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Cover Blurb
 

Ed Stalker had seen his fill of adventure after a life in the Marines and was content to be the small-town Sheriff of Ingalls, a town in West Virginia.  Unfortunately for Ed’s retirement plans, the long-feared war with Russia turns nuclear and the United States comes under nuclear attack.  Trapped in the post-nuclear world, Ed and his town must struggle to survive, facing refugees, bandits, religious fanatics and hard decisions to ensure that some remnant of the United States remains intact…

Dear Reader
 

There is a funny little story behind this book, which is rather different from everything else I have written, and how I came to write it.

 

Most post-nuclear war stories struck me as rather unrealistic.  The authors either didn't do the research or blatantly ignored the research, often trying to make political points at the expense of good storytelling.  Or, alternatively, trying to
avoid
certain basic realities of a post-nuclear war world, just to avoid having to present the harsh conditions.  There was also a certain level of misunderstanding about just what might lead us to nuclear war, particularly the massive nuclear exchange dreaded throughout the Cold War. 

 

A few years ago, I drew up a scenario where NATO blundered into war with Russia in the very near future.  Such an outright confrontation between nuclear-armed states could easily slip into nuclear Armageddon.  As Russia grows more assertive in managing the states surrounding it, and NATO grows more and more fragmented, a series of miscalculations could lead into war.  I worked out what such a war would look like, as I saw it, and then built the aftermath around my scenario.

 

At that point, I stalled until I read
The Last Centurion
, by John Ringo.  That book suggested to me that I could write a book set in such a world, so I started writing.  You hold the results of my labours in front of you.

 

It reads, I freely admit, like a cross between
Starship Troopers
and
The Last Centurion
.  If you liked those books, I think you might like this one.  I’ve put ten chapters on my website as a free sample to help you make up your mind about purchasing it.

 

Many people offered advice when I was working my way through the research.  To them – those who believed in me – I dedicate this story.  Thanks guys!

 

If you like my writing, please check out my website (http://www.chrishanger.net/) and subscribe to my blog (http://chrishanger.wordpress.com/) .

 

Christopher G. Nuttall

Kota Kinabalu, 2012

 

PS – My editing skills are rather questionable, so I offer cameos to everyone who emails me to point out an error, which I will then fix and re-upload the book.

 

PPS – The cover was produced by Alex Claw -
http://alex-claw.deviantart.com/

 

C

Author’s Note
 

The town of Ingalls, West Virginia, does not exist.  Probably.  For obvious reasons, I have played around with the geography and suchlike for the story.  Anyone using this as a guide to Virginia is likely to end up in Texas.  Don’t say I didn’t warn you.

 

This book is dedicated to the real Edward Stalker and Robert C. McClelland III, barflies of long standing, for their help with the story.  Thanks, guys.

 

I

The moving sun-shapes on the spray,

The sparkles where the brook was flowing,

Pink faces, plightings, moonlit May,

These were the things we wished would stay;

But they were going.

 

II

Seasons of blankness as of snow,

The silent bleed of a world decaying,

The moan of multitudes in woe,

These were the things we wished would go;

But they were staying.

 

III

Then we looked closelier at Time,

And saw his ghostly arms revolving

To sweep off woeful things with prime,

Things sinister with things sublime

Alike dissolving.

 

(Thomas Hardy - Going and Staying.)

 
Prologue
 

There are many tales from the Final War and its aftermath that have been told, in books and movies and even face to face.  The tale of Mike Harmon, of Georgia, is still a thrilling story for Americans.  The stories about Patrick Hessessy, who led post-war recovery efforts in Panama, remain important to us today.  There are hundreds of such stories, the lives of people who stepped forward to rebuild our country after the war, and yet, so many of them are deconstructed.  Edward Stalker is one such person.

 

He is, and remains, one of the most controversial figures in recent history.  He has his friends and admirers who will not say or hear a word against him.  He has won the grudging respect of others who would not normally have a kind word for the military.  He is hated and loathed by many others, including some of the people who worked with him in Ingalls after the war.  The stories about him – and he really did do most of what they said he did – have grown in the telling, but they are nothing, but bare facts.  The detractors are free to put what spin on them they like.

 

The book you hold in your hand was written, at my request, by Ed himself.  I found it hard to convince him that it was worth the effort of writing it, although I was surprised to discover that I had the support of several members of Ed’s family in my efforts.  The story covers the post-war world as he saw it, written in hindsight.  Ed himself has asked me to make clear that he may have forgotten details, or altered his reasoning later, but it is the best that he could do.  I have not altered details, with a handful of exceptions, mainly factual details relating to events outside Ed’s area of operations.  You may like Ed, or you may grow to hate him, but he was a product of his time and he did what he thought he had to do.

 

Not an angel, or a devil, but a man.

 

Keith A. Glass

MG U.S.M.C. (Retired)

2050

Chapter One
 

No Better Friend, No Worse Enemy.

-Motto, 1
st
Marine Division

 

I wasn't going to write this book.

