that the trucks' cowcatchers can't handle.

We're a contingent of four tankers filled with diesel fuel. one
small tanker filled with petrol. six motorcycle scouts. the
monstrous DAR bulldozer. and nine tractor/trailers with payloads-
Qur final journey began in northern Germany the previous 0October-
meandering through several western European nations. collecting
assets and supplies. The mission was to get our payloads to the
target on the morning of July 5%, 2045...a date suggested amidst
peals of mad laughter by a hairy and old Texan that even
Marguerite and 0lga often deferred to-. for as long as I can
remember.

"Crazy Ivan" found inexplicable things extremely funny. but his
prophecies were always spot-on- He even predicted the bizarre
circumstances of his own death. so bizarre that many of us had
doubts that it could've happened. I didn't...I was there. It
was enough to shatter my belief in only a Heaven and a Hells
demonstrating the existence of at least three other Hells. all
Green. I'm sorrya I promised Cat I wouldn't keep dwelling on it



but it's quite difficult. I wondered at times if it didn't
almost drive me mad-.

Qur payloads are the salvaged warheads of a dozen nuclear-tipped
cruise missiles and one MIRV. The MIRV was an especially
valuable finda. supplying us with many warheads plus spares
without spending excessive time and supplies looking for them.

The appearances of the trucks. trailers. and personnel are direa
as the situation was-...we're all dressed in whatever uneaten rags
that could be scavenged. and we are all slowly starving-

However. the vehicles' mechanicals and the payloads are pristine
and pampered by our mechanics and engineers. There is nothing
more important in the world than delivering these payloads-

[paper journal entry, 21/06/2045AD]

Thrs morh/'hj, we lost Marjmer/‘fe, 14 persorme(, one tankKer, and two
trucks N/Pm/(or\ds To rockslides. All were swept down to the bottom of
the s“fee/)"sfded A(/)/'he I/A((el/, and there's no chance of recovery. We
were very (mckl/ the slides camykf the tarl end of the convoy, rather than
the middle or front. We could bave S/)ehf weekKs c(ear/'hj the paf/\ Aja/'r\,
or domé(/'hj back to frnd another route.

There rs a jreaf sense of loss Amor\js‘f the crews, both practical and
emotional. Cat rs wee/)/'hj and I’Ajl.hﬂ at Marjmerl‘fe's death..| fear we

may need to frAhqm/'{/'se bher, which won't be easy or safe.

ﬁfaﬁymer/fe,/n sptte of her 98 Vearf,fhffffed on conﬂ%g on the wmission,
and she rode (n the sleeper compartment of one of the /uu/(oad carrlers.
She A(NAVS would say, "Better to die a warrior than to be devoured or

to dre from ex,oos‘mre." / suppose she 50‘5 that, then.

Marguerite rarsed me as a mother would..she was strict, but farr, and
thstilled (n me a sense of duty towards what was Right. She made me
work, and she made me Sfrohj.../\er sisters 'famy/\'f me to f/'y/\‘tf, and to win.
Cat told me that Marquerite rarsed her the same way.

Czt famyl\f me to love. Marjmer/'fe never approved of Cat and wme, but



the Oh(l/ stgns of ber disapproval were dee/){l/ trouwbled looks. [ think
that in the past there had been a falltng out between them, and [ Think rt
bad to do with my mother's death, but nerther would speak of 1t when [
asked. [n spite of this, they shared a deep respect for one another and,
[ think, a deep sisterly love that transcended any disagreements or

moral /'hcohjrm/'f/'es.

One brave medrc qm/'eﬁz/ approached Cat from behind and stabbed her
with a St/r/'hje, and was rewarded ét/ éel'hj KnocKked wnconscrous ét/ ber.
Fortunately, whatever he shot her with was fast~acting, and she jorned
him on the ground before she could disembowel bim. We carefm((z/
loaded ber rnto the cab of my Truck, strapped=in and restrarned, with a
comp(e of spare 5‘/rr'r\je$ for me to use I hecessary. TAeI/ weren't, but

we had to be cauntrous.

The rockslides were tronbling, not just becanse of the loss of assets
and personnel. The ground everywhere (s unstable, given the utter (ack
of any remalning vegetation to stabrlise the Lillsides. But were the
rockslides rntentional and, if so, who were our attackers? Cerfa/'h/x/
not the Adver;a\nf, or else we'd all be dead A(readl/. [ counldn't fmagine
any sarvivors mmsfer/'hy the wrll and S‘trehj‘fA to be so ambirtious.
However, | remarn suspicions of the Liming of the rockslides. Perbaps

! éecoml'r‘j paranol’d.

| wave my arm out the window of our truck to ;/'9;—\&( the other carrirers
to start down the road Ajal'h, khow/'hj that the o;—\[z/ way to honor the old

woman was to comp(e‘fe the wmisston.

