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CHAPTER 1

He’d dreamed the entire night and woke before the sun was up. Brad sat 
on the edge of the bed and said aloud, “There was a river far below and 

it looked almost tropical.” He shook his head and walked out to the kitchen. 
The sky had brightened a bit to the east and he stood staring out the window. 
He was thinking about the deep canyon and remembered that bright copper 
pennies were scattered everywhere along the sides. “At least I didn’t have a 
nightmare. Copper pennies and a canyon, what the hell was that all about?”

Three hours later, Brad sat at the kitchen table and slowly chewed a bite of 
his sandwich. He was thinking about his family arriving back from Honolulu 
tomorrow morning. Tara should be calling any minute. She’d told him last 
night that she would call after they had breakfast and he waited impatiently.

The phone next to the table rang a few minutes later and he hurried to 
pick it up. “Hello.”

“Brad, this is Andy. The blood test on the huge white one you killed in 
the sinkhole has confirmed Rabies Antibodies were in its system. They must 
have all been immune. You realize what this means?”

“Yeah! Who else knows about the immunity, Andy?”
“The president, a few close advisors and the CDC have all been informed. 

This needs to be kept really quiet.”
“I understand, now what’s going to happen?” Brad’s voice was strained 

and he sat on the edge of the kitchen table.
“The National Security Council is meeting in the morning to discuss all 

the implications. They’ve called me in to brief them. Doctor Bishop, the head 
of the CDC is going to be there. Doctor Karmer has been summoned from 
Atlanta as well.”

“That’s the first good news, Andy. I trust Zade Karmer, he’s a good man.”
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“Pal, back in the sinkhole I gave you my word I wouldn’t say what really 
happened. The meeting is closed and only a few select individuals will be 
there. It’s classified at the highest level and my question is...” Andy cleared 
his throat. “...what do I tell them?”

“Everything, I don’t see any other options for you, or me.” Brad stared 
down at the floor after he answered and shook his head slowly.

“I’ll guarantee you that I’ll make one fact clear before I say a word. It will 
be that Brad King doesn’t want his involvement advertised.”

“Appreciate it, Andy.”
“I’ll keep you informed, goodbye.”
“Bye.”      
He got up and walked to the window to glance out at the long strips of 

yellow tape still in his wheat field. “What the hell am I going to do with that 
land? Red Eye blood soaked into that ground.”

***                                                                                 
The next morning, Brad waited at the Kansas City Airport for his family’s 

flight to arrive from Hawaii. He was getting anxious and stood looking out 
the airport windows at aircraft landing and taking off. Finally, he saw an 
aircraft taxing toward the gate. 

Alex and Geraldine were first and his son reluctantly held his sister’s tiny 
hand. Tara was close behind them and she looked toward him and smiled. 
The kids saw him and ran across the concourse to their dad. Brad took them 
in his arms and hugged them close. His children were home and both were 
lightly tanned by a tropical sun. He put the children down and looked up just 
as she came toward him. 

“Welcome home, baby.” She rushed into his arms and he detected the 
now so familiar light scent of lilacs in her hair. 

“I missed you so badly, Brad. I can’t even start to tell you how good it is 
to be home.”

Gram, John and Debbie were the next to come out from the jet-way 
and he hugged and kissed the two women. Brad shook his father in-laws 
hand and grasped his shoulder with his other hand, “Thanks, John.” They 
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walked together to the baggage claim and took their seven large bags from 
the revolving belt. 

Tara had already gotten a bag carrier and he piled all their bags on it. 
They walked to the van and Brad loaded the suitcases in back. 

“Daddy, are Mitsy and Andy missing me?” Geraldine looked up at him 
expectantly.

“Baby girl, I had to tell them everyday you’ll be back soon and they will 
be real happy to see you.”

While they drove west John explained the trip. “I’ve had enough of 
Hawaii. We went on all the tours and saw enough of Oahu to last a lifetime. 
The Arizona Memorial at Pearl Harbor was special and a solemn reminder. 
Even after all these years, the huge battleship under the water in that harbor 
still leaks a thin stream of oil.”

