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Norte FrRoM THE PUBLISHER

We are very proud to publish, at long last, fragments of the legendary ‘Joe Shelter’
manuscript which was feared lost to the ravages of time.

In early 2020, as the novel coronavirus SARS-CoV-2, better known as COVID-
19, rampaged across the globe, authors everywhere threw out their existing manu-
scripts and began instead to work on novels relating to the outbreak, trying to ima-
gine what the world would be like when the virus had finished wreaking its havoc.

From our position today, most of those imaginings, and the books that resulted,
seem naive and worthless. Hindsight is a wonderful thing.

But as the orders to self-isolate and quarantine gathered pace, one author, the
enigmatic and publicity-shy Anthony R. Johnson (a pseudonym, of course, but one
we continue to honor) dared to address not the aftermath of the crisis, but the crisis
itself. He created a new breed of hero for those troubled times, a type of character
never seen before. Rugged, blue-eyed former Marine Joe Shelter was ready to fight
the forces of greed and injustice all too readily on display. Writing at a furious pace,
Johnson shared his progress on social media, where his legions of fans were in awe
at his prowess and sheer prolificity. Within one week, Shelter in Place — taking its title
from a now-obscure contemporary government phrase — was finished.

Then disaster struck, when Johnson contracted the coronavirus himself. Schol-
ars continue to argue over the method of transmission, and the only thing of which
we can be sure is that we will never be sure. The most popular theory holds that he
caught it from his elderly mailman, who continued to deliver the hundreds of royalty
checks Johnson received daily, despite himself being asymptomatically infected.

(Although many of the terms in that theory are unfamiliar and archaic, we trust
its now-widespread discussion in society means we need not explain ‘checks’, ‘mail-
men’, or ‘royalties’.)

Part of the reason nobody knows how Johnson was infected, of course, is
because his house caught fire just two days later, taking with it his entire archive, and
every extant copy of Shelter in Place. If not for the Great Cloudburst later that year,
perhaps we might yet have retrieved a full copy from an online backup. Instead, all
we are left with are the photographs Johnson himself shared on social media, to
excite his fans, published here for the first time after an extensive and costly digital
forensic excavation.

They’re not much, but they're what we have — and these days, as in all things,
that must be enough.

Hiram ]. Hackenbacker IV
New New York, NNY



Shelter in Place’

Chapter One: Bitcoin Won’t Save You Now

Joe Shelter stared at the shelves. Toilet paper. Piled up on the shelves, stacked in wheeled

cages, spilling from pallets further down in the gloom. So this is what the tech wunderkind was

hiding behind those ten military-grade locks the former Marine had picked to get in here. A

smirk cracked his granite jaw. Maybe try eleven next time.

“Who the hell are you? Get out of my house!”
>d heard Craig Buchencraig’s footsteps the moment he began.

o threat. Shelter’s thoughts were more focused on |
tockpile and redistribute it to the

Shelter said nothing. He

descending the stairs. The CEO was n
was going to relieve Buchencraig of this insane

families who needed it. | L
: was no communist. Buchencraig could keep his billio
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ou, said pallcap’s HENY
ot piled up Wit b
and dozens more

duty he’d chosen, and if Shelter had

he was fine with that. The

. 0 one o acondo in communal self-isolation,

s ‘wmmﬁmwﬁlﬁdﬁc
roaming mﬁkﬂhesekidsto carry it out,
4 his frost-blue eyes. “YOu don’t look ill to me.”
‘Vaybe :w:‘ :symn;p;nw;it‘i‘c, bro. Spreading all o¥er the Bay.’
backward, he was afraid. They didn’t know he’d



y Shouldn ’t. You be Wearing 5 mask, doc9’ Shelter askeq. He didn’t neeg one himself. fe’q
cked C-] 9’s ass in Asia before Teturning home,
Dr Manganese swallowed anqg shook his head. ‘Without 4 Proper medical seq], masks
don’t work and only deliver 5 false sense of security. If ] begin to show symptoms, maybe
then...’ He trailed off, not wanting to think aboy¢ Wwhat that might mean,

‘If it comes to that I’ll do the damn tests myself,” said Shelter. The former Marine’s firm

€, the law. Coronavirus tests
distributed by the Governor’s office, but to hell with that.

were supposed to be controlled and
families and at-risk Ppeople who couldn’t

There were thousands of potential carriers in the Bay,
wait till tomorrow, or next month. Shepherding a doctor around the city to conduct prelim base

justice. Shelter ew the difference.
tests rmght be illegal, but there was law, and then there was justice. Shelter kn ;
Ci an
Movement down the block caught his eye. He pressed Dr Manganae ba.k behm.d

Vi W] lumpster. Metal glinted in the afternoon sun. Shelter slowly drew his own sidearm,

overflo mg d pster. : Y.
2 .

the same Rerretta M9 semiautomatic that had seen him through more tours of Afghanistan than
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He took 4 deg
P breath (thankfy] for hi i i i
. . Navy bUddy,s basemem E IS) own Immunity, paid for witp weeks of hjg Own sweat
In Seoul) anqd i

e emerged from the darkness Jjke aman from the

F . ;

orty, maybe fifty kids. No music. All fully clothed, Touching each other. Defiant a op}

teenagers coylq be. s

Idiots!

