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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 

 
We left Europe to forge a new life free 

from oppression and tyranny. 

We will remake our lives as things calm 

down. We will make it better according 

to what has worked best and will be 

more productive. 

We will cut ties with those who worked 

to deceive and deprive us of needed    

supplies.  

God Bless America!! 

Please feel free to submit anytime to  

bohemianlitmag@gmail.com. 

Visit our web site at  

bohemianrenaissance,com 

This issue has been a put together during a time 

of duress in the United States.  

The Corona virus has halted work, changed the 

way that people work and has stretched working 

people painfully thin, emotionally and 

financially. I think that much has been learned 

during this trying time. 

Those who have been working from home have 

shown the powers that be that it can be done. The 

micromanagement of the supervisor isn’t as 

necessary as once thought. Neither is large office 

space. The corporations can rethink what is 

needed and what is not. Think about how this 

could change traffic jams. 

Hollywood and celebrities aren’t important, 

healthcare workers, truckers, retail workers and 

food processors are  key to our society.  

Some state’s government officials have let  the 

power of  their office go straight to their head. 

They are infringing on people’s rights provided 

by The Bill of Rights. 

Religious freedoms is a matter that should be of 

concern to every American. 

All of the people who keep harping: 

“We’re all in this together.”  

Seems they still have their paychecks. 

However, American are resilient and we are 

the original rebels. 
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 ITERATION ZERO 

BY JAMAL HANKINS 

 

HERE IS THE NEXT INSTALLMENT OF THE STORY FROM THE DECEMBER ISSUE 

Cameron's strike ship was just big enough to serve as a temporary home away from home on extended 
missions but still small enough, fast enough, and armed enough to pose a threat to most military star fighters of any 
class. It was called, named by Cameron, The Answer, as it had been just that for her squad on a number of dire 
occasions. 

She leveled the ship as it broke through dense cloud cover. Night had fallen on the moon's surface, and in 
stealth mode, she raced across the pitch black sky following the nav-system's illuminated flight path towards the 
Pinnacle on her Holo-Display.  

Coming up fast in the near distance was a cluster of green, white, and yellow lights shining from the terrain 
below, but the flight path stretched far beyond it.   

"Should be the colony." Cameron noted as the cluster of lights grew to reveal an array of structures. Some 
were grouped together, others were scattered around a central hub of buildings nestled against a looming mountain 
range of peaks jutting high into the sky like the teeth of a giant beast. Even at this altitude, Cameron could make out 
silhouettes of people through brightly lit windows and glass enclosed passageways, scurrying about like ants, as 
colonists went about their nightly activities.  

"Completely unaware of the danger they're in." Vyra6 threw out.  

Miyako14 chuckled. "As usual."  

“That’s why we’re here.” Cameron said, then accelerated The Answer passed the glowing colony and over the 
steep mountain range. 

Not far off loomed a giant octagon shaped structure scarcely lit in pale blue light.  

"And there's our home for the next two-hundred and forty minutes." Miyako14 remarked. 

Vyra6 cleared her throat. "Or less."  

"Yeah, preferably, less." Mikyako14 corrected. 

Cameron sharply dropped speed and altitude as she swooped in and began a slow circle around The Pinnacle. 
Her intense gaze studied and scrutinized the structure's expanse. All visible windows and obvious entry points were 
barred with thick shutters. In stark comparison to the colony, The Pinnacle was oddly still and quiet. Lifeless, like a 
tomb.  

"Miyako." She called, hearing the woman working at her station.  

"Okay, we have six levels above ground. Security, Admin, Recreation, Living quarters, blah, blah, blah, with a 
flight deck on top. Four levels below ground, two labs, storage, and engineering."  

Cameron maneuvered The Answer behind The Pinnacle to an open space in an outcropping of large rocks and 
boulders where she hovered and began to land.  

"System wise," Miyako14 continued. "It has a few automated defense mechanisms in the form of security 
doors, gas dispensers, and stationary guns."  

Cameron gently set The Answer down kicking dust, dirt, and debris up into the air. "Vyra." 

"The Pinnacle appears to be operating on emergency power." she answered. "It's locked down tight. 
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Completely sealed off. I'm picking up a lot of movement 
inside, all over the place actually, but no one is 
answering any of the communication channels."  

Cameron unbuckled her safety harness and stood 
from her seat. "Of course not." It was most likely a 
madhouse inside the lab right now. Survivors, if there 
were any, would be fighting for their sanity just as much 
as their lives if a lifetime of battlefield experience told 
her anything. “Let Knight know we’re on site and begin 
mission countdown.” 

Moments later, before the landing ramp had 
completely extended, Cameron was striding down its 
length with an Assault Rifle in her grasp, a Magnum 
Revolver holstered on her right hip, Combat Knife 
sheathed on her left, and three Frag Grenades clipped 
across the back of her utility belt. Her sight barely 
hindered by the darkness of night, she scanned the rocky 
terrain around her, then focused on The Pinnacle just 
ahead. It seemed to be waiting for them, silently holding 
a grim surprise inside it’s walls. 

Her subordinates came to flank her left and right. 
Miyako14, in all black lightweight armor, slid on a pair 
of Spectrum Goggles and double checked her 
Submachine Gun. Her Tool Case was strapped to her 
back also housing her Twin Laser Blades, and a small 
Handgun was holstered across her lower back. Vyra6, in 
green and black heavy armor, switched on her MediTact-
Visor and hefted an Auto-Shotgun, perfect for close 
quarters combat. She wore a large Medical Backpack 
while her Field-Axe and Auto-Pistol hung at her hips. 

All three women wore a small communication 
node in the canal of one of their ears in the event they 
became separated or had to split up which Cameron was 
certain one of those scenarios would be the case soon 
enough. 

They were ready. Cameron checked the 
chronometer on her wrist, and it was counting down 
from three hours and fifty-seven minutes. 

“Miyako,” she called, eyeing the towering lab. 
“You retrieve data on the organism.”  

"Gotcha." the scout nodded, then started jogging 
ahead towards The Pinnacle.  

"Vyra, you focus on survivors."  

"Acknowledged." 

Cameron herself was set on killing the organism 
and exterminating its mutations.  

With Miyako14 leading the group, the three 

women stalked up to the rear of The Pinnacle scanning 
its perimeter, but the surrounding area was completely 
desolate. No sight or sound of any indigenous life, much 
less human. They huddled next to an access door beside 
an even larger cargo door that was tall and wide enough 
for three tanks to roll through side by side.  