 

Not, I should say right from the start, because I was afraid.  My life is a matter of public record.  There is very little dispute over
what
I did, perhaps not even over the
why
.  No, I didn’t want to write the book because I didn’t feel that I had the right to tell the story.  It is not, after all, just
my
story, but that of everyone who lived in Ingalls and contributed to the 2
nd
Reconstruction.  Had I not been asked to tell the story, to write this book, I would have been happy to leave the past where it belongs, in the past.

 

But then, those who do not learn from the past are condemned to repeat it.

 

This story is, as might be expected, me-centred.  Certain details have been obscured to protect others still alive.  There are a few omissions, a few details that I believed at the time but later found to be incorrect, and not a few barefaced lies.  I leave those as an exercise for the reader, as most of them will be easy to pick out from the narrative, an echo of exercises we had to do while in Boot Camp.  They should provide an interesting challenge.

 

And where, exactly, should I start?

 

I was born in New York to Rupert Stalker and Mary Tam, who named me Edward Christopher Stalker.  Most people just call me Ed.  Rupert, my father, was a soldier who was, officially, a cook.  Mom always found that hilarious.  My father couldn’t cook to save his own life!  Had he been in charge of cooking for thousands of hungry soldiers, he would have been lynched, assuming his victims survived the mass food poisoning.  Dad was, as it turned out, a soldier who served in the Special Forces, fighting the twilight wars that no one was supposed to know about.  It says something about the general level of attention paid to security in those days that too many of the details were known to just about anyone with an incentive to go looking.  Dad went after terrorist cells in places that would have surprised the average American citizen, hunted drug smugglers in Central America, advised several tin-pot African governments on protecting themselves against their own ambitious subordinates and hundreds of other missions.  I saw him, on average, about every six months.  It still surprises me that Mom and Dad actually managed to have a life together, let alone raise four kids.

 

Mom might have stayed at home, but she was no shrinking violet.  My father’s salary was enough to pay for us four kids – or brats, as we were in those days – but it wasn’t enough for her.  She worked part time to pay for additional stuff she wanted, mainly for us, while bringing us all up in the best of manners.  She was our mother, our confident, and our disciplinarian.  She was a fine woman and they don’t make them like that anymore.  God alone knows what happened to her – chances are, if you don’t know what happened to someone years after the Final War, they’re dead – but I miss her dreadfully.  She kept us all going through some bad times.  It was her who held the family together.

 

And then there was Uncle Billy.  He wasn't really our Uncle in the family sense, but he was an old friend of Dad’s who’d come to live in New York after – according to the official story – suffering a slight accident that had left him limping more or less permanently.  Yeah, right.  I saw his back once or twice, when he took us hiking or mountaineering, and it was covered in scars.  He might have been handsome, once, but his skin looked as if someone had whipped him badly and then given him nothing in the way of medical care.  Uncle Billy had been a British citizen, a Royal Marine, but he’d moved permanently to New York.  I had the feeling that it wouldn’t have been safe for him to return home, although he could just have been bullshitting me, something he did from time to time.  I still remember, with a shudder, him giving me instructions and forcing me to figure out what was wrong with them. 

 

It was Uncle Billy who taught me how to fight.  I’d been in school for three years before I ran into Moe, a classic locker-room jerk.  You probably know the type; rough, unpleasant to anyone he can get away with being unpleasant to, and a bully.  He demanded my lunch money.  I replied by punching him as hard as I could, but I lost the ensuring fight and had, to add insult to injury, a detention for fighting.  When I got home – after the lecture from Mom on the subject of fighting – Uncle Billy started to teach me unarmed combat.  The Royal Marines didn’t know the meaning of the word ‘fair’ and some of the tricks he taught me would have had me thrown out of the boxing ring and disgraced.  I didn’t have any intention of becoming a boxer, but the next time I met Moe, I won the fight and beat the crap out of him.  I got another detention, but so what?

 

That pretty much set the tone for the next few years at school.  I was a fairly isolated child, despite the attention of several girls, of whom more later.  I wasn’t particularly interested in sports, although I enjoyed playing football and basketball for fun, and I resisted all pressure to join the football team.  It gave me a certain kind of pleasure to know that I was better at it than the team members the school fielded for championships, but it wasn’t that important to me.  The football jocks might have been the cream of the crop, but they were bastards to me, as far as I was concerned.  I wouldn’t have willingly spent more than a few minutes in their presence without being paid.  I went on survival courses, joined the mountaineering team – the team leader, by the way, knew less than I did, thanks to Uncle Billy – and learned to play Chess.  What can I say?  I was young, and unformed, and I didn’t have the slightest idea what I wanted to do with my life.

 

And then came the day – or one of the days – that lives in infamy.

 

Look, we were stupid back then, ok?  It seems awfully silly to rank a minor terrorist attack as something that changed the world, but we were young and innocent, and we hadn’t fought the Final War.  9/11 changed the world, as far as we were concerned, just as I turned sixteen.   The country was at war, everyone was
sure
that the next major terrorist attack was just around the corner, and I wanted to serve my country.  I remembered Dad’s years of faithful service, and how my mother had waited for him to come home, and I wanted to follow in his footsteps.  Maybe not literally – I didn’t want people thinking that I was a cook, or a deadbeat dad – but I wanted to serve.
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