He glanced at his father in-law. “John, tell me about Hawaii and Pearl 
Harbor. My grandpa joined the Marines, ‘cause of Pearl Harbor.”  

“Some of them are still down there and the ones that were trapped died 
an unspeakably terrible death in the darkness. Can you even imagine the 
absolute absence of any light, water boiling in around you and no way out. 
I can’t and don’t want to think about that. Brad, it’s one of the most revered 
places I ever stood.”

John paused for a few seconds. “You know, the strange part about it all 
was that I thought about the men in the aircraft that attacked. They were just 
doing their job. The damn politicians killed those sailors as much as the men 
in the airplanes. It’s always the same. Somebody, somewhere, decides to go 
to war and ordinary guys do it.”   

Tara asked him if everything was all right on the farm and he told her that 
things were great now that they were back. Brad glanced at John sitting next 
to him in front. “We’ll have no harvest this year. Like I told you, the fields 
are a mess.”

None of them said a word about the farm for the rest of the way home. 
The children were there and they all realized that they’d wait until the adults 
could talk in private.

The dogs were almost out of control when the kids exited the van. Andy 
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had to nip at the others. They were all trying to get to the children at the 
same time and had knocked Geraldine down. 

“Where’s Daisy?” asked Tara.
He looked away toward the distant fields. “Grandpa and my mother are 

petting her in heaven right now.”  
Debbie felt tears in her eyes. Tara and Gram looked close to doing the 

same. John asked, “Did they get her?”  
“She had an incurable disease and died in my arms.” Brad frowned, “I 

held her close until she left us.”
Tara moved to his side and put her arm around her husband’s waist. 

“We’ll tell the children together. Let’s get settled in first.”
John glanced out at the fields. “Brad, what exactly happened to the 

wheat?”
“After the kids are in bed, I’ll explain it to all of you.” He moved close to 

his father-in-law and quietly said, “I killed them in the fields.”

***                                                                                  
After the children were asleep for the night, the adults that comprised the 

King and Sheffield families sat at the kitchen table. Brad explained in detail 
what had happened while they were gone and finished by telling them about 
the immunity problem.

“I don’t understand how that group could be immune and millions of 
others died.” John shook his head after he spoke.

“Neither does our government,” Brad smiled grimly and shrugged his 
shoulders.

“What happens now, Brad?” His wife laced her fingers together on the 
table after she asked.

“Tara, I don’t know either. We’re all tired and tomorrow after you’ve 
gotten some rest we’ll talk more.”

John and Debbie got up to go to their home down the road. Gram yawned 
and put her hand over her mouth. “I need some sleep. It’s been a very long 
day.”

Brad and Tara still sat at the table after the others left. She looked over at 
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him, “Are there more Red Eyes that might come to our farm?”
“Somehow, I don’t think so. One thing is for sure, if I’m not here somebody’s 

got to guard my family. If not, I won’t ever leave again.” He hesitated and 
looked away for a short moment. “Tara, I didn’t tell them everything. The 
rest is only for you.”

He told her that he’d been dreaming about the creatures since she’d been 
gone. “Baby, we need to find some answers. I need your help and we’re in 
this together. Can you do even more research?”

“You know I want to keep helping any way I can. Let’s take this a step 
at a time. You make a list of questions and I’ll follow up. Any enigma and 
anything that you can possibly think of, we’ll start with that list.”

“Thank you. Now, let’s get to bed.”

***                                                                                   
He fell asleep with her close and didn’t dream at all. At two in the 

morning, Brad woke and very slowly got out of bed. He turned on the kitchen 
light and sat at the table after he started the coffee. “I need to make a list 
like she told me.” He retrieved a yellow legal pad and a pen from a small 
room that Tara had setup as an office. Brad sat at the table after pouring 
himself a cup of coffee. He printed at the top of the page- QUESTIONS??? 
He chuckled quietly. “I better print ‘cause she says she can hardly read my 
chicken scratching.”

     
1.  How did they become immune to Rabies?

     A. Did the creatures obtain immunity by somehow surviving the 

virus?