Miyako14 eyed the screen of the Fatherboard 
Unit strapped to her right forearm. "Okay, this spot’s 
clear."  

Though Cameron trusted that Miyako14’s motion 
tracker wasn’t picking up any movement, she knew that 
alone didn’t guarantee the area was truly clear. The 
organism and its mutations were unknown enemies, and 
they had no idea what they were capable of really. In 
situations like this, it wasn’t an uncommon tactic for 
enemies to hide motionless, lying in wait for their next 
victim to come within striking range. 

Cameron opened her mind and telepathically 
reached out feeling for anything with a psychic presence, 
a consciousness, anything that produced brain activity of 
any kind, but other than the expected mesh of fading 
Psychic Trails and Stains, she sensed no living sources 
outside of her squad . Not even vermin, like rodents or 
insects, which one would normally find around and 
within a structure of this size. That in itself was odd and 
something to take note of. 

"Okay. Open it." She gave the command. 

"Of course. That's what I do." Miyako14 nodded, 
then tapped a sequence of buttons on the top side of her 
Fatherboard. 

The access door slid open with a hum revealing 
an armored security door behind it. Unphased by the 
discovery and probably expecting it, Miyako14 tapped a 
longer sequence on her device this time then paused in 
thought, nodded to herself, and finished the sequence 
with three more button presses. There was a heavy 
metallic clank from inside the door itself and a moment 
later, it slid open too.  

Air rushed out from the doorway, and Cameron 
wrinkled her nose at the smell of bile, urine, blood, 
and...something else. She readied her assault rifle and 
stepped inside the main cargo hold with her team close 
behind. 

Despite the dim yellow emergency lighting, 
Cameron could easily see the smears and splats of blood 
all over the walls and even on the high ceiling. Large 
metal crates and pallets were toppled over with their 
various contents scattered across the floor. There were 
bodies, what was left of them, torn and mutilated, 
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seemingly tossed about haphazardly. Elongated footprints 
peppered their way in and out of pools of blood and 
around faces, frozen in terror, staring at nothing.  

“Some nasty work.” Miyako14 noted, then tapped 
a button on her Fatherboard which caused the security 
door to slide shut behind them and lock with a heavy 
clank. “For your security accessing pleasures, the 
Override Code is: Delta-Eight-Zulu-Two-Six-Hotel-Kilo.” 
She added. “That should get us through any door in the 
building.” 

Cameron nodded committing the code to memory. 
Then, she slowly scanned the ceiling and spotted a large 
air duct that looked like something had torn through its 
metal vent covering, and she sensed a tangle of Psychic 
Trails leading to and from it. "They came in through 
there." She pointed. “About 20 of them.” 

”And seemingly left the same way.” Miyako14 
added, reading her Fatherboard. “All the doors leading in 
and out of here are locked. Unless they unlocked them to 
get in and locked them back on their way out." she 
chuckled. 

“From the looks of it, that seems doubtful.” Vyra6 
stood over a decapitated body, its entrails were pulled out 
and seemingly gnawed on. Her MediTact Visor flashed 
bright red as it scanned. “They're all dead, and I'm not 
seeing anything out of the ordinary in these corpses. No 
signs of abnormality or mutation." 

Cameron knelt over what could've been a woman, 
but it’s torn flesh and ripped clothes made it impossible to 
know. Claw marks ravaged the carcass, they were long 
and deep and cut right through the bones.  

“It does make me wonder what really constitutes 
transmission of the virus then.” Vyra6 Continued.  “If all 
of the mutations carry it, and it can be spread through a 
scratch or bite, why haven’t they,” she gestured at the 
bodies. “mutated. They just seem to have been 
slaughtered, just killed outright.” 

She was good with death. It was inevitable she 
knew all too well, but seeing these Humans butchered and 
partially eaten alive was something else, and Vyra6 fought 
to keep her emotions, pity, sorrow, anger, in check behind 
a wall of practiced battlefield calm. 

“Good question.” Cameron stood up gazing across 
the other corpses. It wasn’t odd for battlefield reality to 
contradict the intel gathered on it, but now, she wondered 
what other realities in the lab would contradict what they 
were told. She wasn’t sure if it was good or bad, but the 
fact that this seeming contradiction was discovered so 
early in the mission, the fact that it even existed given the 

stakes, was...annoying, to say the least.  

"At any rate,” Vyra6 began again. “If there are any 
survivors, I suggest we check the Security Center. It's one 
of the most fortified areas in the lab."  

Cameron nodded at the suggestion. "Miyako."  

The scout headed straight for a large door at the 
other end of the room and Cameron followed, her gaze 
taking in every detail, as she waded through the massacre. 
Most of the victims looked to be administrative workers 
with a sprinkling of security personnel. Vyra6 was right, 
this was a slaughter. 

Miyako14 stopped at the door and typed the 
override code in the keypad beside it which made it slide 
open. As before, an armored security door stood in her 
way. She plugged the code in again and came the familiar 
heavy clank of the inner lock releasing. The security door 
slid open about five inches before grinding to a halt.  

She peered through the small opening and 
examined the door. "The gears are damaged. Give me a 
moment. I'll fix it." She began to pull off the tool case 
strapped to her back— 

“No time for that.” Cameron stepped up to the 
door and handed the woman her assault rifle. Miyako 
shrugged, took the weapon, and obediently moved aside.  

Gripping the edge of the door with both hands, 
Cameron tried to pry it open. The thick slab resisted at 
first, its inner mechanisms whined and moaned under her 
flexing muscles, then suddenly, it slid open with a loud 
piercing screech, revealing a wide hallway carpeted with 
even more bloody corpses.  

"We have movement." Miyako14 called out. 
"Picking up five sources coming towards us from beyond 
this corridor."   

Vyra6 readied her weapon. "Well, that got their 
attention."  

"Good, let's see what we're dealing with." 
Cameron took her own weapon from Miyako14 and 
stepped through the doorway.  

