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How hard could you fight?Max's recent radio communications weigh heavily on him. He has to
decide if he's going to venture out from the camp into the outside world. Learning what's
happening outside the hunting grounds could prove invaluable. But a dangerous journey into the
unknown could be his last.Georgia has finally recovered from her injuries. She quickly takes
charge. She knows it's not long before the next fight. They need to do everything they can to get
ready. But what if the next threat arrives too early?Art doesn't recognize the man he's become.
He's a soldier on the wrong side of it all. He does what he's told. But is there anything he won't
do? He knows the consequences for disobeying direct orders. Will his conscience catch up with
him?Defending Camp is book 6 of The EMP, a post-apocalyptic survival thriller series. It deals
with real people fighting for their survival every inch of the way.
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cover provided by1MaxMax woke up early at the first crack of light. He lay on the cold ground in
the tent for a minute before rising. He moved quietly so that he wouldn’t wake up James, who
was sound asleep, snoring loudly.The first thing he thought about wasn’t the immediate safety of
the camp. Things had been calm for a week. No signs of anything about to happen. No strangers
stalking them. No footprints where they shouldn’t be.His mind went right to that radio call they’d
received. Someone needed help. Max had the coordinates.But should he do it? Should he go?
John and Cynthia were on watch, stationed at opposite ends of the camp. They were fairly close
to the fire, and they nodded wearily at Max.“Why don’t you get some sleep?” said Max to
Cynthia as he gathered the supplies for making coffee.She nodded without saying anything. Her
eyes were bloodshot from staying awake all night. She stood, slightly unsteady on her feet, and
gave John a silent kiss on the cheek before disappearing into the van where the women
slept.They’d spent time patching up the bullet holes in the van and the tent. But, even so, they
didn’t offer much protection against the cold.Fortunately, since the snowstorm, the weather had
turned more mild. That didn’t mean it wasn’t cold at night, or the early morning.Max shivered
slightly as he placed the small pot of water onto the metal rack that lay over the recessed fire pit.
The rack was one of the many things they’d scavenged from the pot farmers’ camp.“Put some on
for me, will you?” called out John.“Already got it.”Max decided not to ask about the kiss. That was
their business, not his.Max’s leg still hurt him, especially on cold mornings like this. He doubted
he’d ever fully recover. That was fine with him. It could have been worse.Anyway, what could he
expect? It wasn’t like he’d had the luxury of hospital care or round the clock nurses. And forget
about physical therapy, with trained professionals who’d spent years studying recovery
theory.Max had been conducting his own physical therapy. He’d made a little step with wood,
and he made sure to do step-up exercises every day on his bad leg. So far, it seemed to be
helping, even if all it was doing was strengthening the muscles surrounding the injury.He’d also
added in some basic strength training.While the coffee water was still boiling, Max got down on
the cold ground into the pushup position. His leg hurt more like this, like it was rebelling against
what he was about to do. His fingers dug into the cold black dirt, slightly wet with dew, and he
started cranking them out.Max was breathing heavy by the thirtieth pushup. He could already
feel it in his chest.It wasn’t that he was out of shape. It was that his body had been through so
much. It was battered and weakened. He needed to rebuild it. His life would depend on it at



