








From the 2028 journal of Cyriol Palmer, of the New City of Oxford

14 Feb 2028

Today was a dlightly better day. Still not much hope for the harvest from the farm
outposts, but at least the livestock can still graze. We need the soil to regain some
nutrients desperately. | would kill for a decent salad — maybe | should plant tomatoes
in the garden.

Few weeks until my birthday. Never thought | would spend my middle ages like this.
Ha — it is the Middle Ages. Such a weird future. A weird set of circumstances.
Spending my late 30's chasing the sun, my mid 30's without a husband or children.
Ha. Children. No time for that, not in this world at least. I'll put it on the to-do list.
The Earth is my child now — staving off hunger, rebuilding society — the world is my
child. It'sall our child. And a petulant little bastard it is.



No new remarks about Richard. He's still ill, just like all the rest. I know how thisis
going to end, and | should just make my peace and get on with it. | told myself | was
immune to falling for him. | can't succumb to those kind of distractions — it will only
kill me in the end. Now is the time for structure, love can come later — much later. As
much as | will mourn him, | know | cannot show it. Richard, if he only knew. A tattoo
to honor him — just like al the others. His name is one hash mark in a score of long-
dead friends decorating my body — | can never forget them, any of them. But
especially Richard.

Maybe one last visit to the infirmary tomorrow, if it's not too late. Who knows? This
might be my last writing in this journal — another sundown run to Nottingham
tomorrow night. | leave this book behind, my promise to myself that | will return to
see another page filled. Maybe I'll see Richard again, at least to say goodbye. Happy
Vaentine's Day, Richard.

17 Feb 2028

Nottingham was worse off than | thought. | brought the aspirin as requested, thank
God for our chem lab. We are one of only a few places with any kind of stores of
salicylic acid left on this forsaken island. Their farms are coming aong, about as
productive as ours are. The acid rains have soured most of their fledgling crops, but
they have been seeing some progress.

Sanitation has become their biggest concern since | was up there last. They've turned
the National Cricket Grounds into hospice care for their sick, those near death. It's
reasonable, maybe we ought to do likewise — a least it quarantines them.
Nottingham’s infrastructure was hit far worse during the depression from when | was
little. They had much less material to work with, very little industrial capital. When
the markets crashed globally after the election breakdown in the States, followed by
the UN initiatives, Nottingham's people were left with buckets of money to buy one
loaf of bread. | remember photos of kids playing in wading pools of cash — how much
fun that looked like.

The run was as risky as usual. | feel bad for these people, despite their attacks. It's not
the science fiction post-apocalypse we had al imagined. People aren't fashioning
weird outfits and makeshift tomahawks. No Sex Pistols hair-do. They just look
hungry. It's a wonder they have the strength to throw the rocks and sticks any more.
It's sad really, people looking as threadbare as their clothing. Twenty-some years of
wearing the same wool jacket. Twenty-some winters. Jesus.

There was some good news from Nottingham, their city council decided to rebuild
their wall, taking in as many Shamblers and refugees as they could. Amnesty for
anyone who wanted to join society. This way, they can bring their livestock out of the
underground pens and let them graze in relative safety, maybe even get some people
fed. The Red Fever isn't the only thing killing people up North, starvation is working
just as hard. The Earth has put us on her own terms — my child, trying to commit
matricide. I'll guide her. She'll see it's for the best. Things get organized here in a few
days—welll go on. We have to. We don't have a choice.



9 Mar 2028

Far too long since I've taken a moment to write. Too much has happened. One more
run to Nottingham, this time, | brought them a short wave radio, the network is being
built, communications are getting up again.

Then there was the run to Hull. Christ. Hull. A hell on earth for anyone left. It didn't
burn like London, it didn't even succumb to the 'Fever as bad as other places. Just in-
fighting. Drug dealers setting up their own little kingdoms, warring with each other,
everyone trying to control the river leading out to the Sea. One of the ringleaders had
two city busses welded together, no idea where they got the argon for that sort of
project, fashioning them into a tank. They really were treating this like some kind of
Mad Max spinoff. Complete civilization breakdown, lawlessness. | brought them
medicine and a copy of the Covenant — and spent three days in a holding cell for my
trouble, waiting to be molested. Richard's brother came as a diplomat when | didn't
return on schedule. Richard died while | was on that run. | wasn't even here to kiss
him goodbye. That's al 1'm going to remember about Hull.

Those people — there was no understanding, only shit organization spurred by fear. At
least now they know the other communities will only stand for so much of it. The
cities who have agreed to the Covenant seem to be backing one another. All our
vaunted “technologies” were meaningless in Hull — | know, as they do, that when
things finally get back to normal, some presence will have to rectify that situation.

