Chapter One
Charlie Murphy was running faster than he thought possible. Everywhere he looked there were bodies, and the yelling—they were the wails of the damned.
Some men surrounded him, shooting, while others were also trying to avoid the incoming bullets. But most frightening of all were the soldiers who wandered in a blank haze, unaware of the flying artillery or any form of attack. He’d barely finished high school a few months ago—how could life change so much in such a short time? His days of comfort in Long Island, New York had come to an end. He could only hope it wasn’t permanent.
Charlie could not stop to help; he searched for life- saving cover and waited to advance on the enemy. He spotted a disabled truck a few yards away. He dodged and dropped, trying to keep low. When he got there, he was frightened; his adrenaline was in overdrive and he was short of breath. He lay on the ground, furiously searching through the haze of apocalyptic chaos. What he didn’t notice were the three German soldiers still trapped under the truck, or their buddies, who were running his way to see if they could release them. A patch of land to his left seemed clear. Cautiously he got up and looked around before firing. As he pivoted, he heard a hailstorm of fire and something incredibly hot hit his chest.
He looked down. A pool of red seeped through the hole in his shirt. He had been shot. He grabbed his chest and tried to keep running, but the mud was slippery. Pain seared through his body and consumed him, a branding iron pressed against the gaping hole in his flesh. 
He fumbled through the pocket in his coat for the compass. His hand clasped it, squeezing it tight and close to his body. Collapsing, he sank into the mud. His eyes, clear of the muck, looked skyward, where he thought he saw Lillie’s face. The very last thing Charlie could remember was the hazy vision of the woman he loved and the compass that would get him home. Then his world went completely black.