     B. Like humans, are some naturally resistant to specific diseases?

     C. Can immunity be passed from parent to offspring? (Just as a 

human infant carries the mother’s disease resistance for a period of 

time)

2.   If they are closely related to canines (as we were told) what other 

diseases attack dogs?
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      A. What is deadly to canines?

      B.  What other potential diseases could kill a mammal?

3.   Why now, why would they emerge now?

      A. Is there a really a cycle to their actions?

      B. Do human population numbers directly correlate to them 

attacking?

      C. Is the cycle of attack predictable, or random?

4.   I was told (by General Hartley before we went in Carlsbad) that 

certain petro glyph rock drawings showed the facial structure of a Red 

Eye.

      A. Are there any other ancient drawings that might depict a Red 

Eye? (If so- where)

      B. Are there rapid population declines in the past that haven’t been 

explained by disease, famine, or warfare?

5.   Is there a geological or climatic correlation to Red Eye numbers?

      A. Warm versus cold regions?

      B. Attack ratios for those regions are? (Tara, please call Andy and 

ask him about that factor)

   

6.   Are there any direct or hinted religious references to the Red Eye?

      A. If so, what documents, and what religion?

      B. How many religions state that hell is below the surface of the 

earth?

         

7.   Are they getting smarter? Could they be evolving as humans do?

      A.  Was there a pattern to their attacking strategy? Did it change 

during the Red Eye War?

      B.  Tommy told me some startling things- Is there any other data 

pertaining to these facts?

            1. At his school they seemed somewhat organized when they 
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attacked the people waiting to evacuate.

            2. They uprooted trees to block Tonawanda Creek when he was 

in the canoe.

            3. In rural Colorado, after they cleared an area of humans he 

told me they would leave a rearguard behind.                          
                        
He was surprised when he heard the bedroom door open and looked up 

at the clock. It was already five-thirty and Brad smiled at his wife when she 
came in the kitchen. She looked over at him, “It was about two AM when you 
got out of bed. Why did you get up that darn early?”

“Sorry, I wanted to make a list of stuff for you to check on.” He pointed 
down at the legal pad.

“You didn’t get much sleep, Brad.” Tara frowned at him and took a coffee 
cup out of the cupboard.

“I couldn’t sleep too well. I was too excited.” He got up and poured her 
coffee.

“You’re telling me that you got excited about making a list?”
“NO, it’s about the most important thing in my life, you being home.” 

Brad kissed her cheek.
She burst out laughing, picked up her coffee cup and walked to the table. 

“You still make me smile. Let me see the list.” Tara took the legal pad from 
him and read slowly. “I’m glad you didn’t put this on the pegboard, the kids 
might see it.” She smiled across the table at him. 

“There’s a bunch of questions I listed and they aren’t in any specific order 
of importance. I just wrote down things that need to be addressed.” He shook 
his head and pointed at the pad. “It’s gonna’ take you awhile and I really 
need your help with this research.”

“I’ll start today with one condition.” She saw him frown at her. “Brad, 
you start doing those things on that darn pegboard. You covered up my list 
of things I want you to do with one of yours. Today, you re-caulk the tub in 
the kid’s bathroom. You don’t have any excuse, there’s no crop to tend.” Tara 
motioned with her hand toward the kitchen window and the fields in the 
distance.
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“How did you know that I was planning on doing that today? I was looking 
at your list of chores you wanted me to do this morning.”

“Where is my list, Brad?”
“Tara, it’s on the pegboard!” He looked at her and laughed. “Somewhere 

on it I guess. Okay, I’ll do ‘em and you can cross them off after you check my 
work. Is that fair?”

“Fair,” she smiled at him and looked down at the legal pad again. “After 
the kids eat breakfast we’ll both get started.”

***                                                                                                
Brad and Alex rode into Kayville the next morning to pick up a tractor 

part. John was in the field when they returned and stood there shaking his 
head. He came back to the house and asked Brad, “The yellow tape in the 
wheat field. That’s where it happened, right?” 