some point.“Don’t you think you should be going easy on those?” said John.Max pushed
through the burning sensation, knocking out another dozen, before letting himself roll over onto
his side, where he lay resting. He looked up, and John’s tired face looked down at him.John was
thinner than he’d ever been before the EMP. His hair was longer, and he sported a couple days’
growth of beard. Unexpectedly, among the dead pot farmers’ possessions, there’d been a huge
collection of disposable razors. These had allowed John and Max to shave for the first time since
the EMP. There’d been nothing but water and soap, but that was good enough.“What makes you
say that?”“You don’t want to hurt your leg, for one thing.”“It’s already hurt. Some pushups aren’t
going to make it any worse.”“Well what about how it’s going to increase your caloric needs?” It
seemed like John, for whatever reason, really wanted to find fault with Max’s workout plan.“Good
point,” said Max. He’d thought of that, of course. The more he worked out, the hungrier he was.
“But we’ve got plenty of food for now.”“If you can call it that.”“You’re tired of it?”“Tired of it? That
doesn’t even begin to describe the…” John let his words just sort of trail off. He was, after all,
very tired.“Why don’t you go wake up James? It’s time for his shift, and you need to get some
rest.”“I wanted to let him sleep in a little. He’s just a kid.”Max wasn’t so sure about that. James
had been taking on the same responsibilities as the adults. But there wasn’t anything wrong with
letting him catch up some sleep.“It’s your call,” said Max.With John staring at him, Max got back
into position and managed to crank out another batch of pushups.“Not bad form,” muttered
John.“Not bad? I don’t see you doing any.”“I’m saving my strength rather than wasting it.”“All
right, John,” said Max, glancing over at the water. “Just get it off your chest. I know something’s
eating at you. Might as well tell me what it is.”The coffee water still hadn’t boiled. Max prodded at
the fire, took a small dry log from the woodpile, and added it to the fire.John just glared at Max
without speaking.“Don’t start getting on my case about the wood,” said Max. “There’s plenty of it.
We’re in the middle of a forest. Now tell me what’s on your mind.”“Not until the coffee,” said
John.“Fine,” said Max.He did one more set of pushups. By the time he was done, the water had
finally boiled. He made the coffee carefully. He’d been making it cowboy-style recently, just
putting the ground beans directly into the hot water, waiting, of course, about thirty seconds after
the boil for the water to cool slightly.Max poured a cup for John. He’d use the pot itself as a mug.
He didn’t mind, and it was one less dirty dish. Not that they were overly cautious about washing
dishes. There were more important things to do. More important things to focus their energies
and attention on.Washing dishes was one of those chores that seemed like they’d be the first to
go in a situation like this, simply sliding to the wayside to make room for more crucial
activities.But washing dishes was important. It might just be the thing that stood between them
and sickness and disease.Now that they’d had two weeks of relative calm, life had begun to take
on a different flavor. Now that they weren’t stalked by a violent sociopath, or fighting off a small
army of well-armed men, there was time to wash the dishes, wash the clothes, bathe, and start
to think about the future.Long-term survival, Max knew, was a completely different game. When
he’d gotten them all safely to the farmhouse, he’d thought that soon enough he’d have crops and
defenses set up. Or at least concrete plans for them. Life had thrown a number of wrenches their



way, and it hadn’t worked out anything like that. They’d been on the run ever since, barely
escaping with their lives intact.Had things really calmed down? Max knew it was too much to
hope for. But at the same time, they weren’t going to survive in the long run if they didn’t start
making the right steps while they had this peace, however long it was going to last for.“You done
with your coffee yet?”John took one final long drag then placed his mug down on the dirt. He
made a face.“You know you’re not supposed to drink the grounds too, right?”“Whatever,” said
John. “I’m starting to like it.”If Max had been in a better mood, he would have laughed.“Now spit it
out,” said Max. “I’m starting to lose patience with you. What’s bothering you?”John shifted his
weary gaze from the ground to Max. “You’re thinking of going, aren’t you?”Max didn’t speak for a
moment.The truth was that he didn’t know himself. Up until that moment, that is. No one had
asked him. He hadn’t had to give an answer before now. And now he found that his mind was
already made up.He nodded.“It’s crazy,” said John. “You’re going to get yourself killed.”Max
shrugged. “I’ve been fine so far.”“Don’t feed me that line.”“What line?”“I just know what you’re
about to say.”“And how do you know that? You’re psychic now or something?”“I’m your brother.
We may not have spoken much…”“Or at all.”“The point is,” said John, “that I know you, and I
know what you’re thinking, whether you believe me or not. I know how your mind works. You
haven’t changed at all since you were a kid.”Max sighed. “And what has the master psychologist
figured out? What is it that I’m thinking?”“You’re going down real deep into this whole fatalist
savior thing,” said John. “You want to go save them. You think you can do it all. Only you don’t.
You’re too smart to really think you can do it all. So with each scrape you get
through…”“Scrape?” Max raised an eyebrow.John ignored him and continued. “You think you’re
closer to the end. You understand probability. You know that…”“I’m going to cut you off right
there,” said Max. “There’s stuff to do. Just get to the point. I don’t have all day.”John exhaled
dramatically. “You can’t go, Max,” he said.“I’m going,” said Max.“Everyone’s got problems and
you can’t solve them all. Especially now. The whole thing’s gone to shit. Everyone’s in some dire,
desperate situation. It’s insane to think that…”“We’re not talking about anyone,” said Max. “We’re
talking about a kid.”“Who you don’t even know!”“I got the call,” said Max. “I know where to go. I
know what to do. I’ve got a responsibility.”“Like hell you do.”“I’m not asking anyone else to risk
anything,” said Max. “Which is why I’m going alone.”“So you’re letting the rest of us fend for
ourselves?”“Things have calmed down,” said Max. “Unfortunately, people have started to die off.
It’s been long enough since the EMP that insanity is starting to die down. The population rose
exponentially, and it’s falling equally as fast. The farther we get from the event…”“You have no
way of knowing that. It’s all just theory.”Max shrugged. “Everyone’s theory now. No one really
knows what’s happening.”“Well if you’re going, I’m going with you.”Max stared at him. He hadn’t
seen John this angry in years.“Why the sudden change of heart? First you say I can’t go, and
now you say you’re coming? It doesn’t make any sense.”“I know you’re too stubborn to change
your mind. The more I argue with you, the more you’ll want to go.”“I’d like to think I’m a little more
rational than that.”Max had been keeping a cool head so far. He’d found that he could keep calm
in some of the most intense and violent situations. But there was nothing like family to bring out