[audio journal entry, 27/06/2045AD, 1920 hours]

We left the southern foothills of the Alps today. and the going
should hopefully go much smoother and quicker now. Our supplies
sustained us. barely...rusty cans of anything edible. ancient
MREs scavenged from hardened military bunkers. Some had
suggested that we eat our dead in order to ensure completion of
the mission. but (at quickly silenced such talk-.



One thing we never skimped on was water filtration...there was
literally no telling what was in the water we'd find. Even thena
our filters probably only got a fraction of the toxins and
biologicals dissolved in the ashen snow- filthy puddles and muddy
streams. Fortunately. this wouldn't be an issue for much longer.

Qur organization of scientists. soldiers. aesthetes. and devotees
of all religions once numbered 1in the tens of thousands..-the
final estimates I'd heard placed our roster at under eight
hundred survivorsa. probably far less nowa given the unrelenting
attrition- As long as the mission was completed. that's all that
mattered at this point. Survival of the species. of Life itself-
was now moot...our mission hoped to achieve something more pure
and simple.

A rare break in the dark clouds and snow let the midday sun shine
on us for the first time in months. The clear blue sky sent us
scrambling to hides in case a reflection from one of the vehicles
gave away our position. We fled to hiding places at least a
kilometre away from the convoy for about two hoursa. until we were
sure it was safe to return. OQur gun crews scanned the skies for
the rest of the day. nevertheless.

Such was our panic that we almost missed a valuable findi a cache
of about fifty MREs that a previous scouting mission had left
behind under a cairn. We ate reasonably well tonight. and in
good spirits.

[paper journal entry, 29/06/2045AD]

Duaring our midday mezl, one of the engineers from the /nu/(oad crews
went é/'(h/, rantrng at the top of her [w«ﬂs (ke an asthmatic \//'k/'hﬂ,
Sthgthg a mad song about prion disease. Everyone was deep(x/ trounbled
ét/ thr's, sthce the crews were preKed es‘pecl}-\((:f Ffor therr mental and
emotional stability, (n addition to their technical prowess. [t was
wl\l'sperea' that she was possessed, not a mad rnotron, stnce 1t AétMA([(/
was possible in this broken world of ours. There are still a few old
memories of the dead world that lay dormant in the sterile dirt
underfoot, | belreve, that wrll de;perafe(«, serze hold of the frrst (ife
that happens by.

Cat nmm:\yed to qm/'e‘f the woman down before she counld compromlse us,

and jehf(l/ led her down (nto the adjacent ravine where she broke her



neck and burred bher under some stones. Porntless to émrl/ her, rea[/«,,
but 1t was one of the few fA/'hjs that still kKept us "crtvilised". Cat, rn
spite of her nature, remarns our most steadfast and moa’eraf/'hy

rnfluence.

[audio journal entry, 01/07/2045AD, 2105 hours]

We've made good time. coming down the west coast of the Italian
peninsula. especially once we'd abandoned the D9R- The coastal
roads were narrow but lightly-used. and our cowcatchers could
cope with any obstacles short of big trucks or very large
boulders. We emptied another tanker today. abandoned it. and
reassigned the crew- Qur last diesel tanker is only a quarter
full. and the petrol tanker is almost empty. which means we'll
need to abandon most of the motorcycles before too long-.
Tomorrow~ I think- we'll fill our jerry cans with the petrol and
load a couple of the motorcycles onto one of the trucks. to
reserve them for Rome.

One of the scouts found a dead cherub on the ground-. not yet
frozen. There was no visible damage to indicate what had killed
ity perhaps it had simply worn out and fallen out of the air.
Qur terror was renewed by this sign of just how close we were.

We're huddled together at night for warmth. and we don't dare
light fires or drive at night. A faint. beautiful golden glow
from the south shone on the clouds. a little real color in an
utterly grey world. and it filled us with primitive dread- Ue
knew the light to be coming from Vatican City.

Qut in the night. somewhere. we hoped were the other convoyss:
three from the north. including ours. carrying payloads scavenged
from England-. France. and US airbasess one from the southa-
carrying what armaments they could from an American missile sub
allegedly beached in Tunisiaa. and another from the east- With
any luck. the Ukrainian contingent would be faster and better
equipped than our other convoys combined. as long as they could
safely cross the water.