In some brighter news, | have another position in the City now. The Council has
decided to appoint a few sergeant-at-arms, which means more work for me. They let
me pick out my own area to work on. Education. Reminds me of childhood ambitions.
Now instead of handing out fish, | can teach people to catch them. Tomorrow | am
taking instructions to Harvey to have a woodcut made for printing: how to synthesize
aspirin, and how to properly grow penicillin. We may not be the strongest city, but I'll
be damned if we aren't the hedlthiest. I've convinced the Council to ration the
materials we have left to start small workshops to produce medicines.

We can screen for the Red Fever at the City Gates, and daily aspirin, of al things,
helps keep it at bay, but nobody else seems to know that. As risky asit is, so long as
we produce it by ourselves, we can help the Shamblers and the warring tribes, and we
can bribe the other cities into cooperation. It feels sleazy, like we should share the
recipes and the stock ingredients. If we can get even two of our alies to trade with
each other based on the commodities we supply them, then that's one step closer to a
unified country. So for now, it's politics. Tomorrow, it's education.



13 Mar 2028

Education had to wait. Our worst nightmare, the roving tribes have shown signs of
organizing. We stupidly opened the Gates in time for a flaming Volkswagon to crash
straight into the center of town. It was crammed with old aerosol cans, exploding,
sending shrapnel everywhere. The Shamblers were trying a basic raid, probably food
or medicine. They were easy to put down, but afew of them started to hack and bite.
The Gate patrol was overwhelmed quickly, but once the mob bottlenecked at the Gate,
our people acted heroically. Shields and clubs were fashioned, the training paid off.
We knew that this was to happen eventually — my team was assembled quickest when
we stood with the other shock troops. Lucky thing three sergeant-at-arms were in the
area, most of our personnel were ready in a shot. | guess that was the way it was
supposed to work though. We settled everyone down pretty easily, but the Shamblers
just looked so desperate. They were barely people any more. They were more like
animals; looking for food and shelter from disease. It reminded me of news reports
about cannibalism in Africa and the American Northeast. Before globa
communications went down and the British stockade broke, | remember photos of the
“Tribe of Wuburn” attacking what was left of Boston. They filmed the masses turning
on one another — those people looked like the ones that attacked us. Starving,
confused.

| suppose it makes sense. We forget how lucky we were. Our infrastructure was
already practically in place. Stone buildings with gates and high walls everywhere —
all we had to build were skybridges between Christ Church and Pembroke. The basic
tools we needed were everywhere — each castle fortified itself and put down the
'Fever, then reached out to its neighbor. Eventually the *University-Church-Broke’
compound reached out to the “New-Teddy-Souls’ bloc, and more bridges were
webbed far above High Street. That's how the Gates began to be established. When |
think about it, it was hardly necessary to blow up Magdalen Bridge, although the
Cherwell Moat has saved us on more than one occasion. We have so much, which is
why we are obligated to share it. But we must do it smartly — people must come of
their own accord, and people must be willing to work harder for less persona gain.
People need to redlize that by doing their part for the City, but getting what they
deserve, society prospers. | report to the Council tomorrow, try to re-start the
education initiatives. The next generation has to treat things differently than our
parents — differently than us. The corridor of bombed-out houses stretching to the old
BMW Mini factory is almost done, and with the Council's blessing, we can turn it into
agreenhouse for medical herbs. | just need the Council to swing my way.

15 Mar 2028

Unbelievable. Close minded fools. Weapons. That's what they want to do with the
factory. Make weapons. This last attack by the Shamblers made them reconsider my
plan. They actualy want to burn what little fuel we collect on machines to start
making bullets again. It's been ten years since ammunition ran out, and that's the one
thing that's been better in society.



| pleaded with them. Don't they see — the only reason to arm ourselves is if we are
planning aggression. People have come to us as refugees, and they've been accepted
into the City on the conditions that they a) learn, and b) work. It's ssmple — and the
other cities party to the Covenant have had success as well. The damn Red Fever has
taken so many infants, the population can hardly rebound. The only positive side to
that joke of natural selection is that our resources are beginning to keep up with the
population. It’'s starting to improve. People sing songs in their free time — read poetry
with family groups. They're not constantly watching out for Shamblers and thieves.
Surviving is not as good as it gets any more, there are signs of living, not just life.
The Council's decision to start making guns will throw us further into darkness. | need
to come to them with something — something tangible. The people need to be
educated, not just laborers with itchy trigger fingers. In our City, it should be
everyone's responsibility to know basic first aid, reading, chemistry — it should be the
City's responsibility to educate people to help themselves.