the stronger emotions.He felt the anger rising in him. He tried to suppress it, but it was there,
starting to burn a hole in his chest.They were both standing now, face to face. John stepped
closer, his nose almost touching Max’s.“Someone’s got to make sure you don’t get yourself
killed,” said John. His voice was full of anger, but barely above a whisper.“I’m going alone,” said
Max. “You need to stay here. They need you.”“They need you, Max. You’re the only reason
everyone’s alive.”Max had heard that before. He hated hearing it. He knew it wasn’t true.The only
way he could get John not to come was to insult him, to tell him he wasn’t good enough. It wasn’t
true, but Max was going to say it anyway.“You’re too much of a risk to take along,” said Max. “You
don’t know what the hell you’re doing. You’ll just get yourself killed.”John had had enough. It was
all over his face. He said nothing.Instead, he threw the first punch. It caught Max on the cheek.
Hard enough for his vision to go blurry for a second.Max’s calm was gone. There was nothing
but anger, unsolved family issues, his judgment clouded further by the blow.Max threw himself
forward, his body colliding with John. They both went down into the dirt, only a few feet from the
fire.“You bastard,” said John through gritted teeth.Max was on top of him and John was trying his
best to get out from underneath him. It was the same sort of scuffle they used to get into when
they were both in high school.“Max! John! What the hell are you doing?”It was Mandy’s
voice.Neither one of them looked up.Then came Georgia’s voice.“That’s enough!” She spoke in
a commanding, forceful way. It was enough to get them to stop, both of them looking towards
her.Georgia was doing a lot better. She stood there, fists on her hips, looking tall and strong. Not
someone you wanted to trifle with.2DanDan hadn’t slept all night. His eyes were blurred from
lack of sleep and his body felt completely on edge. He was full of adrenaline. Full of that speedy
sick feeling that never seemed to leave him.He looked out the second story window onto the
abandoned suburban street below. There was nothing. No movement.The sun was rising slowly
over the houses and overgrown lawns. His grandfather would be waking up right about now, as
he always had ever since he’d been a young man, growing up on a farm. It was time to go check
on him.Dan picked the large kitchen knife up from where he’d rested it on the window sill, and
walked wearily through the halls. They were lined with pictures of his family. His grandmother
was there, countless neatly framed pictures that showed her progressing in age from a young
woman to the grey-haired woman that Dan had grown up with.She’d died two years ago, a
devastating blow to his grandfather, who had never really recovered. His own health problems
had seemed to snowball after that. His type two diabetes, once kept carefully in check through
diet, had turned into an uncontrollable monster. There was no stopping it.Especially not now.The
insulin had run out. There was no way to get more of it.Dan’s grandfather’s days were numbered.
And they both knew it.Conspicuously absent from the wall of photos were pictures of Dan’s own
parents. They’d had Dan young, and from what he had gathered over the years, it had probably
been unexpected. They weren’t the types of people who made good parents. Or parents at all,
for that matter. They’d split, leaving their own parents to raise Dan.Dan didn’t even remember
what they looked like.He was a tough kid. He’d had to be. He’d endured countless taunts and
jokes at his expense. That was just how he’d grown up. He’d been born small and grown up to be