eight o’clock, blonde hair in a ponytail. She saw him, and the look in

There: four feet away,
d he was here for her. Before she could run his muscular hand shot

his steel-blue eyes. Realize
out like a striking cobra, closing around her arm like a vise.
‘Kyyliesha. Your parents are real worried about you.’ The girl tried to pull away. She might

as well have tried to haul a truck. ‘And with good reason, turns out.”
‘Don’t you get it? It’s all a hoax!” she shouted. ‘The government is trying to suppress our

freedom!’ i :
Shelter was no fan of the government. Didn’t normally give it much thought. But this
e

situation was rent, and he’d seen for himself how serious things could get. Seoul was the
diffe 125 get. S
rlacect e’d < te warzi S Wi e. Even the doctors were getting sick.
thino he’d ceen to a warzone since his last warzone.
lncac in >’d cee



‘Shelter in Place’

Chapter Five: Night Law

mber the streets of San Francisco

Joe Shelter couldn’t reme
g proach, then stop.

i Ting,
Even at two am. in the mo .
ough for his excellent hearing to hear a car ap

ing this quiet. Quiet en ’
ever being this q) dhadows of the doorway. Racked the breech of hi

Shelter pressed himself back into the

M9.
Footsteps, coming closer. The former Marine judged by sound alone, judgement won from

s Berretta

Tard experience. Wait, wait — now! He stepped out, sidearm raised, and stared into a matching,
but smaller, gun barrel. Behind the gun barrel was the face of a female cop.
(Shelter had nothing against women in the police force. But they still only made up fifteen

per cent of all SFPD officers, although that was higher than the national average of twelve per
cent, for which the City should be commended.)

She was ahead shorter than him, but with a hard set to her jaw and an alertness in her bright
eyes. She wielded a SIG Sauer P229, the smaller model to fit h

: er slender woman'’s hands. Offi
Martinuertas, he read on her name badge with his r ot

emarkable peripheral vision b
backed up to a safe six feet of social distance. i

You're out after curfew, mist er,” she said, ool g up at the mug er .
\{ he d, ook t the h tall man
Shelter said mﬁ\mg His ice-blue eye:

¥ S ref i <
i i, efused to blink. She Was just doing her job, but he




PusLisHER’S NOTE:

Johnson wrote Chapter Five, introducing the short-but-shapely female policewoman Officer
Martinuertas, the day before a ‘week-end” — an old-fashioned public holiday that lasted for
two whole days. Most people, whether religious or not, observed this holiday and did little to
no work. Johnson, by contrast, appears to have written the bulk of Shelter in Place during
this time, as the next extract he shared following the week-end was from Chapter Forty-Four,
believed to be the penultimate chapter.
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Chapter Forty-Four: Blood in the

"
t last much longer: e

er his shoulder. Selena wa:

doc won
f the Sunseeker Predator 55 they’d

ocean spray to glance back ov
to the deck 0

“They’re gaining' And the

Joe Shelter turned from the
Dr Manganese was in @ bad way, bleeding out on
Fe i i rmer Marine
Shelter had immediately recognized it as the fastest yacht in the marina. The fo

hadn’t piloted a 55 before, but he knew his way around the water. A qui
__ Selena’s former colleagues, when

ck hotwire and the boat

was theirs. Just in time, as two squads of corrupt SFPD
she’d still been Officer Matinuertas — opened fire at them from the shore. One got lucky, hitting

the doc with a through-and-through that smacked his kidneys around. Then the crooked cops
commandeered a yacht themselves and the chase was on.
Dr Manganese’s wound was the kind that a man like Shelter would shrug off with gritted
teeth and willpower, but the doc wasn’t that kind of a man.
You' LSRR
3 Ou've gotta stop that bleeding!” he shouted above the deep roar of the engines, pushing th
ttle b i , i
eyond the redline to outrun the cops. They’d need the doc’s expertise when th,
. ey
isl itioi
sland. The cowardly politician Wwas holding more than 5

dozen top scienti i
sts captive there, Twenty men and Wwomen (mostly men, th h)
> though) that Vegang

8 3 o
p 1
was hoardm hke those lletS with Ihe][ h)]lel l)a])el to cr cate a Crsona] COVld

himself. Shely )
€r couldn’t let that stand & o T



T arge, Trviered at they, to get o- ;,ucu'e"t dogs, g
" the boat, 7
o )

Immed;
- edlately, before Shelter haq even formed the consci
his muscular hands ang aimed directly a¢ h o e
Clly at the Governor’ head, kill
hadn’t been blocking his Jine of sight, - T
‘It’s ’ sai ‘We're taki
over, Vegano,’ sajd Shelter. ‘We’re taking that boat, and these scientists, and sailing

them to the CDC in Washington. Sure, they’re going to create a Covid-19 vaceine. But theyll do

it for the world. For ordinary people, not just rich bastards Wwho want to keep it for themselyes,

Like you, I mean.’
“They’re mine!” Vegano growled, or would have if his voice had been deep enough. ‘They

work for me!’
‘Not any more. Sorry to let you down.” Shelter’s blue eyes glanced meaningfully at Selena.

The ex-cop got the message and slammed her elbow back into Vegano’s gut before hitting the

...!” before Shelter

& just had time to gasp, ‘No
i cowardly politician just had time to gasp,
T i 3 ble-tap Vegano, twice in the head.

: i : o
i i training taking over to
e trigger, his Marine
e dead corpse.
pressing her small but shapely

squ
smiling up at

The Governor’s body crumpled to the ground like a et
d and ran to Shelter, ,
icked herself up off the groun = e
e ide chest. ‘I thought he might get away with it after
t his wide chest.

body agains : ’
him. ‘But you put him in his place.
Shelter said nothing.

THE END
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