Cameron felt them come into her Telepathic range 
and soon, she could hear them as well. A wild thumping 
commotion and high pitched squeals echoing through the 
corridor. She squinted as their pale silhouettes breached 
the distant darkness. They looked humanoid but had 
bulbous heads ending in sharp-toothed maws, and they 
galloped towards her on boney hands and feet tipped with 
long sharp claws. 
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As the creatures drew closer, Cameron seized the 
opportunity to Know her new enemy. She focused on 
them, and in the blink of an eye, she Knew them. Their 
conscious thoughts flooded into her mind: Threat, 
Afraid, Pain, Enemy, Rage, Hurt, Kill, Destroy, Blood, 
Flesh, Bone, Claw, Bite, Shred, Feed, Spread, Path, 
Structure, Darkness--  

Their minds were wild, frenzied like the rabid 
monsters they appeared to be, and Cameron nodded 
towards them. "Engage." 

She aimed her weapon and fired upon the closest 
mutation, but the creature dodged in a blur of movement 
that came to an abrupt and bloody end when Vyra6 blew 
a hole through its chest with her Auto-Shotgun. 

The Support-Medic then quickly sighted a 
second mutation and blasted its stomach open causing 
intestines to burst forth like a morbid surprise. Her third 
target crouched low as if to leap at her, but its head 
exploded under her expert aim and squeeze of the 
trigger. Pivoting towards a fourth enemy, Vyra6 fired 
and missed just as the creature skirted around her barrel 
causing the shot to punch a large hole into the floor 
where it once stood. 

Miyako14 squeezed a spray of bullets at the 
elusive creature from her submachine-gun, but it jumped 
over her head and clung to the ceiling, seeming to defy 
gravity for a moment. Then, it launched itself at Vyra6 
with claws slashing for her head, but the Medic quickly 
raised an armored forearm just in time to block the 
attack. 

The fifth mutation scrambled in snapping at 
Miyako14’s legs with teeth like shards of class, but the 
nimble scout spun aside allowing Cameron to counter, 
slashing deep gashes into the creatures neck and back 
with her Combat Knife. Dodging Cameron’s third strike, 
the creature couldn’t avoid Vyra6’s Field Axe as she 
chopped into the side of its neck nearly decapitating it. 
Then, seizing the opportunity, Miyako14 quickly danced 
in with a powerful spin-kick to the creatures dangling 
head, completely separating it from its body, and 
sending it sailing through the air down the darkened 
corridor. 

Completing her spin, she unsheathed one of her 
twin laser blades, fixed on the last standing mutation, 
and dashed towards the creature slashing left, right, and 
upward. Overwhelmed by the assault, the mutation 
staggered back as its stomach and throat were torn open 
leading up to its face being split in half from chin to 
crown. It’s face spread apart, and it fell on its back limp 
with blood pooling under it. 

Sheathing her combat knife, Cameron stepped up 
beside Vyra6 and took in the bloody mess around them. 
Her team performed admirably. Especially Vyra6 with 
her Auto-Shotgun. She knew of no one who could 
handle the weapon better. 

"That's it?” Miyako14 nearly pouted. “Thought 
they might be stronger than this."  

Cameron studied the scene, her gaze 
scrutinizing. Upon closer examination, the mutation’s 
skin, though indeed pale, had a purplish bruise 
coloration also, and the creature itself looked 
sickeningly skinny, emaciated. Rib-cages and spines 
rose through flesh that seemed stretched too tight over 
malformed bones.  

 "I'm sure these aren’t the only things locked up 
in here.” Cameron eyed her subordinates. “Vyra, what 
do you see?"  

"Well,” she said. “I can see how they used to be 
Human.” Her visor glowed as she took in the pile of 
mutated bodies. “Internal organs and skeletal system is 
basically the same, if not a bit...skewed...distorted, 
obviously." 

Cameron nudged one’s head to the side with her 
foot and stared into its glossy black eyes. "They still 
bleed red.” she said. “And their thoughts were sporadic, 
disjointed, yet driven with purpose.” 

“Purpose?” Vyra6 tilted her head. 

“To kill.” Cameron nodded. “Hurt, Destroy, 
Bite, Feed...” 

“Oh, nice!.” Miyako14 smirked. “All the good 
words.” 

Vyra6 signed considering. “Yes, well, you are 
right. They do still bleed red.” she said. "So, if you don’t 
mind, Commander, I’d like to take some samples of--"  

“We've got more incoming.” Miyako14 looked 
up from her Fatherboard then back down the hall. 
"You'll get all the samples you need in a minute."  

"How many are there?" The Support-Medic 
readied her Auto-Shotgun.  

Miyako14 chuckled at her motion tracker. "A lot 
more than before."  

"Good.” Cameron said heading down the dark 
hallway as the approaching mutation's squeals began to 
grow ever closer and louder. “If there are any survivors 
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left, I’d rather these things focus on us than them. Let's 
meet them head on and continue to make our way 
towards the security center."  

“Wait!” Vyra6 alerted “Commander, one of them 
is...regenerating!”. 

Cameron turned and stared at the decapitated 
creature Vyra6 was pointing out. Something round, wet, 
and fleshy started to grow from the mutation’s neck 
stump pulsating and expanding. It’s limbs moved 
sluggishly at first, but then it quickly gathered itself and 
started to push up to its feet in a crouch while a new 
skull, eyes, and teeth began to rapidly form atop its 
shoulders. 

“You wanted them stronger, Miyako?” Cameron 
slid her a look. 

She shrugged. “Spoke too soon, I guess.” 

Camron slung her Assault Rifle over her 
shoulder and pulled out her Combat Knife. With one 
hand, she held the mutation’s forming skull in place then 
plunged her blade deep into the left side of the creature’s 
neck. Twisting the blade to the side, she yanked towards 
her right cutting through flesh, bone, and even more 
flesh until the body fell limp again and its head lay 
barely attached to it by a thin strip of muscle. 

Pouring down the hall, a gang of mutations, 
glaring and hissing, was almost upon them. 

“Heads up!” Vyra6 warned, aiming her weapon. 

Miyako14 laughed. “Really, Vyra? Heads up?” 
she motioned to the headless mutation Cameron just 
killed. 

Vyra6 rolled her eyes at the observation. 

“Focus!” Cameron ordered and fired her Assault 
Rifle on the new group of mutations, expertly targeting 
their heads and hearts while Vyra6 let her Auto-Shotgun 
bark down the hallway knocking creatures off their feet. 
Mikayo14 quickly added to the torrent of gun fire and 
bodies began to drop left and right. Their bullets mowed 
down the mutations but more came, trampling over those 
fallen. Taking a step back, Cameron and her squad, each 
in turn,  quickly ejected their empty clips, reloaded, then 
continued to lay down more suppressing fire beating 
back the wave of creatures until nothing moved. 

