PROLOGUE?
ATHE[CIRCLE{OPENS?

(CALIFORNIANSOMEWHERE{INNTHE{DESERTS?
GCHAR! SALLYJCAVIBION
..What is it,
Charlie, what's
wrong?
Why, is it...?
Was there a
fire?

Sally Campion knew
what leaving in the
middle of the night
meant.

Wake up!
You got to
wake up!

You dot to get
dressed, honey!
You dot to get Baby
LaVon, and we got
toget outta
here!

Sally, honey, don't ask
dquestions--you just get
Baby LaVon dressed so
we can hurry up and
go--

Igotto
test the wind,
see how much
time we got--

AWOL. Charlie was
going AWOL and
taking her and
LaVon with him.




Not
tonight they
won't.

Wind's
blowing east
to west. Thank
God for that.

won't they...?
Won't they send
soldiers after
us?

Was there an
accident?

Oh, Jesus,
Mary, and Joseph,
there was, wasn't
there? An accident.
Out there.

I was playing
solitaire. I looked
up and saw the clock
had gone from green

tored. I turned on
the monitor. Sally,
they're all...

..D-E-A-D
down there.




What was it
exactly?

Sally took one final
look at the bungalow
they'd lived in for the
last three years.

They were leaving
their entire lives
behind.

If the
base gates
are closed, I'm
gonna crash
through.

Wind's
blowing west.
We're going

east.

It's going
to be all right,
hon.

Idunno, Idon't want

to know, but it kil...
K-I-L-L-E-P them
quick.

If T'd looked up
even thirty seconds
later, I'd be shut up in
that tower control
room right now,
likeabugina
bottle...

By dawn, they would be
riding east across Nevada,
and Charlie would be
coughing steadily.

END]PROLOGUE?
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drinking beer, StuRedman.
talking idly:
Vic pPalfrey.

Bill Hapscomb.

Tommy Wannamaker.

Norm Bruett.

What I sayis this:

They gotta screw
this inflation crap...
Screw this national
debt crap...

We dot
the presses
and we got
the paper...

We dottarun
off fifty-million
thousand dollar
bills and pump
‘eminto
circulation...



That's
right, Hap.
Vic's right.

That wouldn't get
us nowhere...

If
they do
that...

...it'll be just
like Richmond in

the last two years
of the States
War.

Better
turn off
your pumps,
Hap.

Christ on
apony! It's
coming right
at us--





