





All in the name of Survival







By Scott “Bacon Bombarder” Stieler

It was a quite day.  The white clouds passed by overhead.  They showed no signs of purple.  A sure bet that these did not contain any of the deathly acid that strip a braiman in less than 50 seconds, let alone a man.  Brian liked that.  He liked that a lot.  This was a perfect day for raiding.  That he did not like at all.  In fact he rather loathed it.  But a mans got to eat.  And to eat he got to either need to pay for the food or steal it.  The later option was something he did not try his luck at again.  He has only one hand left from the last time he tried that.  The days after the punishment he had time to think.  When he was not unconous from the pain of his missing hand.  

 When he awoke he was one hand and 50 pounds less.  He decided to go straight.  He had only one hand but with that one hand he could do more than most normal men.   What few normal men there was out in this god forgotten land.  Brian was top cop around these parts; he also was the only cop around these parts.  But that did not matter.  What matter was that he had a job?  And a job brought money.  Money bought food.  Food meant survival. To Brian survival was what counted. 

  To survive in the wasteland that was once Canada you did what needed to do.  If that meant hiring out your body, they you swallow when they say swallow.  If that meant stealing, than you stole the crumbs from the orphans.  To Brian that meant hiring his only good hand to any caravan that would hire a one handed gunslinger.  

Brian thou were not complaining.  If you complained, than the town folks will think that you will not risk your life to save them or their caravans.  He found that out the hard way.  But now he is older and wiser.  Not many see the wiser part, because he keeps that close to him.  The older part everyone sees that’s where they make their mistake.  They see an old one-handed man.  That when most of the raider let their guard down.  They don’t live to let it back up.

But as of late there has been a new type of raider.  These raiders are smarter. They do not follow the regular type of beserker attack and retreat pattern that are common among raiders.  These raiders will do things that boggled the mind.  These raiders used logical tactics.  These raiders would first take out the cattle of a caravan using snipers.  Then when the guards were wondering what was going on, these raiders would pop up from holes in front of the caravan and coolly kill all the people they could see.  At least that what the report said from the only survivor.

Brain smiled.  Of course he has ways of getting information himself.  He managed to convince the cowardly mayor to let him lay a trap for these raiders.  Now seemed as a good of a time as any to spring the raider trap.

“So Brian do you think that thing will work”? Said his on again and off again new deputy Joel.  Joel was on one of his ‘on again’ stage.  This stage consists of when Joul has money and when Joul has no monkey, because he blew it on booze and women.  Joel is only ‘on again’ when he has no money.

“Of course this will wok,” said Brian looking over at Joel.   “I made sure that this will not fail”.  Brian had to do little to make it anymore irresistible to the raiders.  All he did was make sure that word got around that a heavy loaded caravan was going across to New Toronto.  Right across the raider path.  Next he loaded up a caravan.  Might as well make a real one.  If the raiders did not fall for the trap then it was this month’s caravan done with?  Then he left.  He did not think that any of the town’s people would risk their lives for this caravan/raider trap.  He was not disappointed.  He did not even think that Joel would show up.  But up came Joul at the last minute, stinking of sex and whiskey. Brian asked no questions and Joel gave no andwer.  The regular way they did business.

Brain did not have to wait long for the raiders to attack.  The first sign was that the wagon stopped.  This was do because the animals pulling it were dead. Neatly done in with small bullet holes in the head.  But Brian was ready.  He shot the first one before the raider had his whole head thought the hole in the ground.  Brian was like the sickal to wheat.  Taking down the raiders where they stood.  The only sound afterwards was of Brian cleaning his guns and of the only surviving raider, moaning in pain like a whore in heat.

Brain walks up to the man.  “What is your name slime?” Brian said as he kicked the raider.  “Firewolf, Cheiftan, 114835465” Firewolf managed to say between clenched teeth.  “Oh so it’s the old name, rank, and serial number bit is it?” Brian said as he kicked Firewolf in the ribs.  Brian smiled.  He loved this part more then he loved acid free days.  This is the part where he gets to have fun.  “Joel go get my bag” Brain said as he was starting to stretch his muscles.  Joel, never liking this part took off to the other side of the “ambush” and started to sip on his always on hand whiskey. 