An odd silence filled the corridor. 

Cameron surveyed her team’s work, and she 

sensed the psychic presence of the creatures rapidly 
fading away from their bullet-riddled bodies. For all she 
knew, they should be dead now, but the reanimation of 
that one mutation moments ago kept certainty teasingly 
out of her grasp.  

An enemy being able to heal a wound, even a 
fatal one before death, was something she’d dealt with 
countless times before across many worlds. Even her 
very own subordinates, Vyra and Miyako, both had such 
abilities to a degree; but having to fight an enemy that 
could come back from death itself was new territory, and 
in her war-conditioned, war-hardened mind, it was a 
refreshing challenge to have to overcome. 

For the first time in a long time she found herself 
truly...interested in her enemy. The idea of facing off 
with the organism that created these mutations ignited 
long lost feelings of anticipation and excitement deep 
within her. She found herself suppressing a smile and 
quickly refocused her mind, but there was no denying 
the fact that she couldn’t wait for the fight to come. 

Vyra6 eyed Miyako14 over her shoulder. 
“Anything else?” 

“No.” She looked up from her Fatherboard. 

“Vrya, scan the bodies.” Cameron ordered. 

“Yes, Commander.” she complied, and her 
Meditact Visor flashed red over both piles of bodies, 
front and back, in turn. Finally, she shook her head. 
“Nothing. Same as before, but let's wait a moment to see 
if any of them...reanimate again, before we move on.” 

Cameron nodded in agreement. “Miyako, take 
point up ahead in the meantime.” 

“Got’cha.” She took off down the hall. 

Cameron and Vyra stood amongst the massacre, 
watching the lifeless bodies for any signs of 
rejuvenation. Cameron took special note of the wounds 
suffered upon the creatures. Large ragged holes were 
blown through their chests, legs, stomachs, and heads. 
“Anything?” 

“Still nothing.” Vyra6 touched a button on the 
side of her visor. “I don’t see any indication of abnormal 
activity, brainwave, cellular, or otherwise. No physical 
movement.” 

“How did you detect it before? 

“I didn’t.”Vyra6 said. “I mean, there was nothing 
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to detect. The mutation was dead. It was decapitated. 
Then suddenly, its vital signs spiked, and it was alive 
again, rejuvenating itself.” 

Cameron considered the woman’s words a 
moment. “Okay.” 

“Can you believe it, though?” Vyra6 breathed. 
“An organism that can come back from death like 
that?” her voice held a tinge of excitement, almost the 
same kind of excitement Cameron felt deep inside a 
moment ago. 

“Well, it’s only happened one time out of 
twenty-five or so kills.” Cameron shrugged. “If it is a 
desired ability, it doesn’t seem too stable.” 

“Yes. You’re right.” Vyra6 noded, seeming 
disappointed. Then she said. “Well, with these being 
mutations, maybe it was just that one creature, or 
maybe these others will reanimate ten or twenty 
minutes from now after we’ve moved on.” an odd 
kind of hope laced her tone. 

Cameron gave her a sharp look. “If that is the 
case,” she said, firmly. “We’re already dead given 
our mission parameters.” 

Vyra6 sighed, then nodded “Right.” 

Cameron understood Vyra6’s interest in the 
mutation’s ability to seemingly cheat death. The 
woman was coming from a purely scientific 
perspective, unlike herself, but if they really had put 
down even a small percentage of these creatures more 
than once and at random...well, they just didn’t have 
that kind of time on their hands. They waited a few 
more moments before Cameron spoke up. 

“We don't have all day.” She started to wade 
her way down the hall through the mass of bodies. 
“Let's get to the Security Center.” She didn’t have to 
mention the countdown they all felt ticking away. 

Vyra6 followed, still looking back, watching 
the corpses behind them just in case. 

At the end of the hallway, they met Miyako14 
stopped at a door that was ripped open. Apparently, 
its security door hadn’t closed all the way or it 
malfunctioned altogether before mutations got 
through. 

“No movement directly inside” she informed. 

Cameron peered into the security offices of 
the Pinnacle, a wide open space a mess with 

destroyed cubicles and overturned desks and chairs. 
The walls, painted in blood spatter and peppered with 
bullet holes, the floor was littered with even more 
bodies amongst scattered paperwork. This time, it 
was a mix of Human and Mutated corpses frozen in 
death's grip.  

Miyako14 tapped her on the shoulder, then 
pointed up towards two destroyed stationary guns 
dangling from the ceiling by thick sparking wires 
amongst flickering lights.  

Cameron nodded, then gave her a hand signal 
to move in, which she did towards the left side of the 
room, scanning the area, her submachine moving in 
unison with her gaze.  

Moving in herself, towards the center of the 
room, Cameron stepped over bodies as Vyra6 split 
off scanning the right side. The morbid scene before 
Cameron told of the valiant fight the security force 
put up but ultimately lost. 

Guards were mutilated and torn apart, some 
still clutching weapons uselessly in their hands while 
others seemed to be clawing for weapons just out of 
reach.  

"Commander." Miyako14’s voice whispered 
through Cameron's earpiece. "We have three sources 
of movement in the Security Control Room at the 
back of the offices."  

"On my way." Cameron headed there, making 
her way through the maze-like cubicles. When she 
arrived, Vyra6 and Miyako14 were posted up by each 
side of the door where a loud commotion raged from 
behind. 

Cameron readied herself, flexed her fingers 
around the grip of her assault rifle, then gave 
Miyako14 a nod. Fingers moving at blurring speeds, 
Miyako punched the override code into the keypad 
beside the door, and it slid open. 

Cameron rushed in with her weapon blazing 
after the first two mutations she saw, who turned 
towards her just in time for hot slugs to rip through 
their skulls, and the last mutation quickly fell under 
fire from Miyako’s submachine gun. 

Cameron scanned the area. Cracked monitors 
lit the room with flickering white light, throwing 
dancing shadows over the bodies of the dead Control 
Room Operators. There were no survivors. 
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“Commander, if anything,” Vyra6 reloaded her 
weapon. “I suggest we now check the engineering 
section next. It’s the second most fortified area of the 
building.” If there were any survivors to be found, she 
was dead set on finding them. 