“Yeah, and we’ll never plant there again. It’s unclean ground, my friend.” 
“Plant on it!” John shuddered and then added, “Hell, I’ll never even step 

on it again.”
An envelope arrived that afternoon by -Special Delivery. It was addressed 

to the King Family in a very official looking script. Brad opened it after 
thanking the mailman for making the additional trip from Kayville. The 
letter inside was hand written and read:

My Friends, 

 The government of our country apologizes for the loss of your 

crops and the damage to your fields. This is an official settlement for 

the estimated damages caused by a military -Training Exercise. The 

Congress of the United States has fully and very quietly authorized it. 

Again, please accept our sincere apology for the disruption of your lives. 

I know this is only a small token compared to what you’ve been through. 

Please accept it from an unknowing, but very grateful nation. I expect to 

see you in Texas in a few months after I get out of this zoo in Washington. 

Shannon and I only want to go home and help raise our grandkids and 
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finally relax for awhile. I told General Bickert, from Fort Riley, to get over 

there and clean up that field for you. Give me a call sometime and let me 

know how you folks are doing. Tell Gram I think about her pot roast often, 

take care.”

     “P.S. --- No income tax to be paid on this.”

The President of the United States had signed the letter and a US Treasury 
Check was for two million dollars. 

“That’s a hell of a lot more than this year’s crop was worth.” John 
exclaimed as he stared down at the check.

***                                                                                    
General Bickert, from Fort Riley, pulled into the driveway the next day 

and the dogs wouldn’t let him exit the car. Brad and Alex were playing catch 
in the yard and walked toward the car. The shepherds were acting like they 
were going to literally bite the bumpers from the vehicle. The general rolled 
down his window a crack, “Mr. King, could you please call off the dogs? I 
need to talk to you.” 

Alex said, “Back and sit.” All six immediately sat and watched the general 
while he slowly exited the car and came toward them. Brad shook his hand 
and introduced Alex. His son also shook the officer’s hand and politely told 
him it was nice to meet him. Brad invited the general into the house where 
he was introduced to the rest of the family who were busy preparing lunch. 

Gram insisted the man join them for lunch and he sat at the table when 
the old woman pointed to a chair. General Bickert looked at the adults and 
children. He was thinking to himself that these are ordinary people and seem 
really nice. They all act warm and pleasant.

He told them it was so very hospitable of them to let him join them for 
lunch. Gram laughed. “Well, you look like you could use a little food. Are all 
of you army boys so skinny?” 

General Bickert smiled while he ate and looked over at Gram. “If chow 
hall food was as good as what I’m eating the men wouldn’t be able to march 
more than a few feet after eating. They’d all be stuffed just like I am, thank 
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you for lunch.” 
Tara King was so lovely that General Bickert had to make a conscious 

effort not to stare at her while he thought, 

  My God, she could be a model, or a movie star. What’s she doing on a 
farm in the middle of nowhere?

 
He smiled at the young boy, “You’re a big guy. How old are you?”  
“He’s six,” Tara King responded. 
The general looked at the child again. “Whatever you folks eat is some-

thing I could use for my troops. Alex is pretty big for six.”
General Bickert again thanked them for the meal and requested Brad to 

walk out with him. When they were outside the officer put his hand on his 
chest. “I got notified by the president and the Chief of Staff of the Army on 
a conference call. The president told me he was promoting me. He actually 
apologized for calling me a damn idiot and told me to get over here and see 
what you need from Fort Riley to clean up that field. He was adamant, Mr. 
King. He directed me that I’d better do something, or my promotion was 
cancelled. Please, he wants a report on what I’m doing to help you.”

Brad shook his head. “It’s not that bad, just a lost crop. General, there’s 
really nothing to do.”

General Bickert looked out into the field. “The yellow tape is still out 
there and I remember that area. That’s where you killed those Red Eyes.” He 
nodded to himself and bit his lower lip.

“We’ll never plant there again! The earth is defiled from their blood.”
The officer pointed toward the field’s large taped area, “What are you go-

ing to do with it if you don’t farm it? That’s a good sized chunk of that field.”
“Let it grow wild, plow around it. One thing’s for damn sure, I’ll never 

raise any crop on it again!” Brad spat down on the ground, “Red Eye melted 
away out there. No way would I ever grow wheat on that soil!”