29 Mar 2028

The City is faling into a downward spiral. Once word got out that the Council was
turning out weaponry, citizens began arming themselves with whatever they could
find. Everyone focused on making their houses burglar-proof, some people have been
stealing what little barbed wire we have from sections of the Wall to reinforce private
residences. The Council decided to have a "Lottery of Responsible Marksmen” to
decide who got guns — and people volunteering just to be in that lottery led to mobs
braking out. Jesus. There must be away. | have to figure out how to reason with them.
They've started converting the auto plant to produce firearms this week, but things are
slowgoing. There have been no fresh attacks from outside the City, and the Council's
only rationale for going forward with the plan was “we remember the riots, you
weren't around in the '90's.” Bull. A couple Councilmen are dejected American
transplants who lived in Southern California during the early '90's. A few others were
in Manhattan and New Orleans in 2001 and 2005. Then there was the clique who
escaped the 2010 revolution in Zimbabwe. Don't they understand? By arming a
population, by diverting energies away from medical care and communications, they
step backwards.

The Red Fever took out all of the young, many middle aged, and most of the old. Why
the 'Fever had to take out decent, intelligent people, leaving these shortsighted fools,
I'll never know. A nearly total fatality rate amongst the population, and this was what
we were |eft with.

| have to figure out how to reason with them. I've made two runs since last month, one
to Dorset on the coast, and one to find Manchester burnt to a cinder. The population
drops off, people see no future, no hope, ignorance casts a shadow on a populace. Can
| say that | wouldn't act similarly? | know I'll never be a mother in thislife, but | know
that | would never teach my child such blindness. Manchester’s people didn’t know
what was going on — so they set fires in neighbor’s houses to drive them away — to
burn out the disease. It's lack of understanding.



Dorset's good news was the ground is beginning to yield — after years of waiting, they
are finally farming again. They were in desperate need of medicines, | packed extra
aspirin and iodine. They have figured out how to crystallize the iodine to purify
tainted water. They showed me how, and | took detailed instructions — more
information to bank. | am constantly amazed at the practical information available
that we could not find in the endless libraries here. Dorset also set up a morgue,
almost 280 bodies washed ashore — God knows how many on the British shore closer
to mainland Europe. Each body had common symptoms of the 'Fever. The bodies had
a curious thing about them — each was wearing a souvenir t-shirt featuring the French
flag, circled in red ink and a line through it. In that same red ink, one word was
handwritten in German: “Achtung.”

And we are debating which caliber gun to produce. Idiots.
17 Apr 2028

The City is on a precipice. It has only been a few weeks, but there is a clear division
between those who want the guns and those who don't. It’s tearing apart families, men
and women going to opposite sides of the issue. | called an emergency meeting of the
Council, invoked by a bylaw in the Covenant. As long as al other sergeant-at-arms
agree that a meeting should be called, the Council must hear it out. It took alot to get
all the others to agree to talk — not everyone likes it, but they see the need to discuss.
I've begun to receive threats at my house. We must prevail.

The production of our medicines has already decreased in the last two months, and
now, we've gotten word from other cities that they are in need — and unhappy about
our slow production. Unless we renew our infrastructure — and stop wasting time
protesting and arguing about the gun issue — sooner or later, we set ourselves up to be
at war. Thanks to us, other cities can keep the 'Fever at bay, long enough to raise
livestock. They are beginning to get healthy again, which is a dangerous prospect —
healthy armies are a much different scenario than malnourished hordes of Shamblers.
We need to make more runs to keep our now-dependent cities healthy — and to do that,
we need to make more product. | am approaching the Council with one thing in mind:
the Panic went without guns, we survived the 'Fever without them, we repelled the
Shamblers time and again, and made run after run with no guns — what the hell good
does the Council see in armament? No — too dramatic. Should | just plead my case for
education? We should keep the infirmary going — and otherwise, we must divert our
energies to making a smarter world, so people can help themselves.

Guns. Christ. Next they'll want to start making an A-bomb.



1 May 2028

May day. Or Mayday. Either one applies. The Council; plans for guns;, nervous
citizens; production has leveled off; were barely keeping ourselves aive. A few
people even succumbed to the 'Fever. | thought we had this damn thing under our
thumb. Evolution, leading all the way — fucking Darwin.

Here | stand, in the recovery stages of a goddamn global pandemic — I cannot imagine
a more frustrating scenario. I’'m agreed with by low-ranking people who understand
things — and I'm constantly at odds with a bullheaded administration. The world
economy collapsed, alied country turned against allied country, neighbor against
neighbor. Rampant starvation, combined with a plague whose prevention is brutally
simple, but impossible without an infrastructure.

15 Mar 2028
Ides of March. Great.

We got word from the scouts that the Shamblers are mobilizing. A few refugees from
London's fires have started to get the tribes together. What's left of Hull has actually
started to move down this way, joining random groups or enslaving the Shamblers
they can find — pissed because we've cut our supply lines to them. We're stuck in the
middle of awar zone, and our leadership is blind to the problem at hand. We can solve
this though. The other sergeant-at-arms are with me. The volunteer troops are with
me. Even the Gate patrol is with me. The citizens will approach the Council in their
chambers at Church-Broke tomorrow — and we will demand change. The Earth, our
child, demands change.
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