“Doesn’t seem like that matters much.” 
Cameron gestured around the destroyed control room. 
“Miykao, can you access the lab’s main computer 
system from here?” 

“I doubt it.” She shook her head. “The security 
systems and lab systems run independent of each other. 
But I can try.” She frowned down at the destroyed main 
control console, then crouched and pulled the dented 
covering off of the console’s access panel revealing a 
mass of circuit boards and wires. 

Cameron gazed at the dead mutations. "Any 
signs of rejuvenation?"  

"No.” Vyra6 answered-- 

Suddenly, one of the mutations sprang to its feet 
with the bullet holes in its head and chest healing and 
sealing themselves closed as it rejuvenated. Cameron 
quickly fired a short burst into the creature with her 
assault rifle, and it merely staggered back otherwise 
unphased by the attack as the new wounds healed 
almost instantly. Vyra6 stepped up placing the barrel of 
her auto shotgun flush with the mutations forehead and 
pulled the trigger splattering its skull to pulp. The 
twisted body collapsed before them. 

Miyako14 peered from under the damaged 
control console and seeing that the situation had been 
handled, she went back to work trying to get the 
interface back up and running. 

“Well,” Vyra6 said. “It appears the ability to 
rejuvenate wasn’t isolated to just that one back in the 
corridor.” 

Cameron nodded grimly. “Yeah, and that makes 
the spreading or their genetic virus the least of our 
worries now.” 

“Agreed.” 

Cameron pursed her lips in thought. “We have to 
find the organism.” she said finally. “After we check the 
engineering section, that’s it in terms of looking for any 
survivors. Our primary focus as a whole will be hunting 
down that creature and killing it.” 

Vyra6 looked from the dead mutations back to 
Cameron and nodded. “Understood.” 

Miyako14 stood from under the control console. 
"Well, no luck with the lab's systems, just as I thought, 
but our survivor slash organism search just got a little 
easier I think." She tapped a code into her Fatherboard 
and the flickering, cracked security monitors blinked 
back into operation in dreadful silence. There was no 
audio. 

Cameron stepped forward peering up at the 
many screens. Each one, a fixed camera angle focused 
on a different room or corridor of the Pinnacle. On 
random screens, mutations scurried about, or were 
caught destroying machinery, control consoles, and 
trying to pry open doors.  

"What's that?" Miyako14 pointed at a monitor.  

Cameron shifted her gaze and squinted, trying to 
make out the image but couldn't. Whatever it was, it 
was either extremely close to the camera or too big for 
the camera to get a full view of.  

"I don't know." She thought she could see some 
form of musculature, but then it moved completely off 
camera.  

"Survivors!" Vyra6 called out pointing to 
monitor 83.  

Cameron saw a group of men and women, 
scientists or lab techs and security guards, trying to 
barricade a large door.  

Vyra6 stepped closer to the monitor. "They’re in 
one of the cargo storage areas." she leaned even closer. 
"Looks like one of them could be Dr. Saul!"  

"Then we better get down there quick." 
Miyako14 motioned towards Monitor 84 showing a 
disturbing number of mutations crammed into a 
corridor, all pushing and writhing in one direction.  

Vyra6 studied the screen. "Where's that?"  

Cameron nodded towards camera 83 where the 
scientists and guards were scrambling to add more 
boxes, furniture, and crates to their barricade. "On the 
other side of their door." she said. 
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TIME 

BY CANDACE HARDIN LITTLEJOHN 

 

I sat on the park bench, muttering to myself. I just turned 65 today and all my regrets piled down on me, as 
the years flashed before my eyes. 

“More time, I wish I had more time and could have lived my life differently. I would have followed another 
path. If I could go back to my teenage years, I could find a bunch of new ways to live my life, I am sure.” 

“Frau Livingston, how would you like to have that opportunity?” 

I was startled. How did this old man know my name? Who was he and how did he know what I was saying 
under my breath? 

“Allow me to introduce myself, I am Professor Brelinsky. I am originally from Germany but have lived 
many years in Poland. I felt the weight of your regrets. I wondered would you like to try your time again?” 

What an outrage! What a presumptive thing to say to me. Who was he to invade my privacy and intrude on 
my thoughts? 

“Whatever do you mean?” 

“I mean, do you have the courage to try again?” 

“Well that is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard of; it has nothing to do with courage. It is a prepos-
terous notion anyway.” 

I jumped up from my seat and stomped off in a huff. So much for an afternoon alone musing on my 
thoughts. 

He called out. “So, you’re afraid to see how it all might have been different.” 

I stopped in my tracks. I wasn’t afraid. I had never been afraid to try things 

In fact, I thought about things such as this man proposed all the time. It was almost an obsession. I dreamed 
of times past and how I would love to relive some of it. Go back to a better time, when life had some mean-
ing and diversion. People still had some values and didn’t mind making their own fun. 

“No, I am not afraid. It is just impossible, that’s all. You don’t need to play with an old lady and her regrets. 
Go away, leave me alone.” 

“I can help you. Take my hand.” 

 He followed me; his hand open. He held a golden bell. 

Again, he said, “Take my hand.” 

Mesmerized, I reached for his hand, touching the golden bell. 

A whirlwind of sound, crackling electricity and that sick feeling in the pit of my stomach that I have when 
riding a roller coaster flashed around me. I suppose I fainted. 

When I regained consciousness, I was lying in a green field, thick with grass. Small blue flowers bloomed 
all around the meadow and bees buzzed around the clover that grew thick and fragrant. I reached up to feel 
my forehead. At least, my head was still attached, I checked the other parts and found them still in place. I 
was lying in the center of Stone Henge like circle about 15 feet high. It was obviously manmade but        
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fascinating none the less. 

There was a bell made of iron suspended by chains 
inside the top of the circle. 

“Frau Livingston, are you going to lie in the grass all 
day? Get up, we have much to consider.” 

“Where am I?” 

“Ludwickowice.” 

“What? Where?” 

“Poland, Ludwickowice, Poland.” 

He extended his hand to help me up. For an old look-
ing man, he had great strength. He pulled me up onto 
my feet quickly, almost tossing me. 

“How did I get here?” 

“I will explain later. You must be de-briefed if you 
want to travel back.” 

“What do you mean de-briefed? Is this secret military 
mission or something?” 

“Not anymore, I will explain later. We must get out 
of sight.” 

