








Journal of a Mad Man










By Scott “Bacon_Bombarder” Stieler
Day 1


I’m not really mad it just I have always wanted to use that title and now I don’t think anyone is still around to say I can’t.  It’s really been a week since the bomb dropped but today I found this pipboy.  Its not food but it might help me keep sane.  Hopefully I some find batteries for this thing, I would hate to go back to pen and paper, if I can find some that is.  If you’re reading this and your not family related, then FUCK YOU! I hope I have taken down at least a couple of you sucker before you taken this off my corpse.  I don’t know how many others are writing down what happen, it seems the rest are more concern with survival then writing what happened to us.  Well this man was a smart one oh yes he was.  I saw the plan for the vaults long before they started building them.  In fact I helped design them. I knew that I probable would not be good enough to get in one, so I planned.  I bought guns, food, and whatever else that I might need in a Nuked planet.  Hell I even made a crude fallout shelter.  I thought second hand material would be good enough, boy was I surprised when the wife and kids started to die around me… another great joke by Mother Nature.  I got sick and pasted out.  When I woke up I found out it was 3 days later.  I was alive but what kind of life is this?  I am hideous looking.  Since then I have taken what supplies I could carry.  It seems that I can’t carry as much as I use to.  But I can carry my gun and spare ammo, plus a packet or two of food.  I seen all the movies and read many survival books so I relies that this new land is going to be nothing like the old world.  The gun rules and the strongest survive.  At least I’m hoping that there are enough people around to at least make it to like the movies… I’m have been trying to get out of the city for the last couple of days.  The reason?  I am kidding myself that there must be someone still alive that can cure me.  But it’s a goal, I’m not one to just lie down and die, at least not yet.

Day 4


I have found signs of other people.  This morning I have come across a cold campfire.  I would have stuck around and looked for them, but what was cooking on the fire looked to bits and pieces of a human. I could tell it was human because one finger still had flesh with a wedding ring on it. It’s as I figured it might be survival first than morals later. 

Day 7


Finally I’m out of the city, since day 4 I have been taking side roads and hiding as much as I can.  I hope that the countryside has more animals in it then the city cause I am almost out of food.

Day 14


Well this is nice.  It looks like there is more like me.  The bad news is nobody wants us.  This afternoon I came across a town with two mutated bodies hanging from hangman rope.  With them there was a sign.  “ Any freaks will be killed on sight”. Why did bigots have to survive?  Looks like I will have to travel around, should not take more than a day or two.

Day 25


Lady luck must still be on my side.  Not only did I find a clip of bullets but also 2 cans of food.  Still looking for batteries thou.

Day 29

I may have found a home.  These people have traded with me! I got a spare set of batteries for this contraption.  It cost me 3 bullets and a rabbit haunch but I think it was worth it.

Day 29(con’t)


I was a fool! I showed them what I had to trade and they liked what they seen.  When I was a sleep they can into my room and tried to take my things.  I think if I was not a light sleeper and if I did not make it a habit to sleep with my gun this passage would not have been.  I managed to kill 2 of them before the 3rd ran into the dark.  As soon as I did a fast strip the bodies I was out of there. I did manage to get my ammo back thou.

Day 42


Found another like me being chased by these punks.  Killed the punks but not before they got a shot off at me.  They wounded me in the gun hand.  My new friend could have taken my stuff and I could have done nothing about it.  But he stayed, and nursed be back to heath.  So now I have a friend and a travel companion.  His name is John.  I asked why he was traveling around and he said that he always wanted to see the country.  I believe him to be a bit Insane.  But who can’t say that any survivor of the old world is not a bit insane, I also sometimes feel the pull to leave this nightmare into something perhaps more comfortable. 

Day 96?


  Sorry Journal for not writing in you for a while but I have not needed to.  With talking to John and trying to survive I just have not had time.  But I feel a need to talk to someone else besides John.  Do not get me wrong John is a good guy but I must write something down.  If nothing else but to keep my mind on something.  I think I may be going Insane.  The last couple of days have been weird times.  I seen not to remember hours at a time, even when trying to.  I find objects like rocks suddenly in my hands and just as suddenly they are no longer there.  I fear what I do in these times that I don’t remember.

Day 109?


I am afraid.  I am lost.  I am in a forest it looks like but how I got here I have no idea.  John is gone.  I have no idea where he is at all.  I don’t like what is happening to me, not at all.

Day 109?(con’t)


I found John, or what is left of him.  The animals seem to have gotten to him first but it looks like he was shot.  I’m no doctor but you don’t live in this New World without seeing what a bullet hole looks like.  The thing I fear is that I could have done this.  Why I have no idea, I have nothing against John but I could have done this in one of my “forget times”. What am I to do?

????


Journal, I have no idea what day this is.  Or even if it’s the same year.  Last time I remember it was spring, but now it’s late fall it looks like. I look like that I have collected much junk.  I call it junk because its stuff I would never have a use for or even collect.  I now have a theory.  This forgetful time is not forgetful times at all because it’s not me at those times.  But a different personality that takes over.  

Talisman?


I know I am losing this battle within myself but what can I do? The moments that I become me again are fewer and shorter.  When I awoke this time I was in a campsite.  This camp had many like my kind around it.  They seemed to look to me as a leader.  Am I?   This pipboy seems to be some sort of good luck charm for him because I found it around my neck decorated with shinny stones and feathers. Now I

What happened?


I am writing this so that if someone picks this up I can say sorry. It was not I. It was the other half.  He is the one that controls my body now. I can not even complete my sentences now before  he take over again.  I have found out your name and your plans. Seth you are one sick bastar

No title just a warning.  Your plans may have started but they will only lead to your death. And to that I am great full

Bill Willings saying goodbye cruel world.