the shortest kid in his class by far.A big part of his attitude had come from his grandfather, who’d
not only always been there for him, but had told him that the only way he was going to get
through life happy was if he took what he wanted from it, rather than waiting for someone to
come around, feel sorry for him, and hand him things on a silver platter.Dan had taken the
advice to heart. While he’d never been the most brilliant student, he’d worked hard, always did
everything on time. He’d gotten a job at the local hardware store, where he was the most
dedicated employee by far. His coworkers were mostly in their late twenties, who, to quote his
grandfather, “didn’t have a work ethic worth a damn.”Dan had outshined them all.He was only
fourteen, going on fifteen. His birthday was in a few days. Not that there was any cause to
celebrate. Not with the way things had turned out.The power had gone out. Everyone had gone
insane.Dan and his grandfather had ridden out the worst of it. Or so it seemed.The weeks had
gone by and things had gotten quieter and quieter. Now no one moved in the streets. There was
no sound of vehicles nearby. No sound of anything.The food was running out. The cans that had
been neatly stacked in the basement were disappearing one by one.So much time had passed.
Shouldn’t the government have gotten things under control by now? Shouldn’t the lights have
come back on?But there was no sign of that now.Dan hadn’t held out much hope. Until, that is,
he’d found his grandfather’s old shortwave radio in a dusty trunk in the attic. There hadn’t been
any way to power it, until Dan remembered the small broken generator he’d taken home from the
dumpster at the hardware store. It had just been sitting there in the garage for close to a year.It’d
been hard to do with his hands and his coordination. But if he’d learned anything from his
grandfather and from working at the hardware store, it was he could do a lot of things that people
said he couldn’t. So long as he had the time he needed.So it’d taken him longer than it would
have taken others, but he’d gotten the generator hooked up. He’d even gotten the radio to work.
He’d run the generator in the garage with the door open, keeping one eye at all times on the
backyard. The knife had never left his side.It had taken days to find anyone on the radio at all.
There’d been absolutely nothing, and Dan had figured that the rest of the country was simply
dead, completely obliterated by some kind of intense weapon. A nuke, maybe. Or something
worse that he couldn’t even imagine.Finally, when it had seemed like all hope was lost, he’d
made contact.Dan was cautious at first. Sure, he was asking for help blindly. But he had his
suspicions about anyone who responded.Over time, though, talking to this man every night, Dan
had grown to trust him. The conversations were always short, and the man never gave his
name.Dan was tired. Completely exhausted. The defense of the house had been up to him and
him alone. He’d barely slept in the last weeks.He’d been staring at the family photographs in the
hallway, lost in thought, for who knew how long.Now he was outside his grandfather’s door,
pausing, listening. There wasn’t the sound of his usual heavy snoring.“Grandpa?” said Dan.No
answer.Dan didn’t knock. He opened the door. It took him a moment. His hands weren’t working
that well.His grandfather lay there, a look of peace on his face.But he was dead.Dan kept it
together. He’d suspected this day would come.He didn’t need to check for a pulse, but he did
anyway.His grandfather’s body was cool. He must have died hours ago, while Dan was staring