He grabbed my hand and pulled me behind him. He 
moved faster than expected as I struggled to keep up. 

He power walked up to a group of row houses They 
looked like the shotgun houses behind the paper mill 
in my hometown. Like those houses, these looked 
pretty run down. He pulled out a key and opened the 
door. 

They may have been run down on the outside, but 
inside it was top of the line 1940’s décor, right down 
to the big, wooden Phillips radio. Everything was 
brand new. 

I couldn’t believe it. What was this, a museum? 

I stopped to gawk but was pulled impatiently by this 
Professor Brelinski. 

I shook loose. “Hey, hey, what’s the hurry?” 

“We only have a short window in time. We have to 
calculate the shift in the winds of time and how they 
relate to the period you are hoping to find.” 

“Hoping? I thought this was a science. Is there a 
chance it won’t put me when I want to be? What 

about where I need to be? The year I want to go to 
will leave me as a minor. I need to be with my par-
ents.” 

“Don’t worry, you will have everything you need to 
get where you want to be. Let’s go.” 

He walked off into the back of the house. I was ex-
pected to follow, I guess. 

The back of the house opened into a laboratory. The 
instruments were obviously of the same era as the 
furniture. I started to sweat. This was a bad idea. Duh, 
what else could it be? Oh well, life had been good. I 
guess this was the end. 

“Why are you standing over there mooning around. 
Come here and set the date you are looking for and 
put your hand into the plasma.” 

Plasma? 

I went over to where he was pointing. I thought hard 
about the desired date. When had Mom started sneak-
ing me into the disco with her? Some folks would 
wonder about that last statement, but that is another 
story for another time. 

Finally, arriving on an approximate date, I turned the 
big analog numbers to February 20, 1976. 

He pointed to a flat dish of clear goo. I placed my 
right hand in all the way to the bottom. It was cold 
and felt weird, to say the least. 

He nodded; I withdrew my hand. He handed me a 
towel and I wiped the excess goo off. 

He scooped out a spoonful of the plasma and spread it 
onto a slide. This he inserted into the analog machine 
where I had entered the date. He took the handle and 
began to turn it rapidly twelve times. 

The machine chugged and whuffed. After a few 
minutes, a small piece of stiff paper was spit out. It 
had many little holes in it. 

He grabbed this and my hand again. We ran out of the 
house, three doors down. 

Again, he pulled out his keys and opened the door.                                                                           
This house was exactly like the first one, run  down 
on the outside.. The difference was the décor.   
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There was shag carpet on the floor, a lava lamp in the corner and one of those Early American living room sets in 
graphic colors that had been so popular way back then. 

My mouth hung open.  

“Tsk, tsk, sit on the sofa, there is no time to waste.” 

I did his bidding and sat on the red and yellow sofa which depicted a scene of pheasants in the woods. 

He ran to the back of the house. I assume there was a lab back there as well. The whirring and chuffing began, 
and he came back into the room. 

“Here, hold this.” 

He handed me the golden bell. 

“Best of luck, choose wisely this time.” 

Then he was gone. I don’t mean he walked out the door. He was GONE, just like that, now you see him, now 
you don’t. 

Before I could jump up and run for the door, the house began to spin. At least, that was the sensation I was feel-
ing. I held onto the arm of the sofa; the bell fell into my lap. 

I don’t know how long this went on, but I found my fourteen year old self standing on the walk outside of my 
childhood home. I was dressed in my 360 degrees, full circle, sparkly pink disco skirt and the matching blouse..  

My Mom came out of the door, dressed to the nines, ready for dancing. 

“Are you ready?” 

I wasn’t sure she was taking us, but I was ready to go. At least I knew I was going to have some fun. It had been 
a long, long time and I could hardly wait. 

Unbeknownst to me, Professor Brelinski watched the iron bell stop moving within the Henge. 

He nodded in satisfaction, “Good, she made it.” 

He walked back to the house where he had left me to retrieve the golden bell lying on the sofa. 

 

This story is fiction, but the henge 

at left does exist in Poland.  It was  

part of an experiment by the      

Germans  during WWII. 

More information can be found at: 

https://www.matrixdisclosure.com/nazi-

secret-space-program-die-glocke-nazzi-bell/  

https://www.matrixdisclosure.com/nazi-secret-space-program-die-glocke-nazzi-bell/
https://www.matrixdisclosure.com/nazi-secret-space-program-die-glocke-nazzi-bell/
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SAMMY 

BY JAMES F. DAVIS 

 Coming back from a lunch meeting in 1979, I walked in the Rockefeller Center side entrance of 630 Fifth 
Avenue, across from the ice-skating rink. That is the building with the landmark 45-foot-high bronze statue of 
Atlas holding the world on his back. It is directly facing St. Patrick’s Cathedral across the street. 
 Standing alone in the lobby was a very short, nervous, emaciated looking man in a very expensive, custom-
made, black, pin-striped suit, with a cigarette in his hand. As I was passing him, he asked, “Hey man, you have a 
light?” 
 “Sorry Cuz, I don’t.” 
 “What do you mean by ‘Cuz’?’ he asked annoyed. 
 “Well, aren’t you Sammy Davis Jr?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 ” Well my name is Jim Davis. I figured we must be related.” 
 Looking at my pale white complexion, his scowl turned into a wide smile and he said, “I could use that in my 
Las Vegas Act.” 
 “How big is my royalty fee?” His face darkened. “I am only kidding. Knock yourself out. My gift to you.” 
 As I started to walk away, I stopped and turned to him and said, “And, by the way, even if I had a light, I 
wouldn’t give you a light. You have one of the most magnificent male voices I have ever heard, and I do not want 
to see you lose it. And for the record, you are the best male dancer I have ever seen – better than Fred Astaire – 
and you have managed to be a successful actor despite your obvious shortcomings.” 
 His initial sourpuss at my admonishment concerning his smoking melted into a silent grateful ‘thank-you’ look 
with a slight nod of his head as I walked away. No one ever gets tired of hearing compliments, especially when 
they know you are sincere. 
 
Postscript: When he was told that he had throat cancer eleven years later and his best chance of survival was to 
have part of his throat removed, he replied that he would rather keep his voice than have a part of his throat 
removed. He died seven months later at age 64 of throat cancer – too soon. 