“Brad, are you telling me that it’s never going to be used again?”
“Never again, it’s not a big deal.” Brad smiled at him and moved a step 

closer. “Thanks again for helping me with the flares and light sticks. Not 
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many of you guys left that would help a friend with just a phone call.”
The general smiled back and put out his hand. “You take care and please 

tell your family I enjoyed lunch with them.” He chuckled for a few seconds, 
“Not many farmers in Kansas have a friend in the White House. I’m already 
late getting back. Be seeing you, Brad.”

***                                                                                         
Two days later, large green trucks carrying heavy equipment stopped on 

the country road just outside the farm’s perimeter. A captain driving a pick-
up stopped in the farm’s driveway and couldn’t get out of his vehicle. The 
dogs were all around the truck. John was the only one home and walked 
toward the captain’s truck. The others had gone into the town of Kayville for 
groceries and lunch. John made the dogs sit. Still, the captain was hesitant 
to get out of the truck. He motioned John over from inside the truck, “I’ve 
been sent to clean the field.”  

“Clean what field? I know nothing about any field cleaning.”
“Sir, I’m under the direction of General Bickert and these engineers are 

under strict orders to do the job right. I was told that a Mr. King would show 
us the area that was to be stripped. That’s all I know.” The captain shrugged 
his shoulders.

“Well, in that case, have at it. Captain, I’ll show you the area that we’re 
concerned about.” 

He locked the dogs up and the convoy quickly unloaded equipment and 
the men started. The area encompassed about four acres total. Bulldozers 
scraped the dirt and frontend loaders shouldered it into dump trucks. The 
entire area was dug down at least three feet and hauled away in a matter of 
hours. 

Brad and the family returned to find the driveway blocked by equipment 
and a long convoy of green dump trucks leaving the field.

“John, what the hell’s happening here? Is the army invading us again?” 
“Brad, these boys are cleaning the field under orders of that general from 

Fort Riley.”
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***                                                                              
They stopped just before sunset and left the heaviest equipment sitting in 

the field. The captain explained that they’d be back in the morning. 
The sun had barely come up when Brad saw dump trucks coming down 

the road again. The rest of the family was still asleep and he could see each 
truck was full to overflowing with rich topsoil. They would dump and a 
bulldozer and grader would level. The next truck waiting in line would drop 
another load of topsoil into the depression in the field. The process continued 
and the entire area was being filled very rapidly. Before noon it was finished. 
The captain came to the backdoor. “Mr. King, may we have your permission 
to continue?”  

Brad was a bit perplexed. “Continue what?” The captain told him the plan 
for the area and Brad smiled. “Are you sure it’s authorized and all that?”  

“Sir, believe me it’s authorized. I was shown the written order myself.”
Brad went inside and told the family what the plan for their field was. 

Gram seemed the least surprised. “We best be getting back to town. We’ll 
need to feed a bunch of soldiers for a few days.”

After the initial digging and replacing of the soil the men’s numbers had 
dropped to around thirty that were to remain and finish the task. They fed 
the men lunch in shifts. Brad, Alex, and John worked alongside the men. 
Without a crop to harvest they had little else to do. 

Coolers stood outside that were filled with sodas and bottled water. The 
men appreciated the King family sweating alongside them. 

Gram, Debbie, and Tara would help when they could, but were mostly 
busy preparing food for the men. The soldiers had expected to eat rations for 
lunch each day. Instead, they were fed better than they’d ever anticipated. 

After the second day, it became something they wanted to do for the 
family instead of another routine and boring job in the engineer battalion. 
The Kansas sun was hot and the men worked in their long fatigue pants and 
T-shirts. Alex was still tanned and had on only shorts and sneakers. Geraldine 
had on her sun suit and was barefoot. She was getting in everybody’s way. 
Brad finally took her and Alex inside and glanced over at his wife, “Tara, 
keep them inside for awhile. We’re going to stretch the fence now.” 