out the window.Dan stood there, next to his grandfather’s body, completely stunned. Sure, he
was tough. But he was still just a kid. He hadn’t even graduated high school yet.And now, for the
first time in his life, he was completely alone.Suddenly, there was a tremendous sound outside in
the street.It had been so long since he’d heard anything, Dan almost didn’t react at all.But the
sound was only getting louder. It was the sound of engines. Not one, but many. Loud and
rumbling.Dan grabbed the kitchen knife that he had placed on his grandfather’s bedside table
and dashed out of the room.3GeorgiaGeorgia glared down at Max and John.“Get the hell off the
ground, you two.”They both started sputtering out words, trying to explain themselves.“You’re
acting like two little kids,” said Georgia. “And I don’t want to have to treat you like such. You’re two
grown men. I know you’re forgetting that, but I need you to act like the men that you
are.”Everyone else was piling out of the tents and the van now, rubbing their sleep-filled eyes.It
took Max and John a few minutes to calm down, but when they did, they acted embarrassed,
and apologized to everyone for waking them up.“All right, everyone,” said Georgia, clapping her
hands together. “Show’s over. Back to bed if you need the rest. If not, it’s time to work.”“You two
should be ashamed of yourselves,” said Mandy.Georgia was glad to be back on her feet, so to
speak. She could actually move her body now, almost in the way she could before she’d been
shot. It felt good, but not as good as getting things done.“What do you need help with, Mom?”
said James. He had a sunken look to his eyes that killed Georgia every time she saw it.“Go get
yourself something to eat. And some coffee. Then we’ll get started. Sadie, you do the same.”“Is
this another one of your fun little projects?” said Cynthia. “What are we doing today? Arts and
crafts, maybe?”“You’re still sarcastic as hell even on no sleep,” said Georgia. “You were up all last
night. Go back to bed if you want to be any use to anyone.”“Right. I’ll catch up my beauty sleep
then. Another couple hours and I’ll look five years younger.”Georgia didn’t even crack a smile.
There was work to do. She surveyed the campsite. It was a complete mess. Gear was scattered
everywhere. The woodpiles had slowly grown into nothing but messes that were starting to
creep over the whole campsite. They needed to get organized.“Georgia, can I talk to you for a
minute?” It was Max, looking as sheepish as she’d ever seen him.“What’s up, Max?”“In private, I
mean,” said Max, casting an eye back to his brother.“Let’s take a walk,” said Georgia.They
walked together, side by side, in silence towards the trees.Georgia’s rifle had been slung over
her back. She took it in her hands now. She didn’t like being far from camp without it at the ready,
even though things had been calm. No sign of anyone.They stopped in a small clearing in the
trees, within eyesight of camp, but out of earshot.Max took his binoculars from around his neck
and began looking off into the distance.“See anything?”“Nope,” said Max.“So what’s this all
about?”Max lowered the binoculars and looked Georgia right in the eye.“I have to go,” he said.
“I’m leaving tonight.”Georgia didn’t say anything for a moment. She’d been worried about this.
Max had been talking on the radio with some kid for the past week, ever since he’d first made
contact. The conversations hadn’t been long, but they seemed to have been on Max’s mind the
entire time.“You don’t have to go, Max,” said Georgia. If she hadn’t been holding her rifle, she
would have crossed her arms in front of her.Max didn’t answer. He was busy digging into the