DECEMBER 8, 1925 

TO 

 MAY 16, 1990 

 

FROM VAUDEVILLE WITH HIS     

FATHER, SAMMY DAVIS SR, TO 

THE RAT PACK, HIS WAS A  

GENERATION OF DIVERISFIED 

TALENT. THAT HAS FADED 

FROM THE LIMELIGHT. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY MICHAEL PAUWELS 
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ARTIST OF THE ISSUE 

MICHAEL PAUWELS  

I sat down today to talk with Michael about his photography. I became aware of Michael as a photo artist 
because of my professional relationship with his father, Steve Pauwels. I have written for Steve since 
around 2014. I contributed articles when he was working with The Clash Daily.com and now he has 
moved to his own online presence in The Daily Surge, where I also contribute. 

“Michael, you are a great story and inspiration to the power of adoption, why don’t you tell us about how 
your Pops and Mom found you and eventually brought you home to New Hampshire?” 

“My Dad is a pastor of a church, and back in the late 80’s he and some other members joined another 
friend on a mission trip to Guatemala. At that time, it really didn’t have anything to do with adoption. It 
was just a mission trip. Later, after my Mother had a series of miscarriages, they decided to adopt my mid-
dle brother. Technically, he is older as he was adopted first, when he was 9 months old, but he is the mid-
dle brother. In 1993, they adopted me. My middle brother and I are not related, but we are from the same 
orphanage. My youngest brother, Jake, was born in 1995 after a successful pregnancy by my Mom and we 
are three. He is my roommate now.” 

“Eventually, you became a citizen and joined the United States Marine Corp. I know you are a real patriot, 
but how did you arrive at the decision to join the military service?” 

“It was right after 9/11. I was still in high school, but it gave me the idea that I would like to serve my 
country. My senior year, a Marine Corp recruiter came to the school and he signed me up. However, I was 
determined all through high school that I would join the military somewhere and I wanted to be in the in-
fantry. I went to basic training at Parris island, SC. Then I was sent to Camp Lejeune, NC where I joined 
1st Battalion, 2nd Marine Charlie company. I did two tours with them in Iraq, one in 2007, and the other in 
2008 and 2009.” 

“So, you did see some combat there?” 

“Yes, I was at Al Assad Air Force Base, Baghdadi and Habbaniya in Iraq. Then we were sent to the Bor-
der of Syria and Sinjar. This was one of the first places taken over by ISIS. We did a lot of border patrol. 
The funniest thing is that I am short and I can fit perfectly in the back of a Humvee. The other guys would 
be sleeping outside in tents, but I slept in the Humvee.” 

“You are a premium photographer. What caused this interest for you? 

“It started with my phone, right after I got out of the Marine Corp. I had seen a cool picture of a sunset and 
that started it. I actually didn’t get a camera until about 2015. I started with a Canon Paper Shot Sx 60. It 
didn’t have any extra lenses. It was fairly simple. In 2017, I got a Canon T7i. That came with additional 
lenses. I just picked it. I didn’t watch YouTube videos or anything. My Dad said I had the eye for it.          
I really prefer Canon equipment. I have tried others, but I just really prefer Canon.” 
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“I went to some places for vacation. I took some good pictures when I was in Wyoming, Yellow Stone, Bryce 

Canyon. While I was out west, I decided to go to Las Vegas, just to say I had been there, because I don’t gamble. I 

stopped for breakfast in Mesquite, NV. I asked a couple of the waiters about the area and where would be a cool 

place to take some pictures. They recommended the Valley of Fire which wasn’t too far from where I was. I drove 

out there and got some great pictures. When I drove up to the entrance, everything was red. It looked like fire. I 

didn’t realize that I was only about thirty minutes from Hoover Dam and Lake Meade until I got home and looked 

at a map. I was so mad at myself that I missed it. When I got home I called the restaurant to thank the waiters for 

pointing me to the location.” 

“Would you like to work full time in photography?” 

“Yeah, I would. I am not too savvy on building a website, so I have a friend trying to help me out on it.” 

“You have a Facebook page, Semper Fi Photography.” 

“Yes.” 

“You have two of the best models, your dog Chesty and cat Dozier. How long have you have Dozier?” 

“I’ve had him four years. I got him from a friend. She had two older cats that didn’t like him, so she gave him to 
me. His name originally was Bull Dozier, because as a kitten, he would run right over my friend’s Great Dane. I 
didn’t want to change it, but it was shortened to Dozier.” 

“Chesty is very patience and good natured to let you put helmets, hats and scarves on him for photos.” 

“Originally, Dozier hid from Chesty when he first came home with me. Until one day, Chesty was playing with 
his toy and Dozier grabbed his tail from under the chair. Since then they have been good friends.” 

“They are very sweet the way they sit together and look out the window. “ 

“Do you have a favorite picture?” 

“Yes, I went to Mormon Row in Utah. There is an old Mormon barn with the Grand Tetons behind it. It is sup-
posed to be one of the most photographed place in the US. I was hoping to see some buffalo, and I looked up from 
sitting in my car with my camera and there was a buffalo staring straight at me. He was so close, you could see the 
vapor come out of his nose. About 15 to 20 coming by and I followed them a bit, and there was exactly the picture 
I wanted. The buffalo right in front of the old Mormon barn with the background of the Grand Tetons. I snapped 
one quick with my phone, and then a professional one with the camera.” 

“You do a calendar every year, right? 

“Yes, I have been doing them every year for three or four years now. I usually put out an announcement around 
August that I am making a calendar.” 

“If someone wanted to order one, how would they do it?” 

“I haven’t got my website up yet, but they could message me on Facebook, Siempre Fi Photography.” 

“I really enjoyed talking to you today, Mike. I hope everyone enjoys your artwork as much as I do.” 

“Thank you, I enjoyed it as well.” 
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DOZIER AND CHESTY 

MICHAEL AND CHESTY 

BIKING 

LEFT: DAD STEVE PAUWELS AND LITTLE 

MIKE 

RIGHT: MICHAEL IN UNIFORM WITH      

MOTHER MAUREEN AND DAD STEVE 

BROOKLYN BRIDGE 

VALLEY OF FIRE 
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ADVENTURES IN INTERNATIONAL BANKING 
WITH JAMES F. DAVIS 

EUROPEAN # 1 

1975- Six Penny Hendley 
Virtually everyone in the Chase Manhattan Bank in Germany was German. One friend who was not was an Eng-
lishman, John Martin, a computer specialist who was from Six Penny Hendley, in Dorset, England, located about 
10 miles south west of the magnificent Salisbury Cathedral.  
One day he said, “I am driving to England this weekend for some private business and to see my wife. Would you 
like to come and spend the weekend with us?  
Since Luisa was seven months pregnant with our first child, I went with him alone. 
 