[audio journal entry, 04/07/2045AD, 1725 hours]

We're now 20 kilometres out from the target. the night before the
attack. We don't dare approach closer. until we were ready. UWe
quietly consumed the last of our supplies. Regardless of the
outcome tomorrow. we wouldn't be needing them anymore. After we
ate. we went over tomorrow's schedule once more. and discussed
what the other convoys would hopefully bring to the party. LUe
tried to remain optimistic that at least two other convoys would
make it~ since the other northern convoys were notably

5



absent...we figured we would have merged with at least one of
them.

We empty the contents of the last tanker into the fuel tanks of
the payload carriers. unload and fuel the motorcycles. and line
everyone up so that we can move out at dawn. Personal sidearms
are checked and loaded. in case of the need for preemptive
suicide. Hoooo-rah.

[paper journal entry, 04/07/2045AD]
As we (m/ foﬂef/\er under the /\eAW/ blankets rn the wanhg (/'54'5, [ ook

nto Cat's z/e((ow eyes, clovded with cataracts, ber face and éody
emacrated from malnutrition (rke all the rest of us, but strll more
beauntiful to me than a sunrise. | ér/'ef(z/ debate whether we could abort
the mission, and just flee to some quiet corner of the world to live out
what time we had left together. | know, Though, that this is a false hope,
the sort of 'f/\/'hj the AdverSArx/ would want us to do, to maKe 1t easrer

‘o frnd and murder us.

Czt Kisses me a’ee/)(t/, and we lose ourselves to one another, one last

trme.

[audio journal entry, 05/07/2045AD, 0503 hours]

These will. obviously. be my last journal entries- I won't be
able to cache this final journal anywhere. but I feel the need to
keep documenting the conclusion of our mission. even if the
journal won't survive it. It's the "civilised™ thing to do-

We awoke at 0O400-. performed our final checks. and were slowly
underway by the meager first light at 0OuHu45. We'll stop at 3
kilometres out. and wait for 0700. The tension of everyone in
the convoy is as high as it could be...there is truly nothing
more important or terrifying than what we're doing this morning-

[audio journal entry, 05/07/2045AD, 0702 hours]

We reached the 3-klick perimeter at 0Ok52. and at 0700 broke radio
silence to confirm placement of the other convoys. I announce our
19 payloads. and wait. We grin to hear 0lga had been waiting for
us to arrive for a couple of days. with a total of 34 payloads to
bring to bear. A voice I didn't know announced the southern
convoy's 12 payloadsi male. clipped- precise-. Moroccan or
Algerian. probably military. It doesn't matter...if he'd gotten
only one payload here. he'd still be among the best of the best.

Qur radio transmissions immediately bring forth a luminous blue



fog from the golden glow within the walls of the Vaticana which
all of us knew to be swarms of cherubim beyond numbers savage-
ravenous. murderous locusts with the faces of babies. the same
that had scoured the earth clean of most life. Largera. brighter
flecks of blue flashed and swooped through the swarm-. impossibly
fast-..the seraphim.

As we synchronise clocks between convoys and crews before the
final assault. I stare at a faded. tattered photo of a smiling
young woman with wide eyes and a bad haircut. hand in hand with
the instrument of Life's destruction- the monstrous and beautiful
Gabrielle. (laire was killed as soon as I was borna having
outlived her usefulness by only moments. doubtlessly blinking in
disbelief at the smiling blue monster standing over her with my
mother's heart in her hand. Nobody expected such betrayal-.

Everyone was so concerned with the Second Coming. that they never
stopped to consider what would happen afterwards. Hell might be
Green. but the end of the world came in Blue-

I take a deep breath. Mother. I do this for you.

I bark out orders to the trigger crews to arm their atomic
payloads and set detonation for 0708- the agreed-upon time. The
finality of what we're doing sinks ina and I regretfully pee a
little.

Cat- however. is in a fine mood. "It's time for the soundtrack!"™
she criess and rummages around in the glovebox until she finds an
ancient cassette tape. and pushes it into the player with a grin
that shows her fangs. I gun the truck's engine and slam it into
gear...our hearts sing as one. as our convoys lurch forward
through the ruins of Rome towards Vatican (ity to the strains of
"Sympathy For the Devil™. pulling the Devil's own vengeance
behind us-.

[end of record]
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