ground with the toe of his boot.“This just doesn’t make sense, Max. And it’s out of
character.”“Out of character?”“Yeah, you’re always talking about practicality, about being
realistic. You’re always trying to protect us. Our group. You know you can’t save everyone. What
makes this kid different? I know this sounds harsh, but why does he deserve to be saved?”“I
don’t know,” said Max. “He’s just… I don’t know. He reminds me of… If I had a son, I guess.”“Like
the son you never had? Something’s gotten into you, Max. This doesn’t sound like you at all.
Since when did you get all emotional?”Max shrugged.“I think you’re feeding me a line of bullshit,”
said Georgia, looking him right in the eyes. “I think something else is going on.”“Maybe I am. You
know me too well, Georgia. And what else is going on, then?”“I think you’ve gotten addicted to
this.”“To what?”“To all this. To all this running, all this fighting. It’s not fun. No one’s saying that.
Mostly it’s hell. But it’s like guys who keep signing up for tours abroad again and again. They get
addicted to it.”Max didn’t say anything, but the expression around his eyes had changed.“Things
have calmed down now,” said Georgia. “And I’m doing better, so you know that I can take care of
things here at camp. For now, at least. I just want you to be aware of what’s going on with you,
Max. In the end, I can’t tell you what to do. It’s your decision. I just hope you realize what you’re
getting yourself into.”It took Max a long time to respond. “Maybe you’re right. But I’m not the type
to overthink things. All I’m doing is trying to go rescue a kid who’s in a bad situation. I’ll take the
pot farmer’s truck.”“All right,” said Georgia. “If that’s what you want to do. I’m going to get this
camp in good order. By the time you’re back, you won’t recognize it. There’s one thing that you
need to know, though. One thing you’re not considering.”“What’s that?”“You’re going to have a
hell of a time getting out of here without Mandy going along. She cares about you more than you
realize, Max.”Max said nothing. He just nodded and turned, and walked back toward the camp.
He limped slightly as he walked.As Georgia watched him walk away, she couldn’t help but
thinking that this might be the last day she’d see Max. They’d worked and fought hard to carve
out their little bit of relative safety here away from the madness of the collapsing world. And now
Max was throwing himself right back into it all.4ArtArt had been awake for an hour, lying in the
darkness until dawn when the other men started stirring.He lay there on the filthy wall-to-wall
carpeting, listening to the sounds of swearing, snores, and grunts as the men tried to shake
themselves awake.They were packed in, about ten of them in a single room. The once-
immaculate carpet had become filthy. No one took their boots off. No one changed their clothes.
The smell was overpowering, almost gut-wrenching. No one showered. There wouldn’t have
been any point, even if the water had worked.For a while, Art had thought he was getting used to
the smell. But after a few weeks, something had changed. He didn’t know if he was just suddenly
noticing it all more, or if everyone was smelling worse than before. He still didn’t know the
answer, and it didn’t matter. Everyone stunk. Art included.They were packed in like sardines.
They lived like rats. But Art tried to look at the positive side of things. He always had.He was one
of the lucky ones. He was still alive. Unlike many, many others.Art’s positive outlook may have
worked for him when he was living his pre-EMP life. Back then he was a graduate student,
studying urban planning. He’d been popular with women, gone on plenty of dates, studied hard,



and made sure to keep himself in good shape. He’d biked to work every day, braving the rush
hour traffic on his road bike, telling himself that the physical benefits were worth it.Now, his
positive outlook was falling apart. How could it not be? But he still clung to it. He still tried to tell
himself he was lucky. He still tried to tell himself he was doing everything he could, that he wasn’t
a bad person, that anyone in his position would do the same.It was hard to face reality.
Impossible, sometimes.Back then, he’d lived his life conscientiously. Or at least he’d liked to tell
himself that. He recycled. He donated a small percentage of his graduate student stipend every
year to help out kids in need. He even volunteered in the local big brother program, which saw
him tutoring a middle school student twice each week in reading and math, not to mention
general life skills. How to cope with problems. How to deal with adversity. That sort of thing.Back
then, his life had been well ordered. Now, it was chaos. Repeated chaos. And violence.He’d
never get used to the violence.But he’d always been the sort of person who’d followed the rules,
who did what he had to do to advance within the system. And now, those same instincts served
him once again, albeit in a very different way.Before the EMP, the rules had been to get good
grades, to make friends with the right professors, to keep his wardrobe up to date. Now, the rules
were to do whatever the sergeant said. Sometimes that meant just getting gasoline. Sometimes
it meant finding food.But the biggest rule of all was to complete the tasks at any cost. Usually the
cost was someone else’s death. And at Art’s own hands.The images wouldn’t leave his mind.
The people he’d killed, their faces were all still as fresh as ever in his memory. Every little mark,
every little pore of their faces was burned into his mind.No matter what he did, he couldn’t shake
the memories. No matter how much he drank the night before, he’d wake up early with his heart
pounding and the faces as vivid as if they were right before them.The last night, he’d gone out
with the group. They’d shot two men. Art had killed one of them himself. And the most disturbing
part of it was that it hadn’t even been difficult for him this time. He’d gotten used to the actual act.
He’d just pulled the trigger and that was that.It was only afterward that he regretted it.He’d told
himself it wasn’t his fault.But it was. He knew that now.Sure, he’d had no choice then. But he had
a choice now.When the EMP had hit, Art had stayed holed up in his small and tidy suburban
apartment.Then they’d come. They hadn’t identified themselves. Two men with big guns had
showed up at his door. They hadn’t even said anything. Just dragged him out of his apartment,
taken him to the street, and shoved him down onto the pavement. Art’s face had hit so hard that
his nose broke. They’d told him to get on his knees.Slowly, more people joined Art. They too
were instructed to get on their knees. When Art glanced at them, he recognized the neighbors
he’d seen here and there over the years. They were people he’d never talked to, and sometimes
not even exchanged a glance with. No one had said much to each other in that
neighborhood.The men with the guns had gone house to house. There’d been a whole team of
them, and they’d dragged everyone outside onto the street. Finally, when they had everyone left
in the neighborhood rounded up, they’d given their instructions. They were crystal clear, and
couldn’t be misinterpreted.“You’re fighting to the death,” one of them had barked out, loudly.
“We’re pairing you off. If you win, you’re one of us. If you lose, you die.”To show that they were