John bought and sold English and German antiques to supplement his income at the bank. Occasionally he would 
drive to England with some German antique furniture to sell there and return with English antiques to sell in Ger-
many. 
 
When we got drove off the ferry in England, the customs inspectors were very aggressive and even took off the 
paneling and floorboards of his old van looking for contraband but found nothing. It was a bit unnerving to me. 
John seemed unconcerned. But after we drove off I noticed he was perspiring profusely and hyperventilating. I 
thought maybe he was having a heart attack and asked him, “Are you OK?” 
 
He replied, “A lot better since we got through customs. All the drawers in that big antique bureau in the back are 
filled with German white wine bottles. There is a stiff fine, which includes possible jail time, if they had found 
those. Thank God they looked everywhere except the most obvious place.”  
I was mildly pissed as I could have gone to jail with him.   
 
Six Penny Hendley was a quaint village of about 700 inhabitants, a stopover place for tourists, with ruins from 
the Roman occupation almost two thousand years ago. The entire Parrish (county) is still principally a farming 
district. 
 
Within hours of our arrival, everyone in the Parrish knew that John had brought an American man with him. 
When we returned to his home after a short tour of the two street town, his wife Chris announced that we had 
been invited to dinner by the largest and wealthiest sheep farmer in Dorset, a young widow named Pat. Her home 
was the Old Thorney Down Farmhouse, kind of a historical landmark. 
 
The rumor was that I was a single wealthy American international banker who grew up on a farm. Everything 
was true except the wealthy part. Apparently, the young widow wanted to check me out as a possible prospect. 
 
This elegant understated mansion-farmhouse had been built centuries before, and like many such estates, the 
barns with animals were in close proximity, sometimes connected to the main house. We had a sumptuous lamb 
dinner, as she asked me about my background and I asked about her farm operation. I did not mention that I am a 
direct descendant of William the Conqueror, who took over England in 1066 at the Battle of Hastings.  Six Penny 
Handley is listed in his infamous “black book” that his staff collected to tax all the estates in England. 
 
At one point, one of her workers came to the entrance of the dining room with a look on his face that said she was 
needed in the barn. Pat, in her elegant black dinner dress, excused herself, and said she would be back shortly.      
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It was sheep birthing season she explained, and one of the ewes was having a problem. I asked if I could go along 
and she seemed delighted in my interest. 
 
Sheep generally have twins. If there is only one lamb baby, generally it develops too large for the head to fix 
through the mothers cervix and the calf, as well as the mother, dies. Given the market price of lambs, it was too 
expensive to call a veterinarian, so Pat decided to see if she could save the mother by putting her hand into the 
ewes womb, in what appeared to be up to her elbows, and yank out the baby lamb, before the mother died. It was 
one of the grossest things I had ever seem.  I grew up on a vegetable farm and knew next to nothing about animals. 
 
During that dinner, Pat had to get up and try and save six ewes. Each time afterwards, we would return back to the 
house. She would wash the bloody mess off her hands and arms and dust the straw off her silk dress and then we 
would go back to eat with the other guests and continue our animated dinner conservation. I learned a lot about 
sheep farming that night. Pat said she really enjoyed meeting me and our conversation. She was disappointed only 
in that I told her I was married and we were expecting our first child in two months. 
 
Five weeks later, our son Cristian was born and I delivered him since he was stuck in Luisa’a birth canal for ten 
minutes and the midwife could not find a doctor to do a Cesarean. Luckily, I was able to explain to Luisa what she 
was doing wrong (that is another story and no man in his right mind would ever tell a woman in labor that she was 
doing something wrong unless it was a mater of life and death, which it was). I will say here only that I did not 
have to do what Pat did to save the ewes.  Also, I did not tell Luisa what had transpired that night until long after 
our son was born. 
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Saga of the wiley jones family of Paulding 

county Georgia 1837—1899 
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THE BLACK HORSEMAN 

Volume II 

Is coming soon  

The story of wiley jones iii  

and his family 

L—R: Ray Jones, Wiley Jones 

III and Lou Twilley Jones 

Check out the next generation 

of the Jones family that picks 

up where Volume I left off. 

Volume II will be available in 

late 2020. Volume I can be   

obtained by emailing: 

theblackhorsemanv1@gmail.com 

If you haven’t ordered your 

copy yet, get it today. 
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Have You Seen My Integrity? 
 

It was wearing a crimson  
fedora and a gun metal black 

 v neck t-shirt 
 

Last spotted down by the Batten Kill 
under the bridge, if you see it  

please call me ASAP 
 

Do not approach it.  
It has been known to  
lash out when startled 

 
It may be alone or  
with an accomplice, 

and it sometimes acts like it  
 

is confused, but can pretend 
 to know where it wants 

 to go.  
 

Do not be fooled. 
Call the police if  

I cannot be reached 

Dear Grandpa 
 

I never met you  
You died by gunshot  

 
Was it you who 

 pulled the trigger? 
  

They say that you 
 had enemies 

 
Who really knows  

where your ashes are now. 
 Too much chattering 

 anyways 
  

  in the background  
like radiation 

 
from the 

 Big Bang  

POETRY CORNER BY GEORGE PAYNE 
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Where Deer Sleep 
 
My three-year-old son 
asked me where deer sleep. 
So I took him there.  
Stepping into a space that is not meant 
for fathers and sons, we found 
a ritual that has nothing to do 
with us.  
An original grace.  
A serenity that evokes the burden of re-
demption. 
That place where deer sleep, under a 
plumbagoes sky, the pods of grass bent 
toward the center of the earth.  
Otherworldly crop circles and a feeling of 
trespassing.  
For me, if not for him.  
A child cannot connect 
with the mystery without stepping on it 

Leaf Pile 
 
Oh, how good it is to play.  
 
Dumping the bones on a gentle slope  
planted in candy corn yellow leaves, as  
parents stand by armed with rakes, observing 
with their crotchety independence how good 
it must be to be a child again.  
 
To be free again to see a December sunset 
cast its bluish light 
over the family's yard as a holy service.  
A hoped-for rebirth. 
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