Brain started to remove objects from his bag.  He brought them out slowly in front of Firewolf.  Brain had all his favorites with him.  The thumbscrews, a meat-tenderizing mallet, a welding torch, and his pride and joy a brotherhood atom destabilizer.  As Brian was taking these object of horror out of his bag, Firewolf’s eyes got bigger and bigger.  He was scared, he tried to hide it but his eyes gave him away.  

Brain was just about to whack into one of Firewolf ‘s thumbs with the meat tenderizer when Firewolf started to talk.  At first he made no sense because he was so terrified.  But Brian warned him that if he did not start making sense that it would one of his balls that would get whacked first. Firewolf believed him and started to give hideouts and leader names

Brain did not know that it was this complicated.  Brian thought that it was just one nest of vipers that he had to find and wipe out. But it turns out that it cobras, rattlers and even anacondas.  These raiders were all over the place and in what seems to be very well defended places.  This would need serious help.

Over the years of traveling through dangerous lands with heavy laid caravans you save can save many a mans life.  Brain must have saved dozens.  So he called in a few favors. He got the best of the best (that were still alive). 

 Need a fly killed off the backside of a braimin 3000 meters away? You call Devil Dogred. The best sniper ever to be born in the wastelands.   If you needed a lock picked or something stolen or perhaps just someone’s throat cut in the middle of the night? Deacon is just what you want.   Need something killed with a Big Fucking Gun? Call Bacon Bombarder: If it’s got a trigger, It’s overpowering, and causes a big mess to the target, he’s there.  You can’t trust him with your women but you can trust him with your life.  This sexy demolition expert is only known as Ymir. He will blow his load while he blows his load.

These were not their names at birth. But rather picked, given or even thrust upon them.  No matter.  Because none but them are alive to say what their name really are.  Sigularly these names would cause any scum of the earth to have nightmares for days.  Together perhaps they could destroy this raider scum for good.

Brian leading the way managed to infiltrate the first and second base easily.  Sparing none.  But the raider got smart or they got a tip, Brain was never sure which.  Bacon Bombarder was the first to go.  Ironically he died by another muscle bound brut wearing a nametag saying ‘hello my name is RabidScum and your dead’, and carrying a rather large automatic. Next it was Deacon.  There is still not enough pieces left to do a right funeral.  It was a massicer on both sides. In the end it was only Brian, Ymir and Devil Dogred.  

But to Brian this was almost worth it.  This was what he thought as the huge stronghold.  The raider's back must be broken. So Brain seeing all the death in front of him, and all the death behind him. He told Ymir and Devil Dogred that they should leave.  That only a small band of raiders were left in the foothills and that he could take that on his own.  They protested but in the end agreed with Brian.  Too much blood on ones hand could be an upsetting thing, even in the wasteland.  So they buried Bacon Bombarder and what they could find of Deacon into a deep unmarked grave.  Soon they parted ways, because each still had promises to keep, and lives to live.

Brain, having finally identified the exact location of the last raider settlement, was leaving town to finish the job when Joel came along.  “No man should travel this path alone,” said Joel.  Brian only nodded.  He did not know if Joel meant speariully or physically.  Brian was still trying to get over the shock that Joel had money and was still coming along.

When they got there it was easy to get inside.  The strange thing was that nobody seemed to be there, that is until they got to the main room.  In the room there was a glass wall.  Behind the wall was a large throne-like chair.  Behind the chair was many raiders looking at him smiling, some even were laughing.  In the chair thou was a slim figure of a man.  He too was smiling.  Brian shot at the glass but to know affect.  This glass was bullet proof. 

The man behind the glass started to talk.  Brain at first was confused.  It sounded like this man was thanking him.  Thanking him for what thou.  The slim man was thanking him for getting rid of all the competition for them and it only cost 10 men too.  Brain did not understand.  But the slim man was not done yet.  He started to thanks Joel for all the help he gave.  Brain turned to Joel and was asking him what does the slim man mean? When it all clicked.  Firewolf was a trick.  Firewolf sent Brian to kill all the other Raiders in the areas that were not Firewolfs.  He just made it so that this small group of raiders, who could never beat all the competition without destroying themselves in the process, the only raiders left in the area.  Leaving it wide open for takeover.  That’s when he notices the gun at his face.

Joel said as he shot Brain into the head  “It means never underestimate the Khans”!