serious, the men had then, completely at random, shot four or five men dead. Right in the head.
Dead in the street. They were the first dead bodies, not to mention deaths, that Art had ever
witnessed.Two of the men with guns had taken Art roughly and basically dragged him off to the
side. They’d handed him a hammer. He stood there quivering, facing down his next door
neighbor, a man in his early fifties. Art didn’t know his first name, but he knew that he was a math
professor at some college, and that his last name was McGovern.McGovern had a crowbar in
hand.They stood there, both of them quivering.Art had never been in a fight in his life. He
couldn’t even look McGovern in the eye.
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D. CARDIN, “Good read...bad sentence structure. This is book 6 of 7 in this series which I very
much am enjoying. However, like a lot of books in this genre it seems they pass spell check but
whoever proof reads these books should be immediately fired....if they are proof read before
printing at all. It really does take some of the enjoyment out for me. Mr. West field is not alone in
this either. Most of the other authors I have read in this genre have their books leave printing with
similar mistakes. Mr. Westfield's books, however, are replete with them. Angry American (A.
American) is the only author I can site that has had his work cleared by a competent proofreader.
Don't get me wrong, Westfield's work is good and worth the money.....he just has to have his
hard work proofread before it goes to print.”

Jackie Lynn, “Excitement was really ramped up in this episode. Safe at camp was not a good
idea to hold onto for our survivors this go round. I en,joyed the introduction of the militiamen and
how the need to be with a group allowed him to convert to violence. The sarge sums up how
one man can fool a large group of the collective men into doing his bidding. The prisoners let out
is always a good problem in a disaster plot. Evil men are always out there, and not all of them are
caught.”

Nell, “Great series of books. Our group of survivors has gotten very proficient at their job of
surviving. I have been enjoying getting to know all the people!”

Sharri Lyes Brandt, “I have read all six books. They are action .... I have read all six books. They
are action filled and I could not wait to read the next one as I was just finished with one. I rate
these a 10!!!! Very, very interesting. I have always stuck to mystery, suspense romance novels
but these rule! and to think it could happen in real life is very scary.”

Guido in TX, “Riveting series!. Entertaining and riveting read!Mr. Westfield does an excellent job
of making this series exciting and real-life gritty.It's difficult to put the books down once you start.”

Michael Wilhelm, “??????. Where is book 7? I likely would not hate this series had I known it
was not complete. This sucks.”

Jack Hughes, “Rogue Review: DC #6.. Okay book not the best of the authors. I am just curious
why would you leave a camp with your people to help a kid that is probably dead. I guess
humanity is still inside and doing the right thing is paramount to survival..or is it.”

Reader, “Good. Good”

The book by Ryan Westfield has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 300 people have provided feedback.
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