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EPILOGUE 

JULY 11, SIX MONTHS AFTER 

THE PULSE 

ANDREA 

 

I am living a second life, a life 

forged by the EMP—and my father's death. 

(My English Lit. teacher would be proud of 

that sentence!) Anyway, my father died 

coming here, but his death wasn't any 

different than that of a soldier who dies for 

his country. He died en route to a better life 

for us. He died so we could survive. He 

didn't intentionally sacrifice his life, but 

deep inside, I think he would have if the 

choice had been his.  

I wish I could tell him that his 

sacrifice was well worth it.  

I look back and remember our life at 

first, after the EMP, like a person who 

almost drowned.  We were drowning in 

hopelessness and in the threat of starvation. 

We couldn't save ourselves, couldn't swim 

against those currents. Now we've been 

saved.    

God was behind all of it, because in 

time, I ended up saving Mr. Martin's life! 

(To my own surprise!) Actually, my whole 

family seems transformed, less on edge, 

despite our having lost dad, and the danger 

of daily life in a society without police and 

ambulances. We have learned so much, not 

only about farming and animals and stuff, 

but about God and the Bible. I guess it will 

sound cliché, but at the heart of it all, this is 

how I feel: SAVED! 

This doesn't mean everything is 

hunky-dory. Here are the worst things about 

life as we know it now. 

1. No going anywhere (There's 

nowhere to go and no way to get there but 

horseback. Even if we wanted to ride 

somewhere it might not be safe.) 
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2. No entertainment. No TV, no 

music, no internet, no movies. (Sob!)  

3. No cell phones. (No phones, 

period. Aargh!)  

4. NO GUYS! Unless things change, 

I think I'm going to be an old maid.  

5. No fast food. 

6. No shopping. No new clothes!  

7.  No formal education. (Even I 

know I need more education.)  

8.  No showers, ETC. ETC. ETC! 

Water for anything is a big deal!  

9. Oh--Eternal vigilance because we 

can't trust anyone. This should have been 

number one on my list, I guess. It would be 

number one on Mr. Martin's list, I know 

that. 

10. No medical care that we know 

of. Maybe it's coming.  

Since I made a list of the worst 

things, I figured I should make a list of the 

best things about having no power, too.  

I thought about it for a few minutes 

and didn't really come up with much.  Here's 

what I thought of: 

1. Learning to grow food. 

Connecting to the earth and our roots. 

2. Learning to be self-sufficient and 

hopefully, not to trust a government—any 

government—to take care of us.  

That was about all I could think of. 

We play cards now and do puzzles—stuff I 

never felt inclined to do before. But they're 

not precisely a plus because of no power. 

Some people always played cards and did 

puzzles. So I asked Lexie to help me—she's 

always more positive than I am, so I knew 

she'd have good ideas.  

Here's what we came up with: 

1. More family time and 

togetherness. (I said this was a bad thing 

sometimes, too, and she agreed it could be. 

But I think she just agreed for my sake.) 

2. Time to read all those books we 

always meant to read.  
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3. Time to read books we never 

meant to read but will probably enjoy or 

learn a lot from. 

4. Time to focus on God and our 

need for Him.  

5. Time to pray like we mean it. 

6. Time to learn new skills! (I should 

have thought of this. I've learned to shoot, to 

ride horseback, to milk a cow, care for 

chickens, make cheese and butter! I can't 

believe the list! The most surprising thing is 

I like doing it all. Especially horseback 

riding.) 

7. (Here we jumbled a few together) 

Less abortions, no car accidents, and 

eventually (we hope) there'll be more 

neighborhood togetherness (Mr. Martin says 

when the first wave of violence subsides, 

people will begin to work together again, 

maybe more than they have in decades.). 

Less pornography being distributed! 

8.  Less fast food and junk in our 

bodies. And more physical activity. 

9.  Less carbon footprints, fuel 

consumption, manufacturing waste, ETC!!! 

10. Returning to more of the old 

ways that got people from time immemorial 

to today (such as herbal remedies and better 

self care).   

Oh—Lexie just thought of another. 

She says because big agriculture won't be 

able to use their machinery, millions of acres 

of farm land will not be doused with toxic 

pesticides and herbicides. She said, "And the 

land will get a Sabbath rest." I chuckled 

when she said that. I mean, since when does 

LAND need rest?  

"No, even soil needs rest," Lexie 

said, emphatically. I realized she was 

serious. "That's what 'fallow ground,' is," she 

said, "land that's resting and recovering. It's 

a biblical principle." 

"C'mon," I said. "The Bible doesn't 

say to let your land rest."  

She smiled. "Actually, yes, it does."  
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 I didn't believe her. I never thought 

of the Bible as something like the Farmers' 

Almanac, you know?  

 "Listen, listen," she said. She had 

already picked up her well-used Bible and 

was flipping though pages. She said, "I 

highlight everything having to do with land, 

gardening, farming, and food, in green."   

I nodded. I didn't ask her why. I 

figured it was because Lexie's a farm girl. 

Farm girls are different. I should know, I'm 

becoming one, but I still have a ways to go. I 

couldn't imagine underlining all those verses 

in green.  

So anyway, she read a few verses to 

me that blew my mind. Then she dictated 

one so I could copy it into my journal.(I was 

shocked this was in there! But I guess it's no 

big jump to think God cares about the soil. 

He made it!)  

"As long as (the land) lies desolate it 

shall have rest, the rest that it did not have 

on your Sabbaths when you were dwelling 

in it."  

So that's the end of my list.  

11.  The land shall have rest. 

ONE MORE THING 

Um. I have to say a word about 

Blake. Blake Buchanan is a year older than 

me and Lexie, and actually very cute. I got 

the feeling right away that Lexie didn't want 

me messing with him. Problem: I couldn't 

help but like him. (Plus, he's the only guy 

we know right now besides his brother, who 

is only fourteen.) But I tried to be good for 

Lexie's sake. At school I flirted with any guy 

my friends liked; I don't know why, I just 

did.  Blake is sort of flirt-proof, to begin 

with (don't ask how I know) and after all 

Lexie has done for me and my family, I 

couldn't ever get in between her and Blake.  

So I apologized to Lexie about trying 

to flirt with Blake. Want to know what she 

said? (This is so Lexie!) When I told her that 
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he refused to flirt back, she smiled really big 

and said, "Thanks, Andrea!" 

I think she's in love with him. I could 

be jealous of what they have, but I'm so 

busy with all the new stuff I need to do I 

hardly have time to think about it.  

Everything we have now, living here with 

the Martins, having hope for the future, is a 

gift from God and I almost wouldn't trade it 

for anything. Life is fun, despite all the 

work.   

Besides, someday technology will be 

back and society will come out stronger. I 

don't know how, but I believe it will. I'm 

looking forward to that.  

It's a little hard not to be the one with 

the boyfriend, but I can't complain. I 

shudder to think how I could have ended up 

with MR. HERMAN! I told God even if I 

end up being single for the rest of my life, 

it's okay.  

And I almost meant it, too. 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stay Tuned for  

RESURGENCE*: BOOK TWO in the 

PULSE EFFEX SERIES! 

From L.R. Burkard 

*Working title, subject to